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NOTE HOW LISTERINE 
GARGLE REDUCED GERMS 



The two drawings illustrati; l(<'i(.'ht <>t 
niiifre in p:erm reductions on mpiitli and 
tliroat surfaces in test cases before anil 
after garKlins I.isterine Antiseptu-. 
Fifteen minutes after garKling, Ki rin 
reductions up to were noUil; 

and even one hour after, germs 
were still reduced as mucli as 80' i. 



A Cold Is An Infection, Treat It As 
Such With Germ-Killing Action 


Tests showed that Listerine Antiseptic 
reduced surface germs as much as 
96.7% even IS minutes after the gargle; 
up to 80% one hour later. 

Often the prompt and frequent use of Lis- 
terine Antiseptic helps old Mother Nature to 
combat a cold before it becomes serious. 

Here's one reason why, we believe. 

Listerine Antiseptic reaches way back on 
throat surfaces to kill millions of the "secondary 
invaders" which, many noted laryngologists 
say, are responsible for so many of a cold's 
miserable symptoms. 

We feel that Listerine's quick germ-killing 
action explains its amazing test record against 


colds during a period of 10 years. 

Remember that in clinical tests made during 
these 10 years: 

Regular twice-a-Jay users of Listerine actually 
had fewer colds, shorter colds, and milder colds than 
those who did not gargle with it. 

So, when you feel a cold coming on, gargle 
with full strength Listerine Antiseptic— quick 
and often. You may save yourself a long siege 
of trouble. 

Lambert Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, Mo. 
GARGLE 
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EARN A RADIO TECHNICIAN'S PAY 


IV THE going Is tough — if you 
can't get a raise — feel you're 
doomed to a low-pay job — or if 
you now have a dfifeose job and are 
worried about how long it wtil last 
— take a tip from the hundreds of 
men who have Jumped their pay by 
training at home in spare time to 
become Hadio Teclinlclani. Today 
ttieee m&i enjoy good jobs in a 
growing, expanding business with 
a future. 

Here Is a Quick Way to 
Begin Earnlits More 
Money 

Radio ofleri the chance to make 95 
to $10 a week extra in spare time a 
few month> from now, while training 
for opportunities payinz up to $30, 
340, 350 a week for full-time Radio 
Technicians and Operators. On top of 
increasing eivilian interest in Badio, 
the Badfo indoBtiy »• resdjinK to fill 
btiiidKeda. tst tuiBiOttft ot tfeHara y^mt 
^€>9m^i^ Clip the Coupon 


bete* airf; mei& ifc. 'tMi'i^JMs-'% 
train you lor ihesa oPB'oMMKwfge. 

Real Opperfunitlei for Scfinners to 
L«arn to Earn Up to $50 a W«ek 

Over 800 broadcasting stations in the 
U. S. employ thousands of Radio Tech- 
nician* with average pay among tJie 
country's beat paid industr$^i H%- 
pairing, servicing, selling home aid 
auto Radio reeeivere (there are over 
50,000,000 in use) gives good jobs to 
thousands. Many other Radio Techni- 
cians take advojitage of the opportuni- 
ties to have their own service or retail 
Badio businesses. Think of the many 
good pay jobs in connection with Avia- 
tion, Commercial, Police Radio and 
Public Address Systems. N.R.I, trains 
you to be ready when Television opens 
new jobs. Yes, Radio Technicians 
ffiake good money because they use 
their heads as well as their hands. 
They must be trained. Many are get- 
ting special ratings in the Army and 
Navy ; extra rank and pay. 


Many Moke $5, $10 a Week Extra 
In Spare Time While Learning 

Nearlj every neighborhood oBevs opportuni- 
ties toe a good cart-tlKe Radio Technician to 
mftke extra, money fixing Kadlo set.^. 1 glTe 
you special training to snDW you how to start 
caihing in ot these opportunities early. You 
get Radio liarta and histructfons for building: 
ttat eauicment, tor contluctlng espLTiments 
that slTe you valuahle practical eiporlenee. 

You also get a modern Pcofessional Hadia 
Servicing Instrument. My fifty-fifty method 
— hait working with Radio parts, half alm^y- 
Ing mr lesson texts — mates learning Radio 
at home Interest lus, fascinating, practical- 
Find Out How I Train You for Good 
Pay in Radio - - Mall Coupon 

Mail the coupon below. I'll send my 84- 
page booh FREE. It tells about my Course: 
the types of jobs in the different branches of 
Radio; ^ows letters from more than 100 of 
thb men I trained so you ean see what they 
are doing, earning. MAIL. THE noiHPON in 
an envelope or paste on a penny postai. 

J. E. SMITH. President 
Dept. 2CM, National Badio Institute 
Washington, !>. C. 


EXTRA PAY IN 
ARMY. NAVY, TOO fej? 

IfMity roMi llkBly to ro into iallft"y Bsrv- 
ice, eveiy soldier, sailor, marine should 
WaJl Oie CoUDon Nowl Leamlnj! Baiilo 
hetpi men get f^tra rank, eitr» prestige, 
more tntBrestine duty at pa? up to S 
times a crivate's base pay. Also pre- 
parei for -gooa KadlD J<*M after mMcc 
Midi. IT'S SMiHT HO MSMJN- FOB 


J. C SMtTH, Prulilent. Dept. 2CM. 
Natiocal Radio Inctiiuti. UfaiMngtoi^ D.- C. 

Mall ms FREB srtllime. oStiedJiiOB, !Wnn!-. Si-CWB, 
•■Bicu Reward* in asatai" (l&i..S«fa3(am -wTita 
pUinly.) 


Addresi , 
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ADAM LINK SAVES THE WORLD (Novel) by Eando Binder 10 

America was invaded^ and only Adam Link knew their identify — invaders more terrible than Hitlerl 

TIGER GIRL (Novel) by Edgar Rice Burroughs - . 48 

Dian the Beautiful fought her way across a savage world — her only aid a ferocious sabertooth tiger! 
THE PERFEa TRAP (Contert Short) by Miles Shelton, 84 

Can you see a way in which this man con escape from ffee trap he so unwittingly devised for himself? 
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TREASURE ON THUNDER MOON (Novel) by Edmond Hamilton 198 

ThoTvder Moon v«3s -the-Hftll irf thd sokit systemf-and ffiese men had fo bro^ferit in s c<i>ffi^8fflrfed wm^^ 
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ing a scene from "Adam Link Save* The World" 

ul, depfcHng the "C9y Of "ttie Fi*Hr»" 
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V/« rfo nof accept r«porwIbi!lty for th« r^srlaW iS^'»»welS^*d«{SlH««3iBtS or ortworfc. To focilltat* hondlinflr «»• 
oulhor should sndo)« a jelf-oddfwsad enV&I^K^*^;ihir4MBetESaift.:BESlage otloched, and artists should sndoi^ 
or forward rstum pottage. Accepted matertol ii sublecf to vt4iatever revision is necessarv lo moat requiremanti. 
■fetyinont tevere all authors', contributors", ond cotiteitants" rights, title, and Interest in and to the malarial accepted 
■and will b« fliod* at Ogr current rates upon occeptance. All photos and drawings will be considered as part 
of materjal purchased. 

The names of all characters that are used In short stories, serlols and semi-fiction articles tfiol deal 
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AMAZING STORIES B 

ADVERTISEMENT 

DO THE DEAD RETURN ? 


A strange man in Los Angeles, known 
as "The Voice of Two Worlds," tells of 
astonishing experiences in far-off and 
roysterioos T^tet, viiStt oJled ftp Imi 9l 
miracles by the few taneSers perttatteA to 
visit it. Itere Ee lived amoi^ ttc lamas, 
myatic jiriests of the temple. "la y<mr pre- 
vlem Bi«ti»i^" st verjr ©Id bam ttid Jsistn, 
"you Jivtd ft*rt, S lata in tWs" t»^e. 
You and I were boys fogethef , I Eve4 on, 
but you died in youth, and were reborn in 
England, I have bem easfee&ig your 
x-eturn." 

The young Englishman was amazed as 
he looked around the temple where he was 
believed to have lived and died. It seemed 
uncannily familiar, he appeared |d«JW 
ev«iy nook aa4 eoraet of it, y«t— at test 
ia Hits li£etin»~4j« 3h4 'never been Vktre 
before. And mysterious was the srt of 
circumstances thai bad brought him. 
QM^d it be a case of reincarnation, thai 
strange belief of the East that souls 
tsoai to earth again and again, living ma^ 
Itfetitngs? 

Because of their belief that he had 
formerly been a lama in the temple, the 
lamas welcomed the young man with open 
arms and taught him rare mysteries and 
lQ«g^hi€iden practices, closely guarded f^ 
fktte ft^sand years by the sages, whid 
IwB Mabled mmcf to perform aioaju^ 
fears. He says that the system often iesS* 
to almost unbelievable improvement !» 
power of mind, can be used to achieve 
brilliant business and professional success 
as well as great happiness. The young man 
himself later became a noted explorer and 
geographer, a successful piijlisher of nmps 



and atlases of the Far East, used through- 
ool the vporid. 

"There is in all men a sleeping giant of 
mindpower," he says. "When awakened, 
'h iisa^ laake man capable of surprising 
fram the prolonging of youth to 
soceess in joany other worthy eBdeavats." 
The system U said aims' » Jp»nl!!>(e 
impjoyeaient in heal*; oaMs ttM «* in- 
creased bodily strength, eoarage and 
poise. 

"The time has come for this long- 
hidden system to be disclosed to the 
Western world," declares the author, and 
offers te mtsA Ha amazing 9000 word 
trealise-^i»hiA wvrals many startling re- 
s«}ta-5te mtjttt rsadera of this publica- 
'fisB, ta^ «{ eost of obliiafion. For your 
Jr«e copy, address the InstiteM of i^ental- 
physics, -213 South Hobart Sivd., Dept. 
92L, Los Angeles, Calif. Readers are 
urged to write promptly, as only a limited 
number of the free treatises have been 
ptint«d, 



If you haven't already noticed it, you'd better 
turn to the back of the book and see how 
many pages this issue contains! Yessir, 32 
jmges more than last month. Bigger and better 
than ever! You want to know the reason? Oh, 
that's easy. When a story like Edmond Hamil- 
ton's "Treasure On Thunder Moon" comes alone, 
and it happens to be ,^0,000 word? long, and 
It happens that this issue already has Don Wil- 
rox s .'^O.OOO-word iinai instalment of his grand 
serial m it, plus a full length novel of Adam Lmk^ 
and a Burroughs novel of Pellucidar. somethmj? 
has to be done! So. with our usual brilliant men- 
tal processes, we finally figure out that more pages 
are needed I Presto, we put era m. But we are 
^^Jttiris a little di^zy. Thes,e special issues are be- 
pSid&S^ In ftaiJS* ^ Tft QUr ^&p. However it'? a 
pleaatr? t<j Ith^ mt fa^M^ i eiders as ftne aa 
jou All 0-i la'^kh: mmnfs tfc^pks a Imd for 
J wr ^rm^ tct^s, U ms^m. ^ s,md to 

know you hke what w-e sive vou m this amazing 
new Amazing Storie.-i! 



'TpHE day after Christmas we boarded a train 
for New York, and took a postman's hoHday. 
We really meant to just have a good time, but 
we met so many people that it got to be a dizzy 
whirl of snatching up new treats for our readers. 
We want to hint quite specially at one tidbit 
(■'bit" is hardlv the word!) which is nojv coming 
ott the tvi')ewriter of one David V. Reed. Its 
a novel, and bov, what a novel! !l it doesn t 
sock you right between the cve^. we are stil! 
3ft our caps (naturally there was a mod'caiu o{ 

THi^t^ to iH^ire^ la New Yrftk 

they do, 'e^l We have a sub«'ay, but so 
far oniy a few eSplorers h&\f ventured 

into it In Ifee YB^r *ven the brave ctploftrs 
w&ald -t^^fe fa -v^stttie M.<f it dioing the msh 
ham. i^m^M, m did- hvtt -ss* fsssettKi iU We 
fc«-got to ss^ "v,hkh way to llwrfteeRth'' ta tlie 
bus driver, md he ina^e u.s solid with an icy stare 
Naturally- w« didn't de^rve^an aoswt^. We didn't 
get anv- We knew we were one of those miser- 
able specimens of humanity known as a "joik". 

BUT we still say it's a grand town. We'll go 
back again someday,, aiter we'v^ . edited, a -im 
more magazines ! We-reaJfire n&w we-aiee-dis^^J^ 
"small-town stuff"! 

XTOW look, readers, this issue has anotlief 

^ those contests we swore we'd never run again, 
because they gave us so much work. But here 
we are, giving a new one, because we know 
you like 'em. This one's simple. All you gotta 
do is get the 1^0 ^ @f the hole atithot Mfles 
Shelton put him into Tlead the stoiy, which he- 
gins on page 84. The rules ar,e on pa^..?*,. 

ROBERT MOORE WILLIAMS does our Sden- 
tific Mystery for this month, and his stero- 
ls first-hand. He was actually down around 
there and saw all be writes about, and one of 
days we're going to go down there person^ 
a3si,5ee for ourselves. There are really s^im 
(Continued on page 8) 
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Getting Up Nights 
Makes Many Feel Old 

Do you feei eltiectbSB yoaate or Buffer from Getting 
Up Nights, Bfickat^he, Nervousness, l-eg Pains, DiEzi- 
nesB, Swollen Ankles. Rhtiumatic Paine, Burning, 
scanty or frequent paBeages? If so, remember that 
your Kidneys are vital to your iiealth and that these 
symptoms may be due to non-organic and non- 
aysteinic Kidney and Bladder troubles — in such cases 
CySTEX (a physician's prescription) usually gives 
prompt and joyous relief by helping the Kidiieja flush 
out poisonous excess acids and wastes. You have 


„ around each package 

assarfis a refand ot your money on return of emjiiy 
package unlesiK fully aatisfle^, Don't take chanceB on 
any Kidney medicine that is not guaranteed. Don't 
~ delay. (Jet Cystex (Siss- 

tex) from yonr druggist 
today. Only 3E«. The 
Idneyi guarantee protects you. 


any Jiianey meaicine tnai 

Cystex 

m Help* Flush Kldneyi 



LEARN AT 
HOME TO 


MOUNT BIRffS 

I Anlmala, Heads, Fishes, Fets; to TAN. 

I Be a Taxidermist. I^oflt and FUN. 

I HOME nnjseuM.— B»e PROFtrs 

■ NOW ■.bsblutdy FREIL WMt* TODAY. 
S«nil Postal TODAY for FREE BOOK. Stats i 
N.W.$CHOOLWTAMDERMV.Oept3033, Omaha, 



stamp to Cover Matting. 


Tor 


STOMACH ULCER 

Pain, Heartburn, Gas and Other 

Ills|i4«s Hue *o iSastric Hyperacidity 

X*Brn all alraut ihia remarkable, inexpensive home treat- 
tnent. Paiin often relieved promptly. No rigid or liquid diet. 
We will also Bend you, FHfiE with this sample, an informa- 
tive booklet on this simple home treatment. Send for sample. 
TWIN CITY VON CO.. Dept. G-203. MlnM»apolh. Minn. 



STOP TOBACCO? 


b tha eravine for tobaeeo u 

I thouaands have. Hslte ; ourRelt fres 
I and happy with Tobacco Redeemer. 
1 Not a Bobetltuta, not habit formiiiE. 
I Writs for free booklet telling of iQ- 
I JariouB effect ot tobacco fn -i ^ 
1 and of a treatmaat which I FREE | 

book! 


relieved many 

THE HEWELt COtHPANV I ._ 

600 ClaytoH Sta.. St. Louis, M«. 


ITCH 


STOPPED 

/>t a tfiffu 
_ _ V _ K -or Money Bach 

For quick relief fron itching tA eczema, pimples, athlete's foot, 
acalea, acabiea, rashes and other eztemaily caused skia troubles, 
ilse world-famous, cooling, antiseptic, liquid D. D. D. Prescrip- 
tiwu Gn:asele%stainlewi..Sootibe«initatk>aandquK:k)yti»I^ 
the west: tata«e j^dMi«,4^ trial bottk ^<msyt^mmm^ 
back. A^ your druggist today for O, D. D. PRESCKIPTIOH. 


DICE CARDS 
MAGICAL 

til» PIlQ<P33SSIONAL, made by prof esa ion alg. Not the ordinary 
fc.ind„«attARESr-MISS0UT8-PASSEBS-CARDS-INKS-DAUB8~ 
SHtMSRK-BOeKS- EXPOSES-ACCESSORIES for ereir occRitoo. 
a»d soar HiBBB MJti ftd^iOTS irlth 36 conta for new iwa cataJomw, 


Become an 
Expert Accountant 

T/ic Profession That Pays 

Thedemand forskilled accountants — menvko 
really know their btisiness — is increasing. The 
new national and state legislation is recjuiring of 
businesB — both big and small — much more in matters 
relating to Auditing, Coat Accounling, Buaineaa Law, 


moted to reeponaible exacutiw^ j>qiitft*H— ^v»ffi- tin. 
opportunity to earn real salary 'j^kr ran£e 'ik- freis 
t2,000toS10jD00aye(ir^-even to higher incomeflgures. 

Send for Free Boofc — 

■ ' Accountancy i the Profession that Pays" 

Why let the other fellow walk away with the better 
^ob, .when right in your own home you may equip 
l^tiu^lf for a apIen(Ud future in this profitable 
ifife,Iirofes3ioa? 

Preliminary knowledga of bookkeeping Is ucneces- 
Bary. Our free book on accountancy fully explains 
how we train you from the ground up, or from where 
you now are, according to your individual needs. 
Low cost; easy terms. 

The facts about the new LaSalle training In Ac- 
countancy and the opportunities In this higUy prof- 
itable field are clearly outlined in a 48-page book 
which LaSaile will send you free. 

The man in earnest to get ahead will find thia 
coupon a moEt profitable aid to progress. If you 
have the urse and the will tn increase 'lseA;erj(M!t»af« 
clip and mau the coupon NOW. 

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITV 
A GORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION 

Dept. 3:5-HB Chicago 

I would welcome details of tl 
new opportunities in accounting, tc 
gether with copy of "Accountancy, I 
the Profession that Pays," without / 
obligation. 

□ Higher Accountancy . 

Other LaSalle Opportunities:] 

LaSalle opens the way to micdess li. 
every impOTtantfleldothusioeSH-llinter- 

ZBusiaewMvu^awat DUw-^DbAkc of Lt A 
□Modern Saleeman^lik p Commercial Imw 
nTraSIc Mftiia«cn>«at DMotlorn Bimlaene Voe^ 
ORaUWfW iU^MtlHIttft^ re^qjqndence 
□IiuliMt^ial MatuiiemeiitctEiniBnE Boolckeeptott 
QSttttoSmv9KtS*A,als^try aC-P.A. Coachlnft 
□Credtt and CoUtxtlou Correipondence 


Name 

Present Posltioo 
Addrrae 
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AMAZING STORIES 



(Coit^niied fftm Page 


Hmazing things in this country of ours, and when 
it comes to ancient civilizations and archeological 
mysteries, we won't give one single inch to any 
other continent. 

■^ELSON S. BOND appears in this issue with 
a new character, a guy named Lucky Logan. 
We think you'll like him. And later on Lancelot 
Biggs and Horscscnse Hank are coming back. Plus 
that novel we've been talking about, which is now 
being illustrated by Robert Fuqua. However, 
stories aren't the only thing Nelson has created 
Jately. Got a card from him the other day say- 
ing: "Its a BOY! Lynn Nelson Bond, 7 lbs., 
6 oz., 12:.^6 a.m., January ist, first Roanoker of 
the New Year. Betty and baby fine. Just a flash; 
1 thought you'd like to know. Nelabond." Sure 
we want to know, Nelson! Hearty congratula- 
tions, and we advise you d^t ttowtti i^ef^H co^ty 
of Amazing Stotibs handy by tits Mtk MtnK^a. 
bedside. He^ may waKt te imom WfiM 'i^i^ 
doing at that funny dteking machine. the other 
room! .^id ftesides, mn! thinifilie^U! Vkt fbe hi^i 

RETURNING once more is thai amazingly 
popular little Eartbman In Mars, Don Har- 
gnavea. Festns Pra^nell has a delightful little 
Sram ^ez^ ttxui we think youll aj^redate some of 
t&e subtle satire the little fellow gets across. 

Amazing Stories is going to have a new 
«ister, or a brother, whichever you prefer. 
I^e new addition to the; Ziff-Davis ^xuily is & 
Wg new detective book, which is being pUnned as 
tht leader in its fl^ just as AMAntio Srouss 
leads the science fiction Add and Fmiastic Ad- 
ventures tops the fantasy ranks. Watch for fur- 
ther announcement in this magazine. We can 
guarantee itil be the best detective entertainment 
on the market. 

TF you were to visit our offices, you'd find that 
*■ ymr favqrite magazine is put together behind 
a door limbered "12,** 'Sou'd find that it was 
nert. :to » dftor numbered "14." There is no 13 
because Hermtn R. Bollin whose art-directing is 
tlMi reason tor mt top-^notdt covers and layouts 
and mal^p is «upeE$tiliou» about k, and you 
cAA hariUy bkme bint, when it means, too, that 
he is right neat to the office where all these amaz- 
ing things go on. 

Entering that door you'd And yaut editor sit- 
ting b^nd a desk with nothing sm it find bel^nd 
(Cenduded 


another desk you'd find a very beautiful girl 
working furiously on 940 pages of material all at 
once. 

Vou would look scathingly at your editor and 
remark: "Vou cad!'' and then you would recon- 
sider, because you would realize that your editor 
is at least smart enough to know that his very 
capable secretary is the secret of his success. Why 
don't you drop in and meet Elaine? She's sdeiKe 
fiction's top science fiction editoress! 

AS we write this, William P. McGivem sits be- 
side us. He has just come in, and he has seen 
the advance cover on this issue. He suggests a 
nett' contest. A cash prize to the reader wlio can. 
unaided, carry away all the Ziff-Davis magazines 
at one time. Which is an apt suggestion at that. 
We are quite proud of our giant Xaval Aviation 
issue of Flying & Popular Aviation, which has be- 
come a collectors' item at this writing, 

'TpHIS business of special Issues seems to be Coh- 
tagious, but maybe it's because you readers 
requested it. So with the Apnl ts&ue ot FantasM 
Adventures, our sister magazme, which features 
the fantasy side of imaguiatH'e fiction we are 
presenting a special lai%e-size editum of that loag^ 
adne too. It wiU contain 244 pages aod 9 icom^ 
plete stones including "Dwellers flf the IJeep** \xy 
Don Wilcox, "Hok Visits the Land of Legends" 
!gr Manly Wade Wdlman (who is now serving 
tjncle Sam), "Time Wounds AB Heels" by Robert 
Bloch, aiui many others. Its an issue you cer- 
tamly shouldn't miss. You might call it our 3K 
year birthday. Anyway, don't miss two-bits' worth 
of really fine fantasy; it's the biggest two^t^^ 
worth ;^'ve seen^ that is, to AwmHi^ 

COME ol our sd^ce filc^ftn ^N^ Mve ^ 
garrison stands by outposts of EarlhmtBl on 
some far-llung world. They've been tales of 
glorious action and courage, of a pulp fiction va- 
riely. But the recent stand of the United Stat^ 
Muiua on WMce Bhuid has given us a true s^ga 
that makes the work of our inq>ired authors siiik 
into the badcground for sheer glory. Whenever 
we read a fiction story that has a fight like that 
one in It, well think of Wake Island— and of what 
we're going to do to the Jaw when we get around 
to taklt% Wake away from them i^bi. We un- 
derstajid that the !i&tines have reserved that little 
takk for themselves atctuft 6o it, you Bulldogs I 
Gtve *em hell! 

OPEAKING of JapB, not so long befow the Pearl 
^ Harbor treachery, we received a protest from 
Japanese sources against the use of the term Jap 
in referring to the coward-race. Ther^pre^ knpsv- 
ing that it is insulting to them we shall hereafter 
refrain from usinu any other term. 

llf R. W. B. ROLLINS, of Covington, 

Wtites: "■your proofreading is Usgi^&e> ^ 
» page m) 
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IS YOUR Rupture 
GETTING Worse? 


It h& terrftjle fhing to feel that your rupttire is getting worse, 
.m^mag, lac^EP tmd larger, without your seeming to be able 
to do anything about it ! Haunting fear destroys mental poise 
and makes many despondent. Inability to be active takes the 
physical joys out of life. 

Yes, it is terrible . . . but far more a tragedy when it is all 
so absolutely needless! Now please — and again please— do not 
think that this is an attempt to capitalize on your misfortune 
in an effort to iust sell you sometliiag. "Wh simply have infor- 
mation for you that has brought ddivaraiwe and joy to about 
S^fl^O tem&mt nsen, isfOMea m& -iMdren . . , facts that 

consider, to yoar everlasting' gtrad! 

STOP IT, STOP IT! 

A S sure as you live and breathe, if you have a reducible 
rupture, you can stop your rupture worries and once 
again find the world, your work, your pleas- 
ures so full of joy and happiness that you 
Will be an utterly new person . . . alive, 
vi'pid, eneigetic and ha:j3jjs* past all the old 
nightmare fears that have been making 
your existence a bad dream. 
There ts no claptrap maffic ahoiit the (amoua 
Brooke Air-Cuehion Rupture Appliance. It isn't 
something experimental. It has been UBed and 
improved for years. Over 9000 
dectars (who tn&w ahout rup- 
ture) wear thP BrTjoKr. m 
rerommenfl it to nian.v, mauy 
thousanrtfi of pationts. What is 
the Patentetl Automatic Air- 
Cushion? Just this. 
It is the part of the BROOKS 
AppllanL-e that holda back your 
rURtnrp. — the most important 
mt% Of, any truss, ,lt is a yield- 
iBg, fliP'fillea ruBtier chamber 
designed to a shape that clings, 
that holds ii-ith complete security 
withoat gouging in. Understand 
that — without gouging in! Ill- 
fitting, incorrectly designed 
trussoB, as you linow all too well, 
do gouge in. 

Now here is what happens. The 
Brooks Air-CUBhion avoids 
spreaduig the rupture opening 
and making it larger, the way 
some .tpHS»P8 W^illi "when the 
BROOKS lieraitts 1%^ edges of 
the rupture opening to remain as 
close together as possible, Nature has the best 
cbance to step In and close the opening. Mind 
you we' don't guarantee this. But if you have 
reducible rupture, the BROOKS is designed to 
work with nature. And thousands of BROOKS 
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m Its accomplishments? Because the cHng of the 
Air-Chishion makes it hold as nothing else can . . , 
because the wearer speedily comes to realize that 
there can be no slipping to let the rupture down 
. . . that while the BROOKS protects, the dreaded 
specter of strangulation is banished . . , because 
the wearer can indulge in every normal activity 
. . . because physical tasks can be resumed . . . 
because common sense says that everythia^ 
humanly possible is lieing accompHshed to im- 
prove the rupture condition. And here is another 
"because," a tremendous one to those who have 
suffered with the miseries of a hard, gouging, 
burning, galling pad that never lets up, never fs 
forgotten. Tour BROOKS will have no springs, 
no metal girdle, no agonizing pressure devices. 
Instead there is the ufterly comfortable AiS- 
Cuebion and a velvet soft body band. 

SENT ON TRIALI 

That's one of the best parts of all- Tou dSn't have 
to risk your money to find out just what joy and 
happiness a BROOKS CAN BRING TOU! Tou 
simply try it. and it nob satisfieil. the trial roata you 
mathlwff'f As& ffiayflDB eaa att&rA a BROOKS. It 
i!HSt« wo ffiOTP than csafnary truBses- iSvery 
BROOKS is made to individual requirements, 
made especially to fit your case. Therefore it is never 
sold in stores. Guard against imitations. SEN0 
THE COUPON AT ONCE. 

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO. 

1E2B STATE STREET MARSHALL, MICH. 

MAIL THIS COUPON NOWl 

t' 


lUBStat* St.. MaiihafI, Mich. 


nserg have reported the abandonment of any truss. 

VOU CAN BE SURE OF NEW FREEDOM 

The very day you put on a BROOKS Patented 
Alr-Cushion, you feel that you have been reborn 
to the full joys of life! Men, women and children 
can know this indescribable thrill. Now why — 
why (loea the BROOKS give xm mc^ exceptional 
]^iat«? Why is it «o fms& ai^6^S£^iasr 


In PLAIN ENVEtOKE, ifeiu* maytmPSMS W§K 
on RuiOurl^ PROOF of iOS TRIAl, K>WB% 

Name ..••.>•«••><•*»•*•**••• i<i*< 


Street ........ J. •>.... ■ii,<.*>.t<..ktj.i.....:i..**.«,«4t« 

City SbWe 

Slate wheilw lor Ma»P, WoManO, or CKJaCJ. 




iEmetiea 'isi litvidtei hy m 'gneaA p)»w#r. film' if 
be Nazi Germany ? And if so, can Adam Link 
solve the menace of its incvedible science? 


IAdam Link the robot, saved 
the earth ! 
7 You will find no slightest clue 
to this eveis^ in mf fabHe sowce 
information. Kor have 1 my jmaS^ 
There are thiBgs Imki ta ^ mo^ 
secret aad guarded ardiives oif aatfoiss 
and regimes that never see the light of 
history. This is one of them. 

But yet, I saved the Earth and man- 
kind. Saved them from a menace more 
deadly than any on record. 

Fantastic statement! The mouth- 
ings of a brain twisted by delusions of 
grandeur, you say. A p^tfiteptttbte 
case history. Opium waje ««. rotiots 
as well as liumans! 

Let me te}} tia Uisf. J«lfee for 
yottraslves. 


It began one warm July evening, 
three months ago. Eve and I were 
alone in our isolated Ozark "home," 
talking over the cr«^^ fcSiW' 
a«. Utopia experimefit. IMf awffly, 

"Eve," I leas saying, "we're done. 
We're finished. Everything we've tried 
in the world of humans has failed. I 
give up." 

"Adam! Don't say tbat. We'll 
prove our worth yet — " ^ 

"No," I grated. "We have no wmA 
— except as a few dollars worth sf 
mechanical parts. We're intelligent 
robots, "but we're of no Sarfllly am 
whatsoever!" I repeated tie Wttar 
self -denouncement. "We're of no 
EarttJjf ijse whatso— " 
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Interruption came, in the form of a 
knock at the door.. 

We started, looking at each other. 
Wio was visiting us? Who had taken 
the winding, Ilttle-known road leading 
to our door? A pack of humans, per- 
haps, to once mA tot ail rid Earth of 
robots? 

"Don't resist," I told Eve. "I sup- 
pose it had to come to this — our ex- 
tinction." 

I flung open the door. There was 
0,0 pack. There was just one human 
■ — « inaii with hat pulled low, one hand 
t^As in a BWte m ft«>#i fstowg 
h pfatol He gave me a glance, darted 
his eyes around the cabin, then stepped 
in. Back in the shadow was his car, 
in which he had arrived. He had an 
air of profound secrecy. 

"Adam Link?" he asked quite un- 
necessarily. I cannot easily be mis- 
taken for Clark Gable or any human. 

"Yes. Who are you?" 

For answer, he ^ew hack the flap 
of Mb coat, iJfeplierii^ a soi^ 
lon whose inscription he escplalhed. 

"Secret Service of the United States. 
1 am Joe Trent, Operative Number 65. 
We want you, Adam Link!" 

"Official lynching?" I hissed, and 
suddenly my brain smoked with rage. 
"Go! You humans won't finish me off 
this easily. Go and come back with 
afl y0Bm fwmy. You'll have to blast 
me tttt of tfie hftis, if you want me!" 

I would go down ia K«th history 
as a one-man rebellion, hoMiag eS a 
mighty army for days and weeks. They 
couldn't deny me that last flash of glory. 

"You refuse?" the Secret Service 
man said. 

I nodded grimly, waiting for him to 
threaten me with all the forces of the 
army, navy, and air corps. 

tetwd, W« sJwuldfirs seemed to sag 
a 8«fefc Sfe vrt* c&anged to pleading. 

"Yott (ton't nraferstand!" he ptkd. 


"We're in trouble. Washington's in 
trouble!" 
I stared. 

"In trouble ? You mtm you've some 
to ask my — help?" 
H« nodded 

"Ive beeti sent ime isf the—" 

Breaking oif, he went to the dw, 
peered out cautiously as though feat- 
ing eavesdroppers, then closed it care- 
fully. He turned back. What was 
the need for all this elaborate secrecy? 

"By the President himself!" he fin- 
ished. "We need you, Adam Link. 
Vwlm OW last hope. We're stumped, 
and we've come to you as the last pos- 
sibihty to avert what may be ca.tas- 
trophe for our natitm'!** 

"Explain!" I demanded, half dazed. 

"First of all, I must swear you to 
utter secrecy. None of this must leak 
out to puMic diaimels. Ha?* | iwt 
word?" 

I floddei At his hesitation, I added, 
"I new Be. That is a human trait." 
He took that witio# ;#s«i»t, bb4 
went on in a rufli. 

"The story is this. A month ago, a 
certain destroyer of the United States 
fleet passed San Domingo on routine 
patrol. San Domingo island is our 
possession, as you probably know. The 
captain saw a strange thing on the hejul- 
land — a new fort! 

"The fort had not b^en tiere a 
month before. It had not been cam- 
missioned by our powwiasat. Whose 
fort was it?" 

"Obviously that of a fordga power/' 
I put in. "They sneaked it in right 
under your noses ! " 

The operative shook his head. 

"Impossible. Our fleet has been on 
emergency patrol since the trouble in 
Europe started. It would take a whole 
m»V^ of supply ships to put up such 
a Jte convoy could brazenly 

sneak through our tight neutrality pa- 
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trol." 

'"Eh^ %»y ^w^ea. BwWtM 
and men ftom tile skfcs, Iby alrcMft,'* I 
said impatiently. 

"That's wliat we're afraid of," Joe 
Trent nodded. "Natives at the other 
side of the island reported seeing a 
great lighted ship come down one night. 
It meant that a foreign power had 
established a foothold in our hemi- 

"So wtet?" I sjappsd. It seemrt 

yOtJ Sbcmetti the fwf Wore ttef 
operated from it, it's simply a matter 
of destroying it." 

"We tried," Trent responded. "The 
destroyer shelled the fort, when it re- 
fused to answer by radio. We had the 
right. It's our soil. The fort seemed 
unharmed. Other ships came, to try, 
inclTiding heavy cruisers. Eventually 
three battleships steamed there, an(j 

isteil*} it witi» fte lagges, taow 
toimval srifnce." 

He paused and went on in a whisper- 
"Not one shell took effect. Not one 
chip was knocked off that fort!" 

•SJTY IMPATIENCE vanished. This 
was really something. 

"You suspect what?'' I asked. 

''The New Weapon!" he groaned. 
"Or call it the New Defense. A cer- 
tata &WB)p eijeaiy— I ««<i ms» 
him— Ms (staWaw Maisett is^ an S»- 
pregnable base from wliich to operate 
against us. Any day — ^blitzfcrieg on 
America!" 

His face went haggard, now. 

"You're the last hope, .Adam Link. 
We thought of you, when all else failed. 
You have a super-brain, some say. We 
tlos't know. Can you help, mf" 

How can I describe the meewWK' 
tag fhrUl that shot t^wi^ i»y MlSiffij- 
spoiige htafti? H«iana saugte H)y 
hdpl They bad hounded' we, lisilkei 


me, sn«rM at me. Now they begged 
at tow. Moiueats Ike tWs were 
tare'. 

Should I refuse? Should I send him 
away, as they had so often turned Wt 
aside? What did it matter to me 
whether one group or another of hu- 
mans ruled here? But suddenly, a 
horrible picture flashed in my mind. 
Regimented robots under the command 
qf a hard, ratiileas master! He would 
not igOBte IBS. H« would me me — in 
frightful wdj.f. 

»m ffy 4, Js^ n I saM. "Where 
do I go?" 

"Thank Heaven!" Joe Trent said. 
"Everything has been arranged. I'll 
take you in my car to the nearest air- 
port. There a fast plane is waiting to 
take us to Key West, one of our naval 
bases. At Key West, a warship will 
take ns to San D««i^f*" 

"Came, Eve," lialC "WewDlbok 
over this mjtsteriaas fort that caiaiot 
be destroyed." 

pORTY-EIGHT hours later, the bat- 
tleship X steamed in the night to 
the headland of San Domingo island. 
In the grey dawn, a fort slowly took 
visible form on the coast. I was on the 
bridge with the captain, the fleet com- 
mander, smi Jpe Trent. JUl the mm' 
ship's crew «*re at gaas- istttte 
staljow,. Jot any attack- Irtaa tte 
ft*. 

"There it isl " Trent said in nervous 
tones. "It's within striking distance of 
the whole eastern seaboard. It must 
be destroyed." 

I looked the mysterious fort over. 
Even from our distance of five miles, 
the closest they dared go, tha fort, 

fsfc TMo^ Mnoctilars, it was a 
dwue -staliai structure with a solid 
rampMt of metal facing the sea. From, 
rectssed ^rtures bristled ugly cannsn 
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yet," Trent totorttiea. ^tttef %ali 
have to, since our shells are W^S^j. 
Adam, what's the answer?" 

But I was thinking, silently. 

The fleet commander, at my side 
seemed nettled at my presence. It was 
a slap in his face. He signaled his 
fleet to stand by, while the battleship 
shelled the fort, once again. 

The great 18-inch cannon belloweid, 
shatteiing the dawn silence. I watched 
shell after shell explode against that 
wide rampart, with no more effect than 
peas shot by , a child. 

"Look out!" I yelled suddenly. "One 
of the enemy guns fe moving md aim- 
ing for us I" 

"Nonsense!" barked the rear ad- 
miral, not knowing of my sharp me- 
chanical vision and usthematkal bi^m. 
'•Continue firing." 

Tliat gun m te im ^#l> 
flame belched from ft. fffe S«;6»as 
later, one of our destroyer escort folded 
in the middle and sank. 

"They're firing back for the first 
tffhel'* Tient sweamed. '"God- 
look!" 

In rapid succession, three more de- 
stroyers sank. Each was nearer to our 
batUesfaip, as though the msmf fUB" 
nets were toying with us, Xlien a.i^ip 

stde of 8W m^iii^ 

Concussion threw me against the 
bridge rail with such force that my 
body-plates creaked. I thrust out both 
hands, catching the admiral with one, 
Trent with the other, before they cata- 
pulted into the sea. 

The well-trained crew did not panic. 
Life-boats lowered systctnaticaUy 
into the water. Before the huge battle- 
wagon heeled over and sank, its entire 
living compliment were safe. I was in 
a life-jioat with the admiral and Trent. 


They had thrust a life-belt around me, 

"Wlk^. Ke We-bA «euld sb# me 
frott sinlshig like a stone, if once I fell 
into the sea. 

I knew fear in that moment. It the 
enemy followed up the sinkings with 
shrapnel, they could wipe us out to- 
tally. But they didn't. No more shots 
came, and the last destroyer, behind a 
smoke screen, picked up all survivors 
and steamed us to Key West. 

The world does not know of 
any of this. 

AT DAWN the next day, a formid- 
able fleet sailed to San Domingo. 
Six battleships, eighteen cruisers and 
sixty destroyers. They rained a hell 
of destruction on the fort that had at 
last bared its fangs. Half the day they 
shelled, before answer came, as though 
the mesay disdained slaughter. Then, 
decile smAs screens, maneuvers, and 
the tricte MMi M naval warfare, 
seven craft *»U't jp&M off at tawlvfi 
miles from the fort, t& deadly guns. 

I saw all this front an observation 
plane, with Trent. 

"Senseless sacrifice," I said. "Sta- 
tionary fort guns are always superior 
to naval guns." 

The fleet withdrew, realizing that too. 

^nd iidi^ tijt 4Mke Ame^ tita^tM; 
the tm, with ndf a distta^^e; 
mark on it. 

The American forces had Bet ^*eh 
up. A horde of aircraft passed us, and 
began dropping bombs. Dive bombing, 
invented by America, was used. The 
enemy anti-aircraft retaliated. They 
picked off Iwmbers with steady, in- 
credible precision. The American forces 
withdrew. 

And again, v^aea due smoke cleared, 
the fort^ome lay Undamaged, spark- 
ling in the sun. No conceivable base 
could have withstood that hammflring 
from.the air. This one did. 
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Three days later, the final assault 
was tried. A co-ordinated attack by 
land, sea and air. This had been in 
preparation for a month, since the fort 
was discovered The other attacks ]iad 
been preliminary. 

First the naval forces hwled over 
tons of shells, from their extreme range 
behind dense smoke screens. One lit- 
tle crack in the dome might mean vic- 
tory. At the same time, the air force 
bombed relentlessly, from high up, with 
bomb-sights envied by the world. 

Then, at a prearranged time, the bar- 
rage ceased, iwd the waiting land forces 
attacked directly. They came at the 
back of the fort, from the island's in- 
terior. Tanks formed the spearhead, 
rumbling forward with spitting guns. 
Behind followed shock troops. If the 
stupendous shelling and bombing had 
opened one little crack, one means of 
entry, they would invade the fort and 
finish the battle within. 

Wmm our .observation plane, we saw 
a strange sight. A barrage from the 
inemy shattered the first line of tanks. 
They simply blew to bits. The second 
wave roared up — to the same fate. The 
third and last line of tanks gallantly 
charged — and stalled ! Stalled dead, as 
though their crews had fallen asleep. 

It was the same with the shock 
troops. It took magnificent courage 
to charge, against what they had seen. 
But I suppose they were filled vdih % 
blinding rage at this maddening ett^y. 

lliree waves of men fried to cradc 
the nut. Two waves went down like 
mown grass. The third wave fell, but 
limply, as though gassed or paralysed. 
And then the rest of the soldiers, t'neir 
morale finally broken, fled in complete 
rout. 

I saw one more thing, before falling 
dusk obscured vision. Figures scur- 
ried from the fort, carrying the limp 
men in, as pisoners. And the undam- 


aged tanks were driven inside, with their 
unconscious crews. 

nPHE battle was over. Afflwtel 

been defeated by land and sea ifid 
air! You will find no record of this, 
I repeat. There could be no official 
declaration of war, since the enemy had 
not yet been identified. I think the 
sunken ships have been ascribed to 
sabotage, for public consumption. 

"The best is absolutely impregna- 
ble!" Trent moaned. ' Perhaps this 
was the final test, for their New De- 
fense. And their New Wwpon, some 
kind of gas. Now the enemy can hack 
away at America's defense lines at its 
leisure!" 

He looked at me. 

"This is where you come in, Adatn 
Link. We're stumped, with our human 
methods. Are there any iffletbeds you, 
as a robot, can try?" 

I shook my head, and Joe Trent 
wept. Yes, he wept. For he knew 
that his country was doomed. 

"Adam!" Eve said saiJy. "Isn't 
there anything we can do, as robots?" 

There was still faint hope in Trent's 
hollow eyes. 

But I shook my head again. 

"Trent," I said. "Advise the gov- 
ernment to send one tank up to the 
fort. Have it fly a white flag. It will 
be 3 commission to ask the enemy its 
'terasl'' 

"God!" Trent said hcpdessly. "I 
guess you're right. But suppose they 

ruthlessly destroy the tank — and go on, 
wishing complete invasion?" 

"I want to go with the tank," I 
said. "Eve and I, disguised as humans. 
If they destroy the tank — " I shrugged. 
"If they let us in, to talk, fine. You 
see, I want to get inside that fort!" 

Joe Trent stsced- 

'here's one human method left," I 
finished. "Sabotage — but by robots!" 
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CHAPTER II 

The Enemy Is Revealed 

TT WAS daybreak. 

One tank, a huge 2S-ton mon- 
stetj rumbled slowly toward the back 

of the fort. From the conning tower 
waved a large white fiag. There were 
six humans in the tank — ^to the casual 
eye. Two were the crew, one at the 
Controls, one at the guns. Two men 
lWtB,b%h officials whom I cannot namei 
empowered to receive and deliver the 
enemy 's terms to th» Ual^ States 0m- 
ernment. 

The remaining two were Eve and my- 
self. Again, as once before, we were 
disguised as humans. Flesh-colored 
plastics hid our metal bodies. Skillfully 
molded pseudo-features gave us the ap- 
pearence of two rather stocky, poker- 
faced thugs. Eve was a "man" too. The 
disguise was a deception that might not 
hold up BM» ftai an hour or so. 
But I wanted to get within the fort. 
Once within, 1 would see what could 
be done. 

But there was the chance ttat tile 
enemy would simply annihilate us. 

"If that happens, Eve," I murmured 
to her. "Farewell! Our short sojourn 
among humans will be over in a flash 
of glory, though unsung." 

"Goodbye, dearest!" she retataed, 
against that eventuality. 

The bumajis with us in the tank we;e 
grim, pale. Would the enemy recei^ 
us? Or would they blast us to atoms, 
£0 that there would be no excuse for 
not going ruthlessly on, invading the 
continent? 

Our answer came with one swift 
sweep of the scythe of Death. The 
universe split open in a rending crash. 
The tank crumpled like a cracked wal- 
tltut. A shell from some large-calibre 
fOtt had struEk direct^, A i^^ad shot 


exploded within, flinging the riddled 
bodies of six dead humans out lifee 
broken debris. 

JNto, four dead humans. 

Two of the original six flew fifty feet 
through the air, landing among bushesi 
with a metallic clang. Eve And I 
should have been killed, too, except 
that after the first shell, we had leaped 
with snap-reflexes. We were already 
sailing out of the split tank when the 
second shell hit. Its concussion merely 
blew us into the bushes. 

To the enemy, it must have seemed 
we vfere- deSUoyed, too. Well they 
knew no human beings could survive 
those two direct hits. They were right. 
No humans could. But Eve and I, 
with hard metal beneath our false hu- 
man disguise, were no more than shaken 
up by the concussion and landing on 
the ground. 

Still, we lay stunned, hardly aware 
for a minute that we were alive. Dents 
were m the metal beneath onr tatnSn 
clothing, from flying pieces of the shat- 
tered tafti. But vTe lived. 

I moved my mirror-eyes and saw Eve 
lying ten feet away, flat on her back. 
Her hand twitched as she was about to 
spring up, happy to be saved. 

"Hsst!" I whispered. "Don't move, 
you little fool. Let them think we're 
dead humans!" 

'T'HUS we lay still. We were in full 
view of the fort. If we had m'&ved 
the slightest, they -would see it. But it 
was simple for us to automatically shut 
down our internal locomotor center, We 
were then "dead" from the neck down. 
We lay as completely inert as any 
corpse. 

We lay that way all day, motionless. 

The enemy did not come out. They 
let the bodies lay, to rot, as all the 
troops they had slaughtered lay rot- 

tliig fwther kmk. Tla iwar hiiffless^ 
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ness and brutality of the enemy .en- 
raged m*. Those Buropeaos must be 
mansfers. I felt fike sprlngingup again, 
denouncing them in stentorian tones. 

B«t that would be sheer foJly. We 
must wait for night, get in the fort, and 
fulfill our mission. Fate had lent us 
a finger, so far. 

Night fell, at long last. When the 
deepest darkness had arrived, I sig- 
nalled Eve and we cautiously arose, 
hiding behind bushes. 

No light hung outside tiw fott Ao4 
no light Aone from any aperture or 
window. They had built the fort as 
soiidly as a half-shell of steel set down 
squarely on the ground. Certainly it 
was the queerest structure we imAever 
seen or heard of. 

I estimated its dimensions from its 
bulking curve against the star-filled 
sky. No less than a half-mile in di» 
ameter, and 2000 feet high! Geiossal 
MjgiBserfng l>a4 beeja leqiutefl tw ewct 
it. They must ba« wfted ofl it mottths 
and months. Yet Joe Trent swore it 
hadn't been there a month before. 

I shrugged. 

"Let's get in. Eve,'' I whispered. "I 
want to meet these amazing humans 
who have done miracles in engineering 
and warfare both." 

Get in, tat liowi* Sheer blankness 
of wail laackwi m. I sltode close to 
the structare, in' shadow, and rapped 
on it slightly. Metal? B« it gave no 
ring, only a dull thud. Not wood, cer- 
tainly. Some kind of plastic, harder 
than steel? It must be harder than 
tungsten-steel , to withstand aJl the bom- 
barding I had seen. 

"With bases like these to work from, 
Eve," I said, "they can easily conquer 
all Earth. This must be a long-range 
plan by the European dictators to rule 
the worJd, We must get in and spike 
this place some way. Any way ! " 

But we stood baffled before the ada- 


mant structure. 
Fate again leaned out w*y. 

XXT'E THREW ourselves fiat as a 
sudden glow fell around us. Had 
we been spied? But then I saw the 
light was only a reflection bouncing 
down from some greater light at the 
dome's peak. This light shafted like 
a searchlight beam straight into the 
sky, with an intensity that drilled 
through scattered clouds. It must be 
visiMe for J»UBdi»<te of nrile^, 

"I see," I tola Eve. "It's a si^l 
beacon, for their supply and reirifore&^ 
ment ships from across the ocean. One 
or more must be due to land." 

A moment later, a giant airship 
dropped from the sky, of an advanced 
design I had never seen before. A 
stratosphere ship, undoubtedly, with 
its wide wings. The enemy had cer- 
tainly planned for complete control of 
Earth. 

It dropped almost silently, as If tite 
motors, too, were of a new design that 
were superbly muffled for swift, silent 
work. It landed, with the shortest 
landing run I had ever heard of, not a 
hundred feet from where we crouched. 

At the same time, amazingly, one 
whole section of the dome soundlessly 
raised, like the flap of a tent. Til* 
ship trundled in, with scarcely a whitr 
of its jaators. 

Two robots trundled in alter it, with 
scarcely a whirr of their motors. It was 
the chance we had been waiting for. 
We were inside! 

We scurried to a corner of the dim 
hangar, flattening against the wall like 
two motionless shadows. 

I congratulated myself, but too soon. 

Radiance btust threugh the toom, as 
some central light clicked on. "bia 
glare revealed us plainly. Half- 
blinded, we noticed figures stepping 
from the plane. They were facing as. 
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, Ifcey mM »0t fail to see us, agaii^t' 

■1*8 hmse mA, 

W&rst of s3l, ike pHSess tare wtraM 
reveal the imperfections of our human 
disguise. And the blasting of the tank 
had knocked off bits of our plastic, 
further exposing us. The enemy would 
know us instantly for robots, and prob- 
ably destroy us as dangerous. Our mis- 
sion was nipped in the bud! 

Hopelessly, I looked around ifa 
hangar. The huge sliding doot imi 
shut fast, sealing ua in. No other door 
■was open. We were caught. Yes, we 
could run aroiind, kill those here if 
necessary, but the rest would know 
then with whom they dealt. They 
would besiege us in this room. A fair- 
sized gun would blow us to bits with a 
direct hit. 

Trapped! Our only hope had been 
to get in, and sedk biding before we 
were seen. Now, with this light on, 
ftad no egress front the chamber, we 
were caught. 

My eyes suddenly ceased looking for 
escape. 

They turned back to the figures, 
whom I had given but a glance. A pic- 
ture was transmitted from my eye-mir- 
rors to my brain that jolted me much 
more than the tank explosion had. 

In fact, I refused to helteve what I 
saw. I told myself that something had 
gone haywire with my mechanical og* 
tic center. Perhaps a wire loose, or a 
short-circuit throwing everything out 
of balance. For what I saw just didn't 
make sense. It was a hopeless distor- 
tton. 

Yes, it must be that. But then, why 
MS Mm staring rigidly, as thou^ she 
had sem a ghost of human supenttr 
tion? 

I clicked shut my eyes, looked again. 

This tiflw I iitem it was ao ndstafeei 
Besides, Eve's startled gasp came to 
me. 


"Jkdaml" slie said. "They aren't— 

areh't— " 

"No, they aren't," I agr^d €m^y. 
"They certainly aren'tl" 

And they weren't. 

At this point, my chronicle goes into 
the sheerly unbeHevable. I repeat you 
will find no record on Earth to back 
me up. You will cease to believe from 
here on, and take the rest as fantasy 
conjured up in the mind of Adam Link. 
Yoa will, f know, I wish I could. 

Jn short, they weren't hmaal 

prow shall I describe them, in terms 
you can visualize? It it hard to 
describe any creature unknown before. 
Descrilje a tiger verbally to a child. 
Then take him to the zoo to see a tiger. 
I'll warrant the child will see no eOB.- 
nection with your description. 

Well, imagine first a gorilla. Then 
an upright buffalo with its horns. Then 
a surrealistic statute representuig a 
hunchback on whom a mountain, has 
fallen. Blend the three together — im^ 
powerful arms, horns at the top, hooves 
at the bottom, a bulging torso with the 
head set forward, and the whole thing 
nine feet tall. Ugly, brutal, repulsive, 
tiomed Goliaths. 

Oh yes, it was manlike. That is, it 
(Sdn't have extra arms, or tmo heads, or 
itentades, or aay other distortion of 
that kind. It had two legs, two arms. 
« b»dy, one head with two eyes, two 
ears, and one mouth. I think evolu- 
tion, being a blind force that obeys set 
laws, must clothe its intelligent beings 
anywhere in the universe with those 
general features, since they are the 
most effective. 

Bat all the primates, and most mam^ 
uals, ate built in the same plan as man. 
Yet there is endless variety. These 
beings were as different from man, in a 
horrible fashion, as a gorilla. Tbey 
walked upright, spoke and ate with their 
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moutbs, and used their hands for manip- 
ulatitai. From there on, their similar- 
ity to mm ceased. Tbey were alioi — 
uttetlyj, nightmaiishly alien. 

Even I, a robot irho iras no more 
tlian a grotesque parody of man in 
mietalj itit closer to human than these 
monsters. 

And suddenly, the whole aspect ^! 
this event changed to something ap- 
pallingly ominous. 

"They aren't human ! " Eve was still 
iM^gmms< "Adam, what does Sk 
mean? wbtn are they from?" 

"I don't know," I returned dazedly, 
still stunned the shock of it. "I 
don't know, Eve. They're not of Earth, 
fliat's certain." 

Eye abruptly gave a sigh. 

"Weill It isn't a European invader 
after all. Won't they be surprised and 
relieved to hear that, outside?" 

I think I felt like striking Eve, for 

««le»evefl?» 1 grunted. «Gbod TMtt, 
Evel Don't you get the significance 
of fliis? This isn't a mere European 
power invading the Western Hemis- 
phere. No, nothing as simple as that. 
This is a race from another planet, 
come to take Earth from all humans ! " 

Eve digested that, trembling. 

'Vm. sbaU we do, Adam?" she 

tlsm of te sSiieni had stefipsa firom 
the ship, turning toward us. They saw 
us, now. Their hands leaped to hol- 
sters, drawing out a mechanism not un- 
like a gun. They SUidde {OfWard, cov- 
ering us. 

"Don't move, Eve I " I warned. "We 
don't know how powerful those guns 
are." 

They approached with a ponderous 
step, on tfadr hooved feet. Heavy »nd 
solk they must be, far beaver tban a 
human, and far stronger. Yet tbey 


walked with a certain mincing step 
that indicated V^oAh |»dty usaa tri- 
fling to them, ^teihr boM-woild miSt 
him »tteiaimte^,jpt«^ Iteji^ftec. 

"^■m ft^' faitt Ji^&rl 

I wanted to ask, but naturally they 
had an alien tongue. 

The foremost horned giant eyed us 
with green-irised eyes. Be towered 
three feet above us. 

"Two more of the Earthlings, eh?" 
he said in perfect EngUsh. "How did 
ym in? Don't be so startled. We 
tuned tn your radio, upon arrival, ana- 
lyzed your language and learned it. 
We have need to talk with you — ^what 
do you call yourselves? — oh yes, hu- 
mans.'* 

jLTUMANS! He took us for humans. 

To his inexperienced eyes, our 
half-messed human guise was as good 
as gold. He saw no difference between 
US Md thepcewMB si^tives. Humans 
Were n6w to Ms eyes. 

Instantly, I played that advantage 
up, giving Eve a quick glance. 

I spoke, but I didn't say — "yes, we're 
humans." That was taken for granted. 
In fact, it would have aroused their 
suspicions. I simply recounted how we 
had sneaked in after the plane. 

"For what purpose?'" the iMsti de- 
manded, then answered Umself. "To 
spy An us, of coarse. You hope to es- 
c^e, with your information. No pris- 
oner can escape. We will keep you 
alive. We will have use for you, either 
for vivisection or mental study." 

He turned., "Mog, t^e them to the 
prison." 

I pondered in lightning thought. 

I could charge them, at this moment, 
and take tttejr .guns away before they 
could shoot. I need not fear their ob- 
vious strength, as a true human must. 
Hut to resist now, would expose us im- 
mediately. I would have little chance 
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to find out more of tbsm, the foit, and 
their plans. Better to retoam pttooner 
for a while, and taix my diancM with 
them later. 

I let my shoulders slump, for Eve's 
benefit. She caught on quickly, mak- 
ing no move to resist. The being named 
Meg prodded us with his gun, toward 
tie :*er; ^ stf 

Again ft Was alBtOst humorous. My 
human, poking us with his gun, and 
meeting unnatural hardness, would 
know us for a robot. But Mog, having 
poked few humans, did not know they 
should all be uniformly soft. 

But humor left me as we strode 
along. No laughing matter, at all. 

These non-terrestrial beings repre- 
sented a stupendous threat to Earth. 
Their nuj^ty fort, their supetpowerful 
guns, their easy efficienQr in learning 
English, added up to super-science. 

Eve must be thinking the same as I. 
If only this was the European enemy, 
invading America! Better that than 
this — invasion from space! 

And outside this dome lay the world 
— unknowing. Unaware that soon they 
would be battling for existMice with a 
foe ten times more powerful and un- 
sympathetic than any European ag- 
gressor. 

CHAPTER III 

/~\PPOSITE the dome-door, in the 
hangar, was another door that now 
opened, Several other aliens appeared 
from the interior. At their head was 
one who by his maimer and dress must 
be a high officW, -peftsps cMef of the 
whole dome. 

I haven't mentioned clothing. The 
aliens wore extremely light clothing, 
merely shorts and a belt with all else 
bare, as though to them Earth cUmate 


was tropical. Moreover, % to 

me that the dome was .tfl^a^^^ 
to coolness. I could not feeJ it (JteSfly, 
like a human. But my compensating 
thermocouple, that allows for extreme 
temperatures which might tighten bear- 
ings, had swung to its low side. The 
temperature in the dome must be about 

The ichief wore a broad chest band 
with insignia on it, and the otheis sa- 
luted him by touching one hand to their 
horns. 

Our guard, Mog, began to address 
the chief in their native tongue, but the 
chief interrupted. 

"Use the English tongue, Mog, for 
practice. It is the Earthlings' most 
important language. We will have much 
need for it later. New, who are these 
two?" 

"Two humans who SflisJwfl fc after 
our plane, to spy, Chfef "ttoi^. I>m 
taking them to the prison." 

Chief Thorg gave us his attention. 
For a moment, at his sharp stare, I 
thought he had penetrated our disguise. 
Then he laughed- or what I took for 
a laugh. It was a sort of whistling 
wheeze. 

"Hiese litde hum^," he said, 
"come in all assorted shapes and sizes, 
and disfiguremeDts. limk, this one has 
no nose." ' 

He pointed at me, and I realized with 
horror that somewhere my plastic 
"nose" had been knocked off. Was he 
playing with me, knowing our decep- 
tion? 

"Where did you lose your nose?" he 
queried. , 

"In a war," I improvised hastily. "It 
was shot off." 

And the Chief swallowed that! He 
was already shrugging. He addressed 
Mog again. 

"Your report?" 

"We sailed through the stratosphere 
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of this planet, over what I believe are 
called Europe and Asia continents. A 
short flight on this pygmy planet, 
dropping law «, -tkm^,. we saw their 
eifles and centers. VSry backward 
there, as everywhere else on this world. 
There was some kind of war going on, 
I believe. It was hard to tell, as they 
fight with such puny weapons." 

"Yes, they have puny weapons in- 
deed," the Chief agreed. "Their clumsy 
attack, the other day, with iron tubs 
in the water, slow little aircraft, and 
paper-thin metal carts on land. They 
are apparently in tlie Metal Age," If 
his tonehe said "Stone Age." "It seems 
ih^ kniiw nothing of plastic science 
a«d >BteHHe hardening. Well, we will 
soon conquer them. Take the prisoners 
away, Mog." 

Mog prodded us through the door 
and down a long corridor. We passed 
various other aliens. The dome must 
he crammed with them. Had they all 
in one space ship, or several? 
Were more space ships arriving regu- 
larly, augmenting their forces tor the 
grand day of victory? 

Those were things I had to find out. 
I felt a little crushed already. One lone 
pair of robots against a dome full of 
these invaders from the void. What 
hopeless odds faced me? 

X tried to pump Mog. 

"How many o£ you are there here 
on Earth?" I asked. 

"Quiet!" he growled. "Speak only 
when you're spoken to, prisoner." 

A SIDE corridor branched to the 
large prison room. The wide face 
of it was simply a series of open bars. 
Behind the bars were the human pris- 
oners. A hundred or so of the soldiers 
who had been gassed in the battle I had 
seen, and tak^ withii;. 

The jailer unlocked the dom, and 
Mog shoved us in. 


"Join your fellows," he laughed. "And 
talk over the end at your ra«e% rule 
on this planet!" 

Eve and I stumbled forward in the 
rather dimly Ht prison. The men hard- 
ly glanced up,, haggard and despondent. 
They sat or sprawlsd tm the cold stone, 
shivering and suffering. We had stutft« 
bled over a corpse laid by the door. 
The jailer dragged it out without a 
word, locking the door again. 

"Pneumonia, I guess," chattered one 
man to us. "Died an hour ago. The 
tenth one already, that way. Welcome 

te.Mjt,.sta8jgers!" 

r inadveflently stepped on his toe, in 
the close-packed chancier. 

"Ouch I Damn yOB— " He was Sai- 
denly a wild, enraged animal, his nerves 
broken by the cruel imprisonment. He 
cracked his fist against my face — or 
tried to. Eve caught him by the shoul- 
ders and held him as easily as a child. 

His rage gusted out in stunned in- 
credulity at Eve's strength. And he 
wfBsWdenlf peewig^BsdWiy. All 
the tnen wm- Sawsais conft Xot be 

fooled. , 

"Why, you're not— not humans! " he 
gasped. 

Others had jumped up. 

"It's the damned aliens, in disguise! 
Tear them apart — " 

"Stop, you fools," hissed another 
voice, "Can't you see the metal in 
spots? It's Adam Link the ro • J' 

"Shut up!" I strapped quickly, shak- 
ing my head violently for their beneiSt. 
"I'm Adam Link, the spy." 

They caught on, especially when the 
jailer appeared at the bars. "What's 
the commotion in there?" 

Silence greeted him and he left with 
a shrug. He hadn't heard the near give- 
away. It was my sole ace-in-the-hole, 
*a te taken as a human by the enemy. 

I made my way to the far corner of 
ite fi&OB, Qut of earshot of the j^ter 
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if we talked low. The men quietly 

"jfiim Lirik robot 1" breathed 
theman-wi«etoel!i8a«uabe4 'Tm 
Captain Taylw, (MM effldw «f flsese 
men. Are you with u«, A<tem Link? 
Maybe with your help we can break out 
and do something!" 

I was a little gratified that they had 
heard of me and my exploits. Most 
humans had ignored me, or passed me 
#fi as a freak or clever toy. These men 
aeeepted me as an equal, and soiight 
Mp. ■ 1 cut off these personal UBMna- 
tions. 

"When the time comes>*'l wMspered. 
"Right now, I have some questions. 
¥ou were gassed, before capture?" 

"Couldn't have been gas," the cap- 
tain returned, puzzled. "I had my men 
wear gas-masks. We saw, heard, or 
felt nothing. All our muscles just sud- 
denly went limp, as if paralyzed. We 
.iMn't loss aansdoBsn^s, Tie .sifest* 
wore off In a few hours, after We were 
locked up here." 

Induced paralysis! Perhaps by a 
projected, invisible ray! My heart 
sank. Another manifestation of their 
advanced science. Whole armies and 
cities rendered helpless, captured With- 
out a gunshot, if they wished ! 

r^APTAIN TAYLOR was suddenly 
^ moaning a Btstek He isas, after all, 
a young man. Kecent events W heei 
SQulshaking. 

"tSad, the shock of it — seeijfg these 
inhuman beings. Horrible creatures 
from another world! And we thought 
it was only Hitler! Why, Hitler would 
be our ally, against them, if he knew. 
It's a wonder we aren't all insane. Poor 
Jones did go. X put him out of his mis- 
ery myself. Adam Link, we've seen 
enoujji to tew the whole world .js 
threateari. We'W got to do swnetMng 

if ■WB^BWll"- 


"Easy," I said at the hysterical edge 
in his voice. "We can't go ahead Kind- 
ly. What else do you know?" 

"Mighty UttJe," Taylor mnttered. 
*WeVe been locked up in this ke-btm 
all the time. They feed us frant fc: 
kit-rations they picked up among Bur 
dead, after the battle. Every day a few 
have been taken out. They don't re- 
turn." 

I knew what happened to them, but 
didn't tell Taylor. Vivisection and 
fiBeBtsd study. Humans put under the 
Mfti aod microscope, like interesting 
ttfle bag^ so that the aliens would 
kflow every fa«or of the race whose 
world they wanted to wrest away, 

Taylor knew nothing of the dome, or 
the number of aliens, or their guns — 
things I had to know. I pondered. 

"You have a plan?" Captain Taylor 
asked hopefully. "Somehow I feel glad 
you're here, Adam Link. You've got to 
mm tim bsiman race!" 

AH tWr eyes turned to me. I was 
already accepted as their leader^ their 
champion. Champion of the wofltf, ol 
the human race! Within me, a wild 
elation surged. It was good to have hu- 
mans accept me at last, place their 
trust in me. 

But still, what could I do? 

"For the present," I began, "we wffl 
lay low and—" 

Tn. One of them was Mog again. 

"We want three of you — any three," 
they announced. 

They grasped the nearest three men 
by the arms, roughly, and began drag- 
ging them away. One shrieked, strug- 
gling to escape. He jabtjed his fist ia 
Mog's face. 

The giaftt jabW back, Wa 'lorilla- 
Khe am iWiv6reff a Um that tnocfceet 
the human cold. Then the alien bent 
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the limp form across his broad chest 
and slowly began cracking its spine. 

"I am strong," Mog boasted. Watch, 
as I brea)^ this wretch in half. It wiU 
teach yfla others a lesson." 

The other men watched in helpless 
horror. Some turned to me, in appeal, 
but they knew I did not want to reveal 
ray identity. It was more important to 
save Earth, than save this man. I told 
myself that, for ttout mm secend. 
Then I acted. 

"Adam, don't—" Eve hissed. 

"Let go, Evel There are some 

1 was ffiere h two itrtim. 1 
the alien by the arm, wrenching him 
around so that he dropped his burden. 
Mog glared down at me, from his height 
of nine feet. I was David before Go- 
liath, a little pygmy scarcely reaching 
to his chest. 

"You must want a taste of my 
stcengehl" he roared, pounding his fist 
Into my chest. The blow knocked me 
back a full inch. 1 was amazed, for 
never before had any creature short of 
another robot displayed such power. 

He struck again, but this time I was 
braced. He gave a grunt of pain as his 
arm went numb. 

I struck back, full in his ugly face, 
w^-^ai^eeded in staggering him a 
WBet t'mas again astonished. The 

Kmm. Woe my teoBd Mow, I used 
fully half my machine-power. My arm 
shot out like a steampiston. The alien 
flew back against the iron bars with 
a thud. 

He came roaring back, to finish the 
fight, but now' I saw the folly of my 
course. 

"Cover me, men!" I yelled. 

They understood. They milled about 
me so that I was lost in their numbers. 

''Which one was it?" demanded Mog 
angrily. "Which one of you weaklings 


thinks he is stronger than I. Where 
is he?" 

But luckily he couldn't pick me out, 
by sight. The light was dim and it 
had all been a swift blurr of action. 
All humans looked as afflw. as peas to 
them. His two companions pulled him 
back and calmed him down. 

' Let him go," they admonished, half 
laughingly. "Next time don't pull your 
punches, Mog. Now we'll take our 
three." 

They pulled their holster weapons 
this time, aiming at three men. Only a 
iSli^ hmz sounded from the imim- 
tn^ia. The three unlucky victims fell 
limpfy, aa fcw.JBBMtes Mg^r^ii- 
The iiree 0mm carrlld ttea OK, and 
the jail door clanged shut. 

"Thanks, Adam Link!" Captain 
Taylor said simply, as some of the men 
attended to the victim I had saved. All 
the men looked at me, half in awe at 
ijny strength, half in gratitude. 

"Forget it," I said. "I nearly gave 
myself away. I'll have to be more care- 
ful." I resumed where I had left off, 
before the interruption. For the pres- 
ent we will lay low and — 

"Lay low?" Captain Taylor sud- 
denly blazed. "While Earth is doomed 
if we don't do something? While they 
take us out one by one, cutting into 
our numbers? No! If you haven't a 
plan, Adam Link, I have. Next time 
they open the door, we'll rush out in 
a Iwdy, 6#t ma w^ tJmusfc^' 

"How farF' I asted sharply. "Yon 
humans are brave — but fools. How fa* 
would you get against an unknown 
number of them? And what is the way 
out? And what powers their guns? 
And what is their dome made of? And 
how many more space ships are com- 
ing? And how can this dome be sabo- 
taged effectively? We have to know 
those things, instead of blindly rushing 
out to becomt ooipses who died in fool- 
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"You're right," Taylor muttered, sub- 
siding. "But how are we going to find 
out? You can't get out of this cell to 
do any spying around." 

"You forget who I am," I said with- 
out boastfulness. "There is only one 
kind of jail that could hold Adam Link. 
s& e^ipleteiy solid steel chamber — ^if 
tte wAs were tliick enough. Now be 
quiet, sdl^dpni!" 

TT WAS late night now, in the out- 
side world. And in this dome, the 
hum of activity floating down the cor- 
ridors died gradtially. The aliens slept 
at night, too. 

I watched the single guard on duty 
outside our barred room. He was fit- 
ting m a chair-like support, leaning 
against the wall, bored at the thought of 
Jlis alt-n^ht vigil. Gradually his eyes 
blinked, and closed. Sounds rumbled 
from his barrel chest. He dept. 

"Now is my chance," I whispered 
to the men, 

How will you get out?" Taylor 
queried. 

For answer, I strode to the bars, 
where the ends were buried in the cell 
wall. Bracing my feet, 1 tugged at a 
bari My locomotor unit within 
teW^ m^iMs^ hor^iwer fad int« 
tt. r kept an eye m tite guard, te he 
slept heavily. 

The bar was thick and strong, more 
resistant than any jail-bar of Earth, 
which I would have jerked away with 
one hand. Eve had to help me. To- 
gether, like metal Sampsons, we bent 
the bar. It came away suddenly, out 
of its socket. We loosened a half dozen 
more, forming an aparture wide enough 
to 3% tbrougb. 

The soldiers bad watched with sifent 
wonder. I faced them. 

"Stay here. Too many of us would 
invite detection. Eve and I will scout, 


since we aire the swiftest and strongest. 

We will try to be back before the guard 
awakes. Come, Eve." 

A moment later we stood beyond the 
bars, in the hall. We bent the bars 
back into place. Even if the jailer woke 
for a while and looked around, he would 
not know of the two who had skipped. 

Before we stepped away, I held Eve 
back again.st the wall. 

"Photoelectric units across the front- 
here," I wam*d. "To announce atiy 
jail-break. Hug the wall carefully, and 
we won't break the beam." 

Cautiously, we slid sideways for 
twenty feet. Beyond that, the beams 
did not stretch. We were free! We 
strode silently down the corridor. It 
was dimly ht, as were all the passages 
during lite night-period. 

At the next cross-corridor, [ paused, 
r pondered as to the general lay^sift < 
the honeycombed dome. 

"That searchlight." I told Eve, "must 
shine up from some room at the J^B*,, 
We'll try to ^nd it," 

CHAPTER i¥ 

The Space Ship 

A FTER several twists, we came upoit 
^ pw»g« miim floes skpfd np- 
#afd steacflly. ft was tte one we 
wanted. We crept along like two metal 
ghosts, warily watching for aliens. One 
appeared, abruptly, a guard lounging 
on routine duty. From his niche 
shone a patch of bright light we would 
have to cross. 

He was not asleep, though staring 
vacantly. We would have to distract 
his attention. Estimating the curve ol 
his iiicbe, I made a tiny clicking sound. 
\Vith the mathematical precision known 
only to a robot-brain, I knew the sound 
would reflect in an acoustic curve, back 
of him. 
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He started, came to his hooved feet, 
and turned, wondering who or what was 
clicking in the wall back of him. While 
he thus surveyed the blank wall, Eve 
and I tip-toed across the lighted patch 
w^M into Am shadawf- «t«eM> 
beyond. 

Not long after the slope led us to 
what I calculated must be the center 
of the dome. I was sure of it when it 
opened out into a gigantic round cham- 
ber. There were lights burning within 
and aliens were at work. W« bu^ed 
the doorway's shadow. 

I ran my eye swiftly around. The 
room kad a .sliding roof, now closed, like 
Om slkfing roofs of astronomical ob- 
servatories. In the center was a huge 
howlrshaped object, surrounded by 
vhat seemed generators and other 
power producing-apparatus. 

The signal-light! 

From here, rolling back the roof, 
they shone their super-searchlight, 
guiding their scout craft back from all 
corners of a world as yet new and not 
fully mapped to them. 

My quick, searching eye noticed two 
othw things. 

Que; that large recesses, off from this 
giant room, held the ring of defense 
guns. 

Second, and more arresting, there 
was a huge unfinished machine at one 
side. Workmen were on scaffolds 
around it. Somehow, with huge crystal- 
line tubes and % mmm of wires, it sug- 
gested a radio. A transmitter, perhaps, 
with which to signal their home-world, 
hurling radio waves Ua beyond the 
Heaviside Layer into space? It must 
be important to them, since tirs was a 
night shift at work. 

We watched one workman. He was 
completing a strut-frame-work, en- 
closing a great tube. A tubular, hiss- 
ing affair in his hand sprayed out smoky 
raster that inst«ntljr congealed to form 


the hard beams. It was miraculous, 
like forming something out of nothing. 
And forming something harder than 
steel, for it was the sanw material of 
the dome. 

"How is it done?" Eve mai^iM^^ 
in a whisper camouflaged by the dense 
they made. "They seem to draw it out 
of nowhere!" 

"From the air," I said. "They are 
masters of plastics. They draw oxy- 
gen, nitrogen and carbon dioxide from 
the air and compress them instantane- 
ously into dense plastics, ten times 
harder than bakelite or any metal. 
Earth is just exploring plastic science. 
Remember that anto mnufaibmi!-^ 
Ford I think it was— who trred td deffl 
a pla.stic body with an axe and failed?** 

"How fast they work," Eve said. 
"It's almost liKe a spider spinning out 
his webb as fast as he can move." 

"It accounts for the rapid construc- 
tion of the dome," I nodded. "Joe 
Trent swore the dome was not here a 
month ago. The aliens landed less 
than a month ago. They built this 
whole dome in tjiat short time. Any 
comparable structure would take Earth 
engineers at least a year. Let's look at 
the guns. Eve." 

pOLLOWING a passage that led to 
the gun-emplacements, we ap- 
proached the first. Dark and unat- 
tended, we could make little out except 
that it was surprisingly small — a mere 
ten-foot instrument of intricate design. 
But the guns must be super-powerful. 
They had shot Earth battleshil»g out 
of the water, with one charge eaoh. 

By what principle? What did Ihey' 
shoot? How did they aim so accu- 
rately? 

The answer carne more quickly and 
completely than 1 wanted. 

Without warning, an ear-shattering 
report sounds against ouMie of 
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tfae dome, Itoi I mi^t tite f^Bt 

forces were maktug a de^rate nig^t 
attack, since the truce attempt had 
come to nothing! 

In swift succession, dozens of bombs 
exploded against the dome. And be- 
low, from the giant room, the aliens 
began streaming toward the guns. 

Eve and I were caught! In a moment 
aliens would be swarming past us. 

"Pretend to be loading the gun p{ 
something!" I barked to Evet "Mmi 
over it." 

An alien glanced into our dark re- 
cess, at our two huddled forms. 

"Oh, someone here already?" he 
said, in the English they seemed bent 
on practicing to fluency. "Well, hurry 
up and fire. Chief Thorg has given us 
permission to bring a few down, for 
sport. But keep the lights oft. The 
Eartblings might happen to have accu- 
sSfe: bomb-sights io<^ icx tim 

i^H tO-ound the gtms." 

Keep the lights off! Luckily for us, 
that was the order. 

But he hesitated a moment, waiting 
for us to make our iirst shot. Frantic- 
ally, Eve and I were fumbling around 
the machine, without the least idea how 
to use it. I grabbed up a loose affair 
from a hook. It had trailing wires to 
the breedi. li seeimed to be a hebnet. 
In lil^M)^ ^00t i ilmped it 
armt^my b^. It m^bt be a sound- 
detector. 

But now what? How to operate this 
baffling machine entirely different from 
any Earth gun 1 had ever seen. How 

to aim — 

And then, magically, the tube moved, 
in its slot. The projecting barrel swung 
skyward toward the raiding planes. The 
supersearchlight was spraying its blind- 
ing radiance fanwise, intofbie heavtsns. 
It formed no definite ma& for bomb- 
ing, and it lit the planes starkly against 


(be Hack dLy. 

i^nriing a bomUng dive. Wtti tili< 
canny accuracy, lOy gm toltawM it. It 
had the aim, btit now ho* to fire — 

Thump! 

The gun fired, at the thought. No 
shell belched out. Only a hissing, un- 
seen charge. At the same instant, the 
plane I watched changed into a puff of 
ea^oded debris. 

"©god!" said the watching alien, 
ii^s ms; «»idw.% the gmneer am- 
im^. 'Tteif p* <tf Jk fSwiBote." 

My eyes turned to another plane. 
How had I aimed and fired before — 

With the thought, the gun swung and 
thumped. And the second plane van- 
ished. I gasped. Thought control! 
The gunner's eyes were the sights. His 
thoughts aimed and fired. It was an 
ease and accuracy limited only by the 
gunner's rapidity in shifting his eyes 
J»oa» vkme ts> ^esm and tMBking— 
nimlfirel" 

What could I do? With the gun 
commander watching, I could only con- 
tinue to blast planes down with my 
eyes. I felt like a Medieval witch with 
the Evil Eye, blasting all I merely 
looked at. 

American planes! Human pilots! I 
was helping the enemy! 

T DON'T know how many planes I 
ripped from the sky. Perhaps a 
dozen. Each was like a stab in my 
own vitals. 

"Excellent!" the commander praised. 
"You're a better gunner than any of 
them. Keep it up. This is great 
sport, flicking out the puny Earthlings 
like flies. I'll see how the others are 
doing." 

Mercifully — for me — he left. 
I ripped 08 the headgear. 
"God, Eve!" I groaned. "Earti 
has no chance against this weapon. It 
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shoots electric charges at the speed of 
And, ^mmf. tte iitas kill 
Wftt fhefr tftoughtst Mta, ire! Aim, 
fire ! As fast as they think it, humans 
die!" 

All around the circumference of the 
dome's ring of recesses, guns were 
thumping. Plane debris rained down. 
It was aerial slaughter. 

"Leave, you fools ! " I almost shouted. 
"You have no chance at all." 

They left, finally, with half th<Silf 
number gone. The guns fell sileiit. 
The aliens, cro*ing over their lastly 
death-dealing, begatt filing back to their 
other job. 

Eve and I remained at our gun, 
crouching behind it. Luckily no light 
had been turned on in the recesses. The 
gun commander glanced in, failed to 
see our rigid forms, and left. 

AN hour later, when the wsrkmen 
were absorbed completely in thrir 
job, we sneakfed down the empty cor- 
ridor and back to thft; prison. The 
guard we had foAs! with acoustic 
ventriloquism was now asleep. The 
guard at the jail was half curled on 
the floor, dead to the world. 

Our spying had been made possible 
only by the lack of alertness and dis- 
cipline in the dome as a whole. The 

had no need for rigid watch 
attention. They had nothing to fear 
from the" puny Ixumans of the world 
outside. 

They feared those within less. 

Eve and I bent the bars and slipped 
into prison. In the morning, the 
awakened dome would not know of the 
two robot spies who had learned much 
— but not yet enough. 

"What was the excitement about?" 
Captain Taylor asked. "We heard 
muffled thumps down here." 

He and bis men listened to our story 
witti incredulous ^es; 


"Thought-controlled guns I" Taylor 
mused. "If we could spike thos,^, the 
sfeme "Would be defenseless — " 

"For about a week," I cut in. "Earth 
forces would continue to bomb — and 
fail to chip off an atom. And in a week, 
the aliens would make new guns, with 
their plastic-magic. No, men. We 
have to get at the root of the dome. 
Somewhere they must have a generator 
that feeds the guns electricitjf. Pli- 
ably an atomic-power unit. B I ieftj 
find that—" 

npHE next nif^, S» i*^ I {|g}a 
sauntered out ai 'prfsojj. AgAmt 
jailer was sleeping away a watch that to 
him seemed totally unnecessary. 

We roamed completely around the 
dome, looking for a central power- 
plant. We peered in bunk-rooms, in 
which aliens slept heavily. Supply 
rooms, stacked with boxes and plastic- 
cans- of their food. The air-condition- 
fn^ roBin, Where a huge, silent machine 
piped cold air, normal to them, through 
the dome. 

"If we could only find a room with 
weapons," I told Eve. "Distributed 
among the men, we would have an 
armed fighting force." 

But there seemed no small-weapon 
supply, outside of those carried by the 
atos- tlaiHsS^!^. Balked at every 
turn I We could not keep this night 
spying up forever. Sooner or later we 
would be discovered. Before that, we 
had to have some definite plan of ac- 
tion. 

I reported no luck to the men, back 
at prison. They groaned in dismay. 
Each day several of them had been 
taken away, never to return. Our num- 
becs were going down steadily. And the 
ehHl of prison was weakening those 
left. 

"We've got to do something, Adam 
UnkI" Taylor kept saying. "Can't 
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yera ffimk ot anytMng?" 

He was beginning to lose faith in 
me. All the men were. They expected 
Adam Link, from stories they had 
heard of me, to storm through the aliens 
like a metal tornado. They could not 
understand my slow, cautious course. 

They did not know that Adam Link 
was' afoaid, for the first time in his life. 
That fol once he was up against powers 
Ihat £q]i}alled him. That even a robot 
must hesitate before beings of nearly 
equal strength, ability and science. 

"Patience," I admonished. "War- 
saw was not pulled down in one day." 

'J^HE third night, Eve and I explored 
all corridors leading down. Finally 
we found it — the power room. But it 
was completely sealed off. Diamond- 
hard plastic walls barred us. 

We could only put «ur ears to the 
solidly locked doors and hear within 
tile low, steady hum of the generator. 

"Probably supplies a million mega- 
watts to the guns above," I said. "Those 
guns blast like lightning, at a pressure 
of at least 500,000 volts. This plant 
could probably light half of America 
for a year. There is more power con- 
centrated under this dome than in all 
the cities of Earth combined." 

"But we can't get at it," Eve mur- 
mured. "We can't spike it." 

"No, not yet," I agreed, fiHsg- 
room's location away in my mind. If 
we could find some instrument 01 
method of breaking into the power- 
room, it would be the answer. 

We found another corridor winding 
down. It opened out into what I knew 
must be an underground space. It was 
wide, huge and dark. We did not make 
out the bulk h tim. ceate firs% 0. 
om eyes adjusted to tte gloom. Light 
strayed from the corridor. 

The object was 500 feet long, 100 
feet wide, in a torpedo shape. It had 


im wings. From front and rear pror 
jected tiers of tubes, mmg hn^tetg 
downwafd. 

"It's their space ship!" I breathed. 
"With which they dropped down on 
Earth like a striking eagle. Let's look 
it over." 

Undisturbed, we spent an hour 
there. Its hatch was open. The hull 
was empty, except for its motor. It 
Ml brought the aliens, all (Mr siqt- 
plies and equipment. It mm Si^dl 
away now, not needed me^. fc tim 
remote event of having to flee. 

My scientific curiosity was fever- 
ishly aroused by the engine. Was ft 
an atomic-power plant, spitting atom 
energy from the multitude of drive 
tubes? How far had it propelled the 
mighty ship through space? At what 
stupendous velocity? 

I iei^ain^ file machine with awe. 
Jfo engbie m Earth approached it. 
Autos, trucks, trains, ocean liners, 
Zeppelins, crawled over Earth's surface 
at a snail's pace, This stupendous 
craft had plunged through the deeps of 
space. 

"Eve!" I exclaimed. "Now we're 
getting somewhere. If I could once find 
out how to run this ship — " 

How did it operate? But here I was 
completely stumped. The science of 
Earth was'dumb before it. The science 
of Adam Link stammered in bewilder- 
ment. The control board was a maze 
of switches, relays, dials, rheostats, all 
numbered and designated with the 
alien's enigmatic figures. 

"Only the aliens could tell us how 
to run it," Eve said. "And of course 
that's out of tile question." 

taping in my mftid. A jSlan to sjrfke 

the dome. But one vital factor was 
missing — how to run this ship. And 
certainly the aliens wouldn't oblige, to 
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their own undoing, 

"Stilt," I growled impotently to Eve, 
"we could wreck the thing." 

"What good would that do?" Eve 
said. "Except to make them all the 
more determined to conquer Earth, 
having to stay?" 

Another thing caught my eye, in a 
dark corner of the huge underground 
hangar. A dully glinting angular shape 
of metal. A tank! One of the cap- 
tured tanks that they had driven in, 
perhaps for examination of £iactbli% 
war-machines. A pile of metal ba«5ft 
di it told of the other tanks taken apart 
in the investigation. This one tank 
was left, probably as a museum-piece 
after Eartfi had been conquered. 

"That tank, Eve!" I whispered. "It 
has guns, ammunition, armor-plate — " 

Eve shook her head. "One tank and 
two robots against a dome-full of 
aliens?" 

Tlje odds were still against us. We 

turned away and slipped teck tO' prison. 

".Any luck?" Taylor asked hope- 
fully, for his shivering, miserable men. 

I shook my head. 

"I still don't know how many aliens 
there are, altogether. That's vital, 
tomorrow night I'll try to get a count on 
them. And plan a course of action." 

"Tomorrow nightl" Taylor groaned. 
"Always tomorrow night. And each 
day six of «s We tsJcesn awsjy, .one <« 
two die from sickness, and we all go 
slowly mad!" 

"Patience," I said wearily. "Tomor- 
row night I promise you a plan." 

CHAPTER V 
Jaiibreak 

AHD then, as though to smash my 
careful course, aliens came that 

day. 

They ran an eye appraisingly over 


our ranks, picking the three burliest 
men. Two were six-foot xm^t 
ing over 200 pounds apiece. I was tfe 
third. I had tried to escape picklft^, 
hanging back as before, but this time 
they singled me out. I was in appear- 
ance, a sturdy human being. 

"Come along," said the aliens, wav- 
ing their guns. "If you don't come 
willingly, we'll paralyze you." 

The two men shrugged, waved fare- 
well, and stepped out without a word. 
I MlMe^ .wi^eat 3 mmA. There was 
nothing rise to db. Tf 1 resisted now, 
and exposed myself, it would be t09 
soon. Perhaps, before they were done 
with me, I would find out vital informa- 
tion. 

I signaled Eve with my eyes not to 
worry about me. 

We were led up the sloping corridor 
that I knew. It led to the apex of the 
dome, into the giant chamljer of the 
signal-light, gun-recesses, and unfin- 
ished transmitter. 

Workmen were just clambering down 
from the scaffolds around the latter. A 
space had been cleared and roped off, 
near the searchlight. Chief Thorg 
stood in the center, where we were sta- 
tioned, and his men congregated 
around. 

"You have been working hard, 
men," he said, still using the English 
language, "Our schedule has gone 
well. Now, as reward, you will have 
some other sport, since the Earthlings 
have given up attacking. Our best 
fighter will battle three humans a,t 
oncel " 

It was a sport arena! 

A naked alien strode up. It was 
Mog, with whom I had exchanged 
blows once! By sheer coincidence, we 
were again pitted together. Malign 
coincidence. How could I fail to show 
my true .strength this tline? It would 
probably be a battle to the finish, like 
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the Roman gladitorial affairs of a past 
age. 

The arena cleared. Mog, an ugTy 
horned dwarf, swung his long arms and 
prepared to tackle us three. The spec- 
tators cheered, urging him on. 

I swept an eye around, counting the 
aliens. Nine hundred and ninety- 
three, perhaps the dome's full force ex- 
cept for a few at watch-stations below. 
One thousand of the estca-terrestrial 
enemy, a formidable number 1 I filed 
the fact away in my mind- It was a 
vital factor and the iinal one — almost. 

But now, what about Mog? 

'T'HE battle was short, ghastly. The 
two Earthmen bravely met Mog's 
charge, even running to meet him. Mog 
punched one to insensibility, with rapid 
blows, while the other clung to his arms 
futilely. Then he took them both by 
the scruff oi the neck and cracked their 
skulls together. He droppe(J them, 
dead, and faced me. 

I had hung back. Yes, I had let the 
two men die. I had to learn one more 
thing about the dome. I had to keep 
my human subterfuge. WTien Mog 
came at me, like a lumbering behemoth, 
I grasped him around the middle and 
hung on. Wildly he hammered at my 

jiHt Ws fc^ fetSj bat mly wore 
KimseTf Sovm. 

The watchers tensed. Who was this 
human who had hung back like a cow- 
ard, and now seemed able to take any 
punishment? 

"Oh, it's you!" Mog roared, finally 
recognizing me. "The stra%: .»imJ 
I'll show you — " 

He stooped and gave me a bear-hug, 
in return. His knotty arms squeezed 
with force that wonld have crushed 
every rib in a human body. It actujilly 
made my rivets squeak a little, under 
the plastic disguise and clothes. I 
couldn't resist squeezing back, taking 


care to measure out the force of !t 
sparsely. All his breath came out, in 
a gust. His eyes swam dizzily. 

I let him get his breath back, but 
thereafter he was weakened enough so 
that his blows came fewer. He kicked 
at me with his hooves, and gritted his 
teeth at the pain of nearly breaking his 
leg. He tried picking me clear off the 
floor and da-shing me flat. I pat my 
foot-plate back of hisilinee, smd he very 
nearly wrenched his own arms out. 

"Enough!" Chief Thorg said sud- 
denly. "You are weakening, Mog. This 
Earth air is thin. Too much effort 
might harm you. You have furnished 
us sport. Now back to work, every- 
one. Guards, take the Earth prisoner 
to the vivisection room." 

¥som bad to worse! 

I SaS sBEcessfuIIy come through the 
m&tch, nntevcaled as a robot. Now 
they would "vivisect'' me! One thrust 
with a knife and they would know — 

What now? Challenge them? Run 
and hide? I might have tried the latter, 
if there weren't so many present. But 
they would be after me like a pack. No, 
I would have to take chatit«S in the, 
vivisection room. 

'T'HE #S6«fc« WUi, somewhere 
•hBtawj, was a p*lf ptas. 
Btamn eorpses, tn mrfous iSegrees 
of dissection, lay on slabs, On one 
slab, a poor wretch was still alive. His 
naked body was covered with incisions 
and gore. An alien made one final cut. I 
steeled myself. No use to try to save 
him. He was too far gone. If I killed 
the alien torturer, the mangled human 
vkkM •& aayway a few minutes kter. 
' The viaim .squirmed against his 
Straps, gave a weak gasp, and expired. 
I relaxed. A robot cannot show it, but 
within me I was sweating in rage and 
pity. 

My turn was next. Methodically, I 
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was strapped to a slab. Questions were 
hurled at me, first. Mental itKjuisi- 
tion. for useful information. 

"How many of you Earthlings are 
tliere on this planet?" 

"Give you three guesses," I returned. 

"How many cities on Earth? Where 
are the important ones located?" 

"Oh, here and there." 

"Which is your wealicst continent?" 

"The sixth one, at the South W«s 
But watch out for the penguins!" 

T3ie alien glwed, and lowered his 
horns, butting me with them in the 
side. I think he nearly broke his neck. 
He didn't try it again. 

"Stubborn, like all the , rest," he 
growled. "Wen, 1*11 take ym apart 
now." 

He WtWJched my clothes off. 

"Peculiar specimen," he commented, 
bending over me. 

I was. My plastic disguise Was baity 
battered, both from the tank explosion 
and Mog's manipulations. Metal 
peeped forth here and there. And in- 
stead of my nose there was only a 
gaping hole. 

The alien biologist peered up and 
down. Surely he must see. Any mo- 
ment he would yell his discovery, that 
I was a robot. Then I would be forced 
to ^ %uitk^— stf without 
a deftnite ptol 

But he made no yell. His unaccus- 
tomed eyes still took me for a strange 
variety of the human. Some had been 
scarred, being soldiers by profession. 
This one was scarred more, that was 
all. I almost laughed in his face, call' 
ing him a fool mentally. 

With quick efficiency, he wheeled an 
apparatus over that I knew instantly 
for an X-ray machine. He snapped a 
button several times, taking full-length 
prints of my interior. How amazed he 
would be to see the developed prints — 
wheels, wires and cogsl But that 


would not be for hoturs. I had gained 
that much time, if he (IM MMAg.mtH:ei 

OUT now he poised a gleaming knife 
over me. 

"This will hurt," he said bluntly, 
emotionlessly. "We are studying the 
nerve reactions of you humans under 
pain, for future reference." 

He plunged the knife down. He made 
«l» iwision in my chest just under the 
skin — or plastic. I squirmed, and gave 
a microphonic moan for his benefit. 

He nodded, as though it checked 
with previous reactions. Again he in- 
cised what in a human was a delicate, 
painful nerve. Again I squirmed. But 
the farce could not go on. Had he for- 
gotten that humans bled, when punc- 
tured? 

I calculated my chances, preparing 

He Jdbbed the knife again, deeper 
this time. It met metal with a iar. 
Startled, he drew the blade out, staring 
at the blunted tip. 

I sat up, snapping the straps like 
strings. 

"Now you know," I said. "Vm a 

ro— " 

I was interrupted. A voice droned 
bom a loudspeaker set in the ceiling. 

"Our radio has just contacted Ship 
Two, which is now approaching thie 
Solar System. Leave all posts and 
come to the Apex Room. Chief Thorg 
wishes to outline further plans, now 
that Ship Two is known to be coming." 

The aliens in the dissection room 
looked at one another joyfully. 

"Ship Two is coming!" one said. "It 
will be good to see some more of the fel- 
lows from home. Let's go. We'll take 
this prisoner below." 

I was safe, for the time. The litft 
biologist was too excited to remembw 
his tjent knife now. They conductedms 
below, to the prison, then left. 
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I was about to bs vivitficicd 
by an Alien surgeon I 


nPHE men gathered around me 
eagerly. I was the fit^; one must 
to retuni, from the unknown horrors 
^bove. Eve touched me in the way I 
knew meant she was mentally sobbing 
in relief. 

"How did you get back alive?" Cap- 
tain Taylor asked. "What did you 
find out?" 

I told the story. They clenched their 
fists, hearing of the brutal death of the 
two men in the arena, and shuddered 
^ ^ i^miiiln end <^ the vivisection 
victiitn. 

"Murderl" T«|fa i^A.^ ^mm 
stark murder and tsMtRel jm 
didn't stop it, Adam link!" 

Suddenly they all drew away from 
me a little. I had let the tragedies 
occur right under my eyes, without 
lifting a finger. Humanly, they 
resented it. 

"I couldn't expose myself," I said 
patieody. "I aiust continue to {i^sde 


as a human, and find out one more 


'^<s— Bnd out how to esapet*' 
of the men piped up loudly. "It's dSaJ 
now, Adam Link. You're afraid yomf 
self. Afraid of being finished off, oncS 
they know you for a robot. All you're 
thinking of is your own safety." 

Another soldier's voice rang hoarsely. 

"I wouldn't be surprised if Adam 
Link was thinking of going in cohoots 
with the aliensl After all, Adam Link 
isn't taMni dttfti 

"ShtJt tipt" CsptaiB Taylor M«- 
:manded. But the protest was wA. 
lie too was looking at me askance. 

I was under suspicion. In one mo- 
ment, in their confused human minds, 
I had changed from champion of the 
human race to desert of the huuian 
race I 

What could I do or say? 
For a moment I wanted to shout at 
them angri^. For a moment, tas, I 
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began to wonder if this iiuman race 
were wortli saving, with all their in- 
gratitude, twisted psychology, and fool 

But I sperte tjoietJy. 

"I will have to try to prove now 
where my loyalty lies. But it must be 
in my own vay. I must know one more 
thing, before I am ready to act agitot 
them." 

I strode to the bars and looked out 
into the hall. No guard was there. 

"Now is my chance," I said. "They 
are all gathered in the Apex Room 
abonei at mtenee. We'll p tber«, 
and t, to eavestep." 

The men said nothing as we slipped 
through our usual aperture after a mo- 
ment's work, and stood in the hall. We 
angled past the photo-electric beams, 
which was always a tricky job. 

"Safe," I breathed to Eve. 

At that moment, like a thunderclap, 
a bell clanged. The alarm! The next 
second, I heard bdls danging an 
through the corridors of the dome. How 
had It happened? 

eHACTER yi 
M»m Unit Join tha Aliens 

"T OOK!" Eve cried, pointing back. 

The men followed us, and ran 
into the photo-electric beamsl " 

The soldiers were streaming out of 
the prison, as fast as th^ could wiggle 
through the openilig I ted nepected to 
dose. I had not meant to come back 
to prison this time. The men con- 
gregated in the hall, ready to plunge 
lor victory or death. 

"Fools!" I yelled. "You've ruined 
everything!" 

"Think we were going to stay and 
die like rats? Captain Taylor yelled 
back, iace twisted. "Ygu were going 
to jinn the aliens. Your whole idea, 


in coming to this dome, was to contact 
the aliens and make a pact with them, 
against the human lacet" 

I wa&#meA ^Ihe tatastic accu- 
sation. 

"You didn't even give me the benefit 
of the doubt!" I groaned. "And now 
what are you going to do, with the 
aliens marching here?" 

"Well, at least we have a fighting 
chance," Taylor growled. 

But they didn't. 

The aliens were alre^^j' ^ «|^|, 
coming swiftly down the corridor fw>m 
above, Thi^ drew their guns, seeing 
the escapiSl pr^ners. 

"Come on, meni " Taylor called the 
charge. It was magnificent bravery — 
but, a bravery that deserved no respect. 
He took five steps, and crumpled to 
the floor, paralyzed. His men surged 
forward in a wave, and went down in 
a wave. 

l^be ^esf ats^lii'»|MB»E, spac- 
ing thetr paralysfi-ray ia the iiaitm 
passage. As fast as the front men fell, 
those in back were exposed and fell. 
In a short ten seconds, the whole human 
force lay limply on the floor. 

It was a symbol of how easily the 
enemy from space could defeat all 
Earth, when they swept out. 

The abortive jail-break was over. All 
the humans were down. The aliens 
M Mi, ;«as W! SMB to la^se 
them. 

No one? There were Eve and I! 

It suddenly came to their notice that 
Eve and I still stood. The paralysis- 
ray had washed through our unfe^aig 
metal bodies harmlessly. 

Eve looked at me. TS^Ss was the 
moment! 

We were the chaWlfSfjasitf teiB»ll%t 
Eve waited for me to bellow the chal- 
lenge, trample them down, and battle 
the rest in the dome. The men in back 
waited, conscious though helpless. It 
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had come to this — two mighty tobots 

at tet cont^ tasM behind bmm 
skirts and cnrshihg the cruel raidefs 
from the void. 

They waited, as seconds ticked by. 

But I did not bellow the hopeless 
challenge. 

Curious, my thoughts were at the 
moment- The bitter episode of a mo- 
ment liefore, in the prison, still etched 
like acid in nty met^d brain. Ckas^m 
of humanity f Of a humanity thai fcad 
scorned me since creation, reviled me, 
called me Frankenstein! For them I 
should battle these formidable beings. 
These beings from another planet who 
might, for all I knew respect me! 

Yes, curious thoughts. Still, what 
was there to do? No matter how 
fretful the adds a^inst me, I must 

T TKNSED to spring. The head alien, 
Mog again, was ainung a different 

weapon, larger and more dradly look- 
ing. He would try this more destruc- 
tive force against the strangely-stand- 
ing two. I did not bellow a challenge 
—and warning. I would have to leap 
with deadly, silent speed, in action 
Sffifter than their reflexes. 
But Mog was hesitating, looking me 

■"w^t," lie gruttiea. "it^ m wm- 

less one again — the strong one! Who 
are you? You displayed strength near 
to mine, in the arena. And now, you 
stood up against the par^ys5s-ray, as 
no human does." 

It clicked in his mind. 

"You arc not humani" he finished. 

I tensed again. Kftowing me for a 
robot, or at least a non-human, he 
lifOlild Ull me the quidte. 

Again he hesitated, ponderhsg. 

"While we were running up," he 
mused, "we heard you shouting. You 
were quarreling with the humans. And 


one of the humans said something about 

pM "^m, ^t^^ ear &ma «c% ts 
JsJii w» us. is ft tra** 

I thought a long, buitling, mnder' 

ing second. 
Then I nodded. 

I looked at Eve. Did she understand 
what went on in my mind in that eter- 
nal, bhnding second? She did. 

"Adam!" she gasped. "You're 
deserting the human race?" 

"Why not?" I snarled. "You saw 
a mome« lSBja«l taW tft^ SBtKBi 
against nsT" 

Mog was watching us narrowly, not 
quite certain of his own deductions. 
Finally he circled us, while hfe men 
kept us covered. He stood over the 
fallen Captain Taylor. 

"Are those two of your human race?" 
he asked. "Are they your friends?" 

Tayloi eosM, wA spa*, i»ih a 
paralyzed fliroat But the flash of 
hatred and denial in his eyes was an- 
swer enough. 

"Come," Mog said, looking at me as 
one strong being to another. "This 
is very, very interesting. I will take 
you to Chief Thorg." 

Chief Thorg received us in the Apex 
Room, where his shqrt conference W9S 
already over. 

Msg t^SrtS iW jail-break incident, 
Iheil <agMly tdiJ of his discovery. 

"More than one intelligent race on 
this planet?" Chief Thorg said, sur- 
prised and thoughtful. "I thought my- 
self you seemed somehow different. 
You are a race entirely diffrent from 
the human?" 

I nodded. I did not want him to 
know, for the time being, that we were 
robots, created by the human race, and 
owing it that ha.sic loyalty. Nor did I 
want him to know thrae were only two 
of us in existence. 

"Race," he had assmned. It fitted 
in with my new dedsios. 
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VE read my ftimghts, as slle always 
does with uncanny accuracy. That 
if robots were to have a place alongside 
the alien victors, Thorg must think we 
were a numerous and powerful group. 
Later, after a pact, I could quickly 
build up a robot force, aaii then rraUy 
have my backing. 

The aliens, I knew, were realists. 
They would not kill off Eve and me as 
Frankensteins. But they would kill us 
off simply as dangerous rivals, if they 
had the chance. Therefore, an intima- 
tion of force wotlla result in compro- 
mise. 

But Eve shrank from me a littlei Skt 
clutched my arm in appeal. 

"We cannot desert the human raeej 
Adam, even if they hate us. This is 
their world, and our world — " 

"Nonsense, Eve!"'I snapped. "There 
he no truce between our race and 
humans, ever!" 

Eve gave up, and nodded. 

"You're right, Adam. We would be 
fools to hope to patch up things with 
the humans. If only humans had not 
resisted us with such blind, backward, 
superstitious stubbornness. They made 
our lives a bitter struggle against ignor- 
ance and stupidity 1" 

Thorg listened to our tete-a-tete with 
sharp interest. 

"I take it the human race hates your 
race. They have tried to exterminate 
you? How many of you are there?" 

"We are not as numerous as the hu- 
mans," I bluffed. "But we are far 
stronger, and hold our own easily. We 
have atomic-weapons. More than 
once we decided not to exterminate! the 
humans, as wc easily could have." 

"A little soft-hearted," Thorg scoffed. 
But Miind that was a deep respect for 
our avowed power. "You are scien- 
tific?" 

I waved around. 

"This dome is made of stable chain- 


carbon molecules compressed together 
so that they touch, isn't it? It is far 
stronger than porous metal. We have 
a weapon that can pierce it — vibra- 
tion!" 

Thorg started. The deductions had 
struck home. He was visibly impressed. 
By what I left unsaid, he Gould only 
assume that our "race" was able to 
resist humans — ^and the aliens too. 

"Perhaps your race and mine can 
make a pact?" Thorg said cautiously. 
"Will you help us defeat the humans 
and enslave them?" 

At that moment, I felt that the uni- 
verse held its breath. 

The decision was plain before me. 
It meart a Mmpleteies^rt igf loyrtty j. 
Champions of the human race we had 
been an hour before. Betrayers of the 
Iraman race we would be now, if we 
accepted. The aliens were realistic- 
minded. They would give robots a 
place alongside them, on conquered 
Earth, realizing their worth and special 
abilities. They would not label us 
Frankensteins! 

Humans had rejected me and my 
coming race. These aliens WiliWt. 
The decision was plain. 

"What are your terms?" I asked. 

"Complete and equal mastery over 
humans, along with us," Chief Thorg 
answered. "Definite terms will be 
agreed upon later, according to what 
parts of this planet you contHjl, asnd 
what help you give." 

"Good enough," I af^eed. "As 
emissaries of our race, we will come 
to terms. But first, tell us who you 
are, where you are from, and what your 
plans are." 

'T^HORG'S story was strange and im- 
pelling. Again 1 have no proof of 
it. It will ring falsely, fantastically, 
to your stunted human minds that still 
arrogantly believe that in all the mighty 
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universe, only Earth was given life, 
and only man was given divine intel- 
ligence. 

Eve and I waited breathlessly to 
lieax his story. We bad stepped out 
of the normal wodd and into this dome. 
With shock, we had laid eyes on the 
first alien beings ever to viat Earth. 
Curiosity consumed us, as to then: 
origin and history. 

"You are from Jupitar?" I asked. 
"Tlie largest planet?" 

Thorg shook his great horned head. 

"We are from the star I think you 
«all SriHsi" 

Ey6 and I absorbed the shock of 
that, l^ot only were thqr from beyond 
Earth, but from beyond the Solar Sys- 
tem. They were from another star! 

"That's only logical," I said then. 
"Jupiter is frigidly cold, and probably 
has no breathable atmosphere. The 
other planets are likewise ill-adapted 
for life. It's likely that at all suns 
with a family of planets, only one or 
two have the right conditions to sap- 
port life.'' 

Thorg gsm me a g^ma «f il^pigs 
for the dednete. 

"Sound reasoning," he said. Our 
sun too has a family of planets — twelve. 
Only one supported life, our planet 
Korlo. Perhaps 25,000 of your Earth- 
years ago, our race achieved civiliza- 
tion and science. We passed through 
the IWetal Age more than 10,000 years 
ago. Now we are in the plastic Age, 
manipulating matter and energy at will. 

"A hundred years ago we achieved 
space ships, and coloniited all our plan- 
ets. Then, very recently, we cast our 
eyes out into the great void, swarming 
with stars. Our destiny lay out there, 
building an interstellar empire." 

I nodded. Intelligence is restless. It 
ever seeks new worlds to conquer. 

"Nearest to Sirius lay this sun, with 
a famfly of planets," Thorg resumed^ 


"Powerful telescopes resolved the 
satellites, and tbb ejp^tfon was 
launched." 

"Sirius is eight and one-half light 
years away," I said. "How long did 
it take you to mive?" 

"Seventeen 'oi your years," Thorg 
informed. "Since we achieved h^lf the 
speed of light." 

Seventeen years in space! Eve and 
I marveled not at the time, but at the 
speed. Building up a velocity of 93,000 
miles a second was no small feM. 

'"T'HIS has all been a great adven- 
ture," Thorg continued, his heavy, 
saturnine face lighting up. "Two s&er 
ships were previously dispatched ia 
Earth, and mm tmtm bmd Jtom 
again. Either aefr engines fattet in 
space, or they struck large, wandering 
meteors. This is the first ship to ar- 
rive. But now that the trail has been 
blazed, others will follow!", 

He pointed to the great searchlight. 

"This was built as a signal-light for 
our scouting aircraft, which we brought 
jfeiSnuMml. M also for Ship Two 
fB tafa near vs. Two ships were sent 
on this expedition, a month apart. If 
one failed to arrive, the other might. 
But both won through without mishap. 
Ship Two is passing Pluto now. We 
will shine the light tonight. Ship Two 
will land tjeside the dome." 

"Only two ships were sent to con- 
quer Earth?" I asked dubiously. "The 
humans are many. It might take years 
to beat them to sulmtssion." 

"We realize it is not a small job, 
though assured for us," Thorg re- 
turned. "No, not just two ships. Now 
that we have successfully arrived and 
scouted Earth, the msfa fbrees will 
follow." 

He pointed to the giant transmitter, 
which busy workmen were hurrying to 
completipn. 
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"It will be finished tonight, too. Then 
a messa^ tkII be ^iirM has^ tn <M 
home planet." 

"It will take eight and one-half years 
to arrive!" I pointed out. 

"One hour," Thorg contradicted. 
"This is our long-range radio. It will 
project impulses through the sub-ether, 
at almost an instantaneous rate. The 
message will reach Sirius in an hour, 
telling of our success. Then a wuting 
armada mil be dispatched. A hun- 
dred more ships. With those reiiifotcer 
ments, well conquer humanity over- 
night, when they arrive!" 

It would not be for seventeen years. 
But in that time these first arrivals 
would consolidate their position, and 
scout Earth till they knew every city 
and gun and factory. When the time 
came for action it would be an overnight 

"Gdoa!" I ssM enthusiastically. "I 
see you have lai4l smcui plans. I am 
glad to ally myself jfiltf my race with 
you of Sirius. You are making inter- 
stellar history. You are a great race! 
Bridging the void alone is a mighty 
achievement. The human race does 
not even have one space ship!" 

"Would you like to see ours?" Thorg 
said proudly. "Come, I'll show it to 
yw. Bttt fltft—" 

WtSout tn&hliig Ihe sentence, he 
bd US to the prison room^ 

CHAPTER VII 
BaHle in the Dome 

"'yyE .^RE realists," Thorg said 
bluntly. "I need one proof of 
your pledge to our cause. Mog, bring 
out a huomi" 

Mog unlocked the prison door aiid 
pulled a man out by lie jgsi. It was 
Captain Taylor. 

"Kill him before my ^yes, Adam 


Link!" Chief Thorg said. 

X l«oM »und. ThCi %sltet 
seemed to &)eeze. -Ttet^g asd Mog 
watched me iBtrrQiK^'i, 1^ sie if I would 
kill the humans I avtWfed were my ene- 
mies. The men in the cage stared in 
frozen silence. Eve turned away a lit- 
tle. For all our decision, it would not 
be an easy thing to do. 

Stonily, I strode to Captain Taylor. 
I placed my two hands around his neck, 
slowly squeezing. That would be best, 
strangulation, Bnt I hesitated. 

"Go ahead, Frantiensiein!" Taylor 
tatinted me, without flinching^ "Sardy 
the life of a mere man isn't going to 
stand in your — " 

I clipped off the bitter denunciation. 
I squeezed. Taylor's face went purple. 
A moment later I dropped the limp 
body. 

Oiief Tho^ el^eime on the back. 
"You're umi us all right, Adam 

t>rtson, so tfet flfe iuMatts can' mouns 
over their leader. Come, Adam Link. 
I'll show you our space ship." 

When we arrived at the underground 
hangar, I did not tell Thorg that I had 
seen it once before. He might wonder 
why I had spied first, before joining 
him. I did not want our newly-formed 
alliance to be riddled with useim, un- 
important suspicion^. Tliat was of the 
past, ansrway, when I had been the 
thankless champion of humanity. 

Workmen were there, just starting to 
dismantle the ship. 

"Since we contacted Ship Two," 
Thorg explained, "we have no need for 
this ship, for emergency. We are get- 
ting rid of it. This underground space 
will be converted into barracks for the 

He conducted ns througli tte ^p,' 
explaining its various features, 

"The space trip was not easy," he 
related. "Acceleration for a year pro- 
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duced a terrible ache in our bones and 
organs. The^ iniitm fm S^m 
years, we had ifli W db tut think 
back and thiAd^aS. One man went 
mad, and was esfemfaated. Then de- 
celeration for a year again. Arriving 
on Earth, we were half dead. 

"But recuperation was quiclv, in 
Earth's light gravity. Our world is 
about Jupiter's size. We are used to 
three times more gravity than this. We 
feel light as a feather here. And it 
n8Ji$£ w- pcopffisHenately stronger, far 
stfifflfer ttan hinnans." 

He was looking at me suddenly. 

"You are strong, too, as Mog found 
out. Are you stronger than we are?" 

"Perhaps a little," I laughed. "Tell 
me more of the ship. It intrigues me. 
How does the engine operate?" 

"Thought-control," Thorg answered 
iai^y. "As with oar guns." 

T GLANCED jg %m weftiHy. Be- 
fore, looking at the intricate en- 
g6ie, we had wondered how it operated. 
We had not thought of the mental- 
control, though that was so obvious. 

A group of workmen passed m, ap- 
proaching the engine. 

"Careful while you dismantle it!" 
Thorg warned them. "It has its own 
power-plant. The power is still in the 
coils. Mog, you go and turn off all the 
(SsAAfiS tot, so there won't be any ac- 
ciaenti." 

I glanced at Eve again. Power was 
still on, in the ship. If we had known 
that when first seeing it, and guessed 
at the thought-control, we might then 
have accomplished our original mission. 
But that was while we were still cham- 
pions of humanity. 

"I've wanted to ask you a question, 
Thorg — ^' I began, when a messenger 
came running from above. He thrust 
something in his chief's hands. 

"What is this?" Thorg asked. "You 


are from the dissection room. Why 

*T1iese ate :^-ray prfwts !* fita oftet 
Sirian gasped. "They show — ^ 

He held them out mutely. The prints 
would speak for themselves. 

I knew what they showed. They 
showed a seeming human body, lying 
flat, all its insides revealed to the 
X-ray's penetrative eye. They showed 
wires, wheels and cogs' 

I, tffljsed, as Thorg began looking 
fbero over. What would hig fsactioa 
be, knowing us at last for rotes? Be- 
ings more alien to him than even hu- 
mans! 

"My question is this, Thorg," I went 
on imperturbably, as though ignoring 
the interruption as something unim- 
portant. "If you failed to send the 
long-range radio message back to Si- 
rius,; would the foltew-up amada cotae 
anyway?" 

"No," Thorg sdd abstca^y, tak- 
ing over the prints with a porfed eye> 
"Receiving no message, our people 
would assume we had been lost. Send- 
ing these ships is a costly proposition. 
They would give up coming to this sun 
at all, then, and trv some other star." 

"Thanks, Thorg!" 1 said. "That's 
all I wanted to know ! " 

"VyHAT?" he said, still absorbed in 
' studying the prints. Suddenly 
his eyes blinked, as the significance of 
the X-rays struck home. He looked 
up. 

"You are a robot!" he accused. "A 
mechanical being!" 

"Sure," I agreed. I went on rapidly. 
"You wanted to know how strong I was 
before. I'll show you — now!" 

My fist drove into his face, with aU 
the power of a machine behind it. 
Thorg's giant form toppled over back- 
ward, turning three somersatths, bfe 
horns and hooves alternately clacking 
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on the floor. 

"The engine, me V> I yeHed. "Be. 
{ore they touch itl" 

Mog fuel Ms vmkgms W tmxei, 
atjhesfl4ft,t)ewildertn'g attack on fhf-ir 
cUif. There were twenty of them. 
Twenty of the towering giant monsters 
between us and the engine. They stood 
only a moment, as Eve and I bore down 
on them like express trains. Then they 
jerked out their guns. 

The paralysis-rays went through us 
harmlessly. They had forgotten. But 
now Mog, aware of their iiselessness, 
had drans his otb^ wssj^a- It wie the 
one unknown factor Wt. WbuM it 
blast, like their cannon, blowing even 
metal to atoms? 

"If he gets one of us, Eve," I told 
her swiftly without slackening pace, 
"the other goes on. You know what 
to do — " 

Eve nodded. 

Mog fired. The electrical bolt 
leaped to my body, with za impact that 

ins^ne^u^Ue. But it M so. s>ioi« 
dian knocic plastic eS aud stercti 01$ 
metal. It was a hand-weapon designed 
to blast human fiesh, or Sirtan Hesh, 

but not hard metal. 

Mog stared in disbelief, as I came 
on unharmed. Then he fired again and 
again, blindly, at both of us. The 
other Sirians too. Bolt after bolt ripped 
into us. Our plastic burned and melted 
away. 

One shot tore away Jtty attiiMal ears 
and lips and hair-wig. My true metal 
face shone forth. 

It takes long to tell this. But it was 
only seconds while we leaped toward 
them in great bounds. I try to imagine 
at times how profoundly astonished the 
Sirians must have been. Two seeming 
humans coming at them, changing un- 
der the blasts to two gleaming, power- 
ful monsters of metal! 

"Robots!" one of the Sirians 


screeched. "Intelligent machines — " 

Then I was among them. 

I cracked the firstt one on the skull 
SQi bafd hie smit wi^ut 9 §mm, jtel. 
1 swspE«d the second one% neict With 
one sledge-hammer rabbit punch. I 
grabbed two necks and cracked their 
heads together, flinging the limp bodies 
aside. Giants they were, half again 
as high as I was, but I pulled them 
down to my level for blows. Eve was 
beside me, punching with the rapidity 
of a rivet-hammers And with all its 
horsepower. 

It -ms 3 grand figltt> & mA>sS^ 
fyihg iSght. With eadi Blow, I lissed 
the name of one of the prisoners who 
had gone to the dissection room. With 
each death, I counted one Earth plane 
pilot pKlid for. 

/^I.^NTS they were, hulking mon- 
sters of incredible strength. But 
they had no chance. Their blows against 
us served only to break their arms. 
Th^ IsMsid ^ih A^r 

hooves, and howled in pain as the ankle- 
bone went numb or snapped. They 
stooped and butted with their short, 
wicked horns, and succeeded only in 
stunning their brains. In turn, Eve 
and I butted with our metal skulls, at 
times, with enough force to cave in a 
chest with the muffled sound of crack- 
ing ribs. 

Eve and I were at last exerting our 
full mechanical fury, gainst which no. 
biological being could stand lailess it 
might be a dinosaur. The Sirians were 
gigantic and strong, yes, alongside hu- 
mans. But to us they were overgrown 
rag dummies. 

It was a glorious fight. The hulking 
behemoths went down steadily. 

"Come on, you Sirian thugs!" I 
yelled. '^Meet Adsm Link, the robot. 
My wtte, E»e. fliiMised to kill you ! " 

The last two Wed to flee, shrieldng. 
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from the two beserk metai whirlwinds. 
I overtook one. Eve caught the other. 
We swung them around eur heads, by 
that heels, bangitig them together till 

they were bloffdy bfolten shreds. We 
were laughing, shrieking in joy. 

I cannot explain this orgy, except 
that all our pent-up hatred and rage 
and revulsion against the Sirians had 
come to a head. It is like a human 
stamping again and again on a snake 
with boots, long after it is dead, with 
ovetctosed Ihatred. 

/^UR shrieking stewed, as a sound 
penetrated to our ears. It was a 

hissing bolt-blast, followed by a tink- 
ling crash. 

"We forgot Mog!" Eve yelled. "He's 
at the engine, smashing the controls!" 

I was already leaping to the front 
of the ship, where Mog was aiming his 
second blast among the drive-appara- 
tus. I jerked the gun away, so AiSt 
the blast sped harmlessly against the 
hull. Mog whirled with a snarl of rage 
and fear. 

"Twice before we battled, Mog," I 
said, "without coffllng t» a decision. 
Now—" 

It was brief. I grabbed up his nine- 
foot body like that of a child. I bent 
him across my chest, as once he had 
brutally bent a humaii s^r^ Us, I 
ste^ pjjled. m h« mm^. U pfc 
The screasa clij^ off as a sliarp mtp 
told of his spine breaking like a twig. 
I tossed the corpse aside. 

I looked around. All the Sirians 
down here were dead.. 

Except one. 

"Look!" Eve pQteted. *Thorg «e- 
covered!" 

I had not killed Tbotg, only dealt 
him a blow. He had crawled to the 
door and dashed throtigh it, escaping. 

"Let him go," t said. "Let faim teJl 
his men of the two metal demons who 


will defeat them. And we will, now 
that we hKR Ms. sMfiii. We hmm-ham 
to run ft now— by tlought-controlt" 
Eve and I clasped hands happily. It 
was the last factor in the plan that had 
slowly shaped in my mind during the 
spying. 

"Good job you did, Eve," I com- 
mended her sincerely. "Acting the part 
so superbly of turning against the hu- 
man race, for the benefit of the Sirians. 
You even had me fooled for a wiiJel" 

"^^wl^twhad me worried!" Eve re- 
turned, silking in relief. "For a while 
I thought you might actually mean it! 
Especially when you took poor Captain 
Taylor and . . . but you had to do it." 

I laughed. 

"Taylor isn't dead," I said. "1 didn't 
strangle him. I slipped a finger over a 
vertebra below the back of his neck 
and pressed hard. You know the deli- 
cate nerve there. Pressed or knocked, 
itwdeis te^fcUffitamiEW' But 
noidesd. Taylafs afm* 

"Adam, you darling!" Eve said. 
"Our hands are clean after all. Now — " 

She was interrupted by the sound of 
clattering hooves down the corridor, ap» 
proaching this underground hangar. 

"No time to lose," I said hurriedly. 
"All we have to do now is start this 
ship's engine and^ — " 

"Come io life-'^-slart^-qp^Ste!" I 
commanded mentally in a dozen differ' 
ent ways. 

There was no reaction from the 
mighty engine. I tried vainly for an- 
other minute. At the gun, my merest 
thought had swung it, aimed it, fired 
it. What more was needed here? 

Eve dutched my arm, pointing. 

''Mog fired one shot at the coDtroIs. 
Look there— he dami^d it!" 

I looked. A dozen wires had been 
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ttetiM M of T^at seemed a msffli alid 

Vftdl onit of the complex mechanism. 

Ruined! The ship's drive mechan- 
ism was ruined, and with it my great 
plan. We had only killed off twenty 
aliens. There were 980 of them left. 
A formidable force. I could not storm 
up and wade into them all. Their com- 
bined hand-weapon bolts would event- 
ually damage me, defeat me. 

I mi^ kill a hundred or Urn. Hun- 
dreds would be left. And the dome 
would be intact. Ship Two would land 
tonight, with reinforcements. In one 
crushing moment, all my carefully 
planned schemes had smashed. 

"I've failed, Eve!" I groaned. 
"They'll win, now. Our only hope was 
getting this ship into operation!" 

"Can you repair it?" Eve su^^ted. 
"in tqr to hold off any attack tor a 

"Rfejair it?" I said MowJy. «»e- 
pair an engine I never saw or heard of 
before? I might — if I had enough time. 
But they won't give us time." 

Hopelessly, we prepared to battle to 
the end. We heard the thunder of 
Sirian hooves, like a herd of buffalo, 
and they ^^eared at the far end of the 
hangar. 

I r*i forward and picked up Mog's 
bolt-gun. I sUt^ed three more Irota 
dead aliens and handed two to Eve. We 
stood shoulder to shoulder and fired. 
We blazed away, like two metal gun- 
men, with a pair of guns each, in a 
battle to the finish. 

The first few Sirians that darted 
from the corridor went down with 
smoking holes blasted in their bodies 
l§f :th« l^tBiag we hurled. It was m 
Indk to us lb handle the gims, and our 
aim was mechanically without error. 
Then they came thundering out in a 
body, at least a hundred of them, 
spreading in a senii-drde in the Uige 
space. 


Tlie Bj^taf toRs lanced badfc nfd 
forth. 

pVE and I, with our precise aim,: 
picked them off like clay pigeons. ' 
But the last twenty surged near enough 
to blast us with a fusillade of shots. 
Some of our rivets cracked away. A 
frontal plate or two loosened. If our 
inner vitals were exposed, one shot 
within would dMnt-drcuit m md hem 
out our brains. 

We divined Thorg's desperate plan. 

Knowing he was up against formid- 
able metal beings who acted fast, he 
would destroy us fast. At any cost. 
Even if it took all his men, he would 
finish us. Better for Ship Two to ar- 
rive at a dome empty of Sirians and 
49)ll0ts alifce, rather than arrive at a 
tale Ud by the robots. 

M "ttM»t. 0 laiwte' i^cidnsi Hism 
oUt next. 

Again Eve and I shot them down 
with our unerring swiftness. But 
again, appallingly, rivets flew loose and 
metal slowly weakened. One shot had 
clipped away one of my neckbolts, so 
that a flange dropped away. The next 
electrical bolt in there would bore into 
my neck-cables, nm tlie wires, and 
blast my brain. 

"The nesst attack," I told Eve som- 
berly, "wBI get us. Earth is doomed 
after all!" 

"If only Captain Taylor and his men 
had weapons and could attack from the 
rear!" Eve said hopelessly. 

I started. 

"Eve! The weapons are there — on 
the downed Sirians. Hurry, let's gather 
l&m betes Ita Bent attack!" 

We ran smmg the dead and piled 
up a hundred bolt-guns. Enough to 
arm all the prisoners. 

"Get these to the men," I said to 
Eve. "Have them attack from the 
rear. Keep the Sirians occupied. Give 
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' me one hour if you can. One hour to 
repair that engine!" 

Our plan was desperate, but simple. 

When the next wave of aliens boiled 
out, two hundred of them this time, 
they withered before the thunder of an 
Earth tank's gun. We had remembered 
the tiink stored here. Eve was inside, 
with the boit-weaiKms, 

Guns spitting, she rumbled the tank 
forward, plowing through their ranks. 
The tank darted into the clear corridor 
back of them, knocking down the last 
few Sirians in the way. Then it churned 
madly down the hall, toward the prison. 

"Good luck. Eve 1 " I shouted, 

"Godbye, Adam!" her voice drifted 
back, above the rumble of the engine. 

CHAPTER VIII 
Adam Link's Reward 

■VTES, goodbye it might be! I swung 
on the aliens with a snarl. They 
had forced me to separate from my 
mate. It always drove me beserk, when 
Eve was in danger. 1 would kill — kill 
-kill— 

But only twenty stayed to duel wiiBh 
me. The remaining force, at an order, 
gave chase to Eve. They realized the 
threat she would be, at their backs. 

Two guns blazing, I shot down fif- 
teen of the twenty. Then my guns 
were empty. I did not waste time pick- 
ing up fresh guns from among the 
dead. I waded into the last defjr- 
their bolts, like a metal rawdmas. 

ti^ckei vp one and fltifig fiM to the 

ground as pulp. The second I bowled 
over and stamped on. I tore the head 
of the third from its trunk. I punched 
the fourth so hard my alloy fist sank 
half-way into his chest. The fifth and 
last I flung over my head iqssdiist the 
wall, with a wet thud. 


I was frK from attack, for the tttae 

being. 

I listened at the door. Faintly, I 
heard the joyous shouts of Taylor's 
men, drifting down from the halls 
above. Eve had reached them, killed 
the guard, yanked open the bars, and 
distributed the weapons. Already their 
barks sounded. And the tank's rumble 
resumed, as a spearhead formed behind 
it. 

We had a rear-attack fSghtiag force 
now! 

I calculated the possibilities. Less 
than a hundred humans against 600 
aliens. The Sirians would win, of 
course. The tank might confound them 
for a while, b\it they would barricade 
it <Eiff in some corridor and force the 
chaigii% Eardmien to fight htind-4o- 
hand. In the narrow hallway, mUh 
bolts sizzling thickly. Eve too would 
be doomed. . . . 

But it would give me time now to 
look at the engine. SepSiir it, if pos- 
sible. 

I ran back, mi loekeij the dainage 
over. 

I Wto pBrtei i*tastic state- 
ment here. I bad never seen a space 
ship before, or even dreamed of one. 
I knew absolutely nothing of its prin- 
ciple or intricate design, fashioned by 
alien minds. 

Yet in one hour 1 knew its essentia! 
features. 

One hour I was free from molesta- 
tion. The armed and freed Earthmen 
were putting up a heroic battle. Thorg 
knew he M to «^ M M mm^ 
menace in his mi<&t, befote he could 
come after me. 

I could hear the sounds of battle. 
The triumphant, joyful shouts of the 
Earthmen, as as last they struck back 
at the aliens. Captain Taylor's voice 
was loudest of all, deploying his men 
in the corridors, sniping, charging, with- 
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drawing, doling out his men's lives for 
the largest possible price. And for the 
longest slice of precious time. The 
tank's rumble sounded periodically, as 
it was used to spearhead a sortie, or 
to cover a strategic retreat. 

Humans and robots, united again, 
were making history under the dome. 

One hsm m& 

Obe tout la ■Meti t emmaei S&X) 
engine parts, wires, condensers, tubes, 
spark-chambers. And then I knew. 
Knew that the dozen wires Meg's one 
vital shot had destroyed should be re- 
placed and hooked up in such and such 
a manner. Wire I took from a bolt- 
gun's coil. I made the last connection. 
I &>e thoi^t-helsiet over my 

skuU. 

Woslij it worfc? Or would fffl thiSe 
hittnans go down for nothing? 

VEN as I adjusted the helmet with 
feverish haste, the battle sounds 
died. The shouts of men trailed to dy- 
ing echoes. They had spilled their 
blood, to the last man^. bqrmg an bOMr 
with their lives. 

And Eve! The tank's rumble was 
alisentt It had been wrecked. Had a 
bolt finally ripped into £ve's battered 
metal body and bksted within? No 
sound from her. She was gone, tool 

Savagely, I commanded the engine 
to come to life. Obediently, a hum rose 
back of the panels, as mighty forces 
came to Ufe and awaited their metal 
Aladdin's next wish. I b^an to gjve 
the mental order. 

"Mmi iWaaUi*' 

It Was BvS's voS*, fkr dowli fbe .cor- 
ridor! Her metal feet pounded, loader 
and louder. Hooves pounded after her. 
The last 500 of the Sirians pursued 
her, to finish the battle undergroimd 
where it had started. 

Eve's flying metal form burst from 
the corridor. Sirians followed, blazing 


away. A hail of lightning sparkled 
against her alloy plates. Eve stumbled 
half-way to the ship. She was badly 
hurt. A lightning-bolt spanged against 
the back of her skull, where met^ had 
oxidized away under heat. 

Eve fell with a crash and lay still. I 
was there in two huge bounds. I swept 

4ier |jnB||> tmcmr It 'ms silent, life- 
less. She M pdd die prbe, too, along 
with Taylor and his men. 

I would not wish to describe my feel- 
ings of that moment. Earth was saved, 
but the universe had turned dark, to me^ 

I ran back to the ship's controls. 

"Rocket tubes lire!" I commanded 
the engine. "Rear and front together, 
at equal rate!" 

instantaneously, livid flajsoe' ^tft 
from the multitude of dri!?e tntss- Wife 
equal forces from back and firout, ike 
ship itsdf did not move. But all the 
hangar was filled with a dense, chok- 
ing, poisonous exhaust gas. Tfiis had 
been my plan. 

I turned to watch. With savage satis- 
faction, I saw all the Sirians racing for- 
ward stop, stumble, and claw at their 
throatsi. By the dozens they dropped, 
ten hundreds, as the clouds of gas 
billowed over them. They had lui^> 
The lungs filled with vapors fhat<4«ied 
out their lives. The SOO aliens died 
in their tracks. 

Chief Thorg was among them. I 
watched him curl to the ground, double 
up, and die in agony. I gazed down at 
Eve's dead form. His death soothed, 
perhaps by a millionth part, the blind 
agony within me. 

I let the rockets blast out for fifteen 
minutes, filling the whole dome with its 
poisonous vapors. No being could be 
alive now. No last lurking Sirian who 
might be at some watch station. 

Only Adam Link was alive now, 
without lungs to be seared. 

I commanded the engine to stop. 
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Then I sat before Eve, in the deaft 
t>Jiet. 

JJOURS later I arose. It was night 
now. Ship Two was due to arrive, 
If my metal face could have showed it, 
I was grinning within. A deadly, 
ghastly grin. 

The beacon light shone that night, 
guiding to Earth the space ship that 
had plummeted across the gulf of space 
from Sirius. 

The. mighty craft lowered frcmi the 
elauds, rockets drumming. It dipped 
in salute. Wiihin were 1000 yelling, 
cheering, rejoicing Sirians, eager to 
step out on the planet they were to con- 
quer. 

I was at a gun. The mighty ship 
was limned clearly by the seaidilight. 

"Fire — fire — fire — fire!" 

My eyes moved like a raking ma- 
chine-gun along the length of the ship. 
The g^a thun^ifd in unism, tdomw 
m0ig': W«S 1x lire eratt. It bfolee is 
gyrating shreds. Horned figures spilled 
out and fell to the dome. 

When the rain of debris had ceased, 
all was (juiet agafh. SSilp ^wo. haa ar- 
rived. 

But no more would. 

With my shoulder against one sup- 
pKt M (i» ^ttt long-range radio, I 
flioved. tte firework toppled, bring- 
ing the entire Bjaohine down with a 
crash. I stamped all its parts la Wts. 

Then I looked up, out of the sUde- 
roof, singling Sirius out of the starry 
hosts. I laughed. Two robots had 
dealt that mighty sun a staggenng blow, 

No, one robot. 

I went below, again. I picked up 
Bve's dead form and held it in my 
arms. Then I gwte commands to the 
engiSfc 

"Wife *, powerful bellow, the rear 
xncleets tarst forth. The gigantic 
craft raimed forward, like a caged 


lion. Its sharp prow plowed through 
thin partitions, as through cheese. 

"Faster I Faster!" I tommanded. 

Like a great battering ram, the ship 
speared for the central power-room of 
the dome. The nose crunched against 
the protecting walls, broke them down. 
The atomic-power generator they had 
used hummed busily in the center, still 
automatically gushing untold energy 
into the storage eoil& 

The ship plowed into tie whole unit, 
cracking screens. Unleashed enei^ 
leaped forth. 

"We will be together, Eve," I said. 
"Even in death." 

The cosmos blew up. A million 
megawatts of raging fury expended it- 
self in one titanic explosion. 

The mind of Adam Link blinked out. 
I wished it so, following Eve into the 

UOT fteMMJDf Adam Link bfinked 

ffflO f(^g Sgstfn. I was alive! 
"Eve, how can this be?" I stam- 
mered. 

We were sitting up, staring around. 
We were at the edge of a broken cliff. 
Ocean-waves were dashing against the 
new cliff shore. The explosion had 
not only blown the dome to atoms, but 
it had severed the entire headland frosi 
its matrix. Ho sign remained of flle 
dome's former site. It was ftll tts^ml 
over by lapping, swirling waiBiB. 

And we were alive, at the edge of 
the shism! 

One thing had survived with us, from 
the dome. The blunt prow of the space 
ship. It had been blown up and away, 
integrally, with two unconscious metal 
forms flattened agamst it. We had 
landed, with freakish g^^iBomii, 
Soft sand. 

"The prow," Eve said, "is«fi^Bfc 
ably designed to withstand heilHgli^> 
lision with any but the largest iSeWite 
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in space. It held up and saved us." 

I nodded — and then suddenly stared 
at Eve, aghast. 

"You're dead!" I gasped. "Eve, 
you're dead — " 

"Seemed dead, perhaps," Eve cor- 
rected. "The bolt singed my brain, 
knocking me unconscious. Evidently 
this jar jolted me back to my senses." 

I arose, then, hammering my metal 
fists against my metal chest. Like a 
metal Tarzan, I gave a bellow of pure 
triumph. I shook my fist up at the 
star Sirius. 

"Set you back on your heels, didn't 
I?" I shouted. "In all the universe, 
no creatures can stand up against 
Adam Link — " 

My legs crumpled suddenly. Tim 
chest-heating had loosened a wire with- 
in, short^cirGuiting my locomotor cen- 
ter. I collapsed and sprawled on the 
ground, helpless. 

"Good for you," Eve chided as she 
took off my chest plates and worked 
over me. "You bragging fooll It was 
n»re luck than hftins," 

jjgVE was right. But when a gt^ 
ship nosed over the horizon, at 
dawn, I rsuj to shore eagerly, to meet 
its latmeh, 

Joe Trent stepped to shore, with the 
battleship's captain and fieet-com- 
raander. 

"Adam Link!" Trent greeted. "How 
did you do it? You blew the dome up 
somehow?" 

"I did," I returned proudly. "Sabo- 
tage with a capital S Y^u • , I 


rammed their space ship snmcfc into ' 
the atomic-power unit and—* 

Trent and the others listened, pn?-^ 
zled. 

"Space ship? Atomic-power uattl 
What are you talking about?" 

"The aliens," I said. "The aliens 
who built the dome — " 

"Yes, of course, the aliens," Trent 
nodded. "But which aliens? All 
Europeans are aliens, naturally. Tell 
us, was it the forei^ power we ex- 
pected it was?" 

"Don't you understand — " I began, 
but Eve shook her head at me. I knew 
what she meant. There was not one 
stick or stone left of the dome. Adam 
and Eve Link had seen the alien% bttt 
no other eyes except the eyes ol a«B 
■now dead. 

My voice ground W a sB^^ Tfteot 
and the others were patien% "Witkg 
to hear which foreign power had been 
so close to invading America. 

"It was Nazi Germany," I said. "But 
the danger is over now. They won't try 
again." ■ 

Trent stepped forward, taking my 
hasd. 

"I thank you, Adam Link, in behalf 
of America! You will get the Congres- 
sional Medal of Honor for this!" 

"Of course," I murmured. "But the 
medal will never be recorded in the, 
records of the country for the 
truth ..." . 

"The world would never believe!" 
Eve whispered. 

Perhaps it is better that they do not. 
TH1-; END 


« THAR'S OOU> IN THEM THAR METEORITES! ^ 

^ATIVTE gold panneRs M B^obifliaBi EhiKppioe origin ht^He^ msm t© be a form of meteo- 
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fadpB woricers pro- 
vide for the future; 

helps store up to- 
morrow's buying 
power; 

helps def^d Aineis 

ic& today. 


Business heads are adopting' the Vol- 
untary Pay-Roll Allotment Plan aa a 
simple way for every worker to start 
a systematic and contimwus Defense 
Bond savings program. It Is ft sen- 
sible step toward reducing the ranks 
of the poBt-war needy. It wSll help 
spread the financial participation in 
natianal defense among all of Amer- 
iea!< itAgMamers. It will materially 
retard inflation by '^storingT part of 
our pyramidiiiK nattonal income, 
thus redueii^ pe dteiamd isnr 
diminishing supply of C0n$um<6r 
goods. 

In emergencies, America doetn't 
do things ^'hit-oT-mits** We would 
get there eventually if we just left it 
to everybody's whim to buy Defense 
Bonds whett they thought w it. But 
we>e a nation of busineasmen who 
understand that the way to get a 
thing done la to sysismatiaa the op* 
enitioa. That Is why so many «m> 
ployers are setliag bm id thii vd- 
untary SBTinB* plin. 


Ml Allotment Plan 


All you have to do is offer your 
employees the convenience of having 
a nxed sum allotted from each pay 
envelope to the purchase of Defense 
Bonds. Eadi employee who chooses 
to start this savings plan decides the 
denomination of the .bonds to be 
purchased, and the amount to be 
allocated from his wages each pay 
day. You deliver a bond to the 
employee each time his allotments 
accumulate to a sufficient amount. 

Plenty of Help available. The 
Treasury Department is 
ready and willing to 
give you all kinds of 
help. Local civilian 
committees in 48 Sl^^s 
are set up to work Wuh 
you just as much as ^OU 
want them to, and np 
more. We will supply 
most of the necessary 
material. 

The first step is to take a tlaser 
loois* Writing for details 90 
obligates you to install tpn J^^v R 
sim^y indicates that you a like ta 
do something to help keep your 
people off relief when defense pro- 
duction sloughs off; something to 
enable all wage-earners to partic^ate 
in financing national defense; some- 
thing to retard inflation and store up 
tomorrow's buying power. So, write 
for the free kit of material being naed 
by companies that have installed the 
Voluntary Defense Savings Pay-RoII 
Allotment PlaiL Addressi Treasury 
Department, S«cttan A, 709 Twelfth 
Street MW.. Wasfaiugiffo, D. C 
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Alto the Sea Of Nowhere sailed Dian and hex • 
captor. No one had ever sailed it before . . , 
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You say there Ss aaotter 
shoe!," said Gamba to Dian; 
"perhaps there is, but we shall 
never reach it." 

"We can try," repHed the girl. "Had 
we remained in your land we should 
surely have been killed, either by the 
savages of which you told me, by the 
wild beasts, or by your own people. 
II we must die, it is better to die try- 
ing to reach safety tbaa ta have re- 
mained where there never could "be safe- 
ty for us." 

"I some4imea ifSh," said Gamba, 
"that you had never come to Lolo-lolo." 

"You don't wish it any more than 
I," replied the girl. 


"We "mre getting along very -srell 
without a Noada," continued the mm, 
"and then you had to come and upset 
everything." 

"Things should have been upset," 
said Dian. "You and Hor were rob- 
bing the people. Pretty soon they 
would have risen and killed you both, 
which would have been a good {hiBg,l«» 
Lolo-Ms/' 

"I Jnight not have gotten into all 
this trouble," said Gamba, "if I hadn't 
fallen in love with you. Hor knew it; 
and he made that an excuse to turn 
the people against me." 

"You had no business falling in love 
with me. I already have a mate." 
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"He is a long way off," said Gamba, 
"and you will never see him again. If 
you had come to my house and been 
my wife before all this happened, you 
and I could have ruled Lolo-lolo as 
long as we lived. For a bright girl, 
it seems to me that yiotu are very 
stupid." 

"You were stupid to fall in love with 
me" said Dian, "but in a moment it 
may not make any difference one way 
or another — look what fe comiB^/' md 
she pointed. 

"Pu be merciful!" cried the man. 
"This is the end. I told you that we 
should tkot come out upon this water 
which stands on end and is filled wHh 
death." * 

A great heald upon a slender neck 
rose ten feet above the surface of the 


* this ever-ch^ging world it is sometimes 
(^ffisolt to keep abreast of historical events, 
but who is there who does not know of that 
strange, stone age world at the center of the 
earth, which was discovered by David Innes 
and Abner Perry many years ago? Into this 
sloae wwld ^men^ mm &f tte 
oUis^tigs of civffization, sath as j[unp(>wder, 
rifles, and cannon. They built a navy and es- 
tablished a federation of states, which they 
called the Empire of Pellucidar. Perry even 
built an aeroplane, which would not tiy, and a 
balloon, which did; and which broke loose and 
carried Dian the Beautiful, David Innes' mate, 

which ccsinects the Sojar Az with the Korsar 

Az; and forms the southwestern boundary of 
the land mass where lies the land called Sari, 
which is the home of David Innes and Dian 
the Beautiful and Abner Perry. 

Down upon this strange land, near the farther 
shore of the nameless strait, drifted the bal- 

a sfrai^, a tenlfying, land io her, tiiis terra 

incognita of her people; but she was well re- 
ceived, for the yellow race which inhabited 
that portion of the country felt that she must 
be a goddess coming down out of the heavens; 
and they treated her as such until Hor, the 
high priest, fearing her increasing power, 
turned the pe<^ie against her, and Gamba, 
the king; so that they barely escaped from the 


sea. Cold, reptilian eyes glared at 
them, and jaws armed with countless 
teeth gaped to seize them. The crea- 
ture moved slowly towards them as 
though knowing that they could not 
escape, the water rippling along its 

*^Ymr bow and arrow!" cried Dian. 
"Put an arrow into its body at the 
waterline, and b«id your bow as you 
have never bent it before. When it 
comes closer we will use our swords." 

Gamba stood up in the canoe and 
drew a three-foot arrow back to its 
very tip; and when he released it, it 
drove true to its mark; burying two- 
thirds of its length into the saurian's 
body at the waterline. breaming with 
pain and hissing with rage, the crea- 
ture seized the end of the shaft and 


city with their lives. 

With bronze swords and bronze daggers and 
fire, they constructed a canoe and set forth 
upon the waters of the nameless strait in an 
attempt to cross it and reach the continent 
where lies Sari, while David Innes drifted 
SDuUfwa^ Ironi ttai^ta bftll^ wbu^ 
he had had ^erry bdld, in We hope that thus 
he might find Dian. 

At the same time, Hodon the Fleet One, 
with a small ship and a few warriors, was 
searching the vast Lurai Az for 0-aa, whom he 
knew to be drifted upon the ship Sari. 

The wind and a powerful ocean current had 

less strait and tlirusl her ashore near the di:y 
of Tanga-Tanga. Here she was seized upon 
by the people of Tanga-Tanga, who had fought 
with the men of Lolo-lolo for possession of 
Dian the Beautiful when her balloon had 
groimded between the two cities. They had 
lost -^^^^ian the Beautiful; now they had an- 
l^m^ or goddess, in the persoiL of 
0-aa, -who was making herself unpopular with 
the high priest and the king by tossing the 
money offerings which the people brought to 
her temple back to them; because, being a 
girl of the stone age, she knew nothing about 
money; and it delighted her see tiw people 
scramble for it. 

This IS all histoi^; with which, of course, 
you should be famibar. 
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jerked tt from the wound; and iA iMAtze tm mt igimmsesf siUft taltia, 

it came a stream of blood spurting "They didn't 10©k very bright," ad- 

eut and crimsoning the surface of the mitted Diati, "but 1 liave been in much 

water. Then, still hissing and scream- worse dangers than that before; and 

ing, it bore down upon the two rela- I have always come through all right, 

lively puny humans in the frail canoe. You see, I did not live in a walled 

Dian was standing now, her bronze city as you have all your life; and my 

sword grasped tightly in one hand, her people were always open to the at- 

bconze knife in the other. Gamba tacks of wild beasts, and the men of 

drove another arrow into the reptile's enemy tribes." 

breast; and then dropped his bow into They had taken up their paddles 

the "bottom of the canoe aiid seized Ms s^ain, but now they were out where 

sword. the full strength of the current gripped 


OW, as though by magic, hundreds rapidly down the strait than they were 


of small fishes, about a foot long, across it. Because of the current it was 
attracted by the blood of the saurian, hard to keep the bow of the canoe 
were attacking the maddened creature, pointed in the right direction. It was 
which had paused to wrench the second a constant and exhausting struggle. 
Aaft from its breast. Ignoring the !«| ffli! in sight of the^o«pi- 
wracious, sharp-fanged fishes Which HBe they had left, though the (fetaaat 
■Wtf tiBBng it, to pies^J. it .mm m ^^ore was not yet visible, 
again to attack fte auttors of its Brst "We're not making very much prog- 
hurts. With arched neck it bore down ress in the right direction," said Dian. 
upon them; and as it struck to seize "I am very tired," said Gamba. "I 
Dian, she met it with her bronze sword; do not believe that I can paddle much 
striking at the long neck and inflicting longer." 

a terrible wound, which caused the "I am about exhausted myself," said 

creature to recoil. But It came on the girl. "Perhaps we had better lit 

again, raising a flipper with which it the current carry us along. Tliere is 

^^d easily have overtnnt^ m oue place that it can take us and 

■SSWilped the Wl craft. that % into the Eorsar Az. There, 

Gamba, realizing the danger, struck there will be no strong current and we 

a terrific blow at the flipper while it can come to shore. As a matter of 

was still poised above the gunwale of fact, I believe that we can get much 

the canoe; and so much strength did closer to Sari along that coast than 

he put into it that he severed the we would have been if we had been 

member entirely; and simultaneously able to paddle directly across the 

Dian struck again at the neck. The strait. So Dian the Beautiful and 

great head flopped sideways, and with Gamba the Xeisot- 'MtKA igkm§ *B 

a final convulsive struggle the saurian nameless strait towmd tbm JiraKir Az. 

rolled 0^ ^ 'Side>' 

<«»*;ie^!' safd Dtoii, '"ttat there gORNE aloitg- by a gasie «Wj„ 

Stitt hope that we may reach the other David Innes drifted down across 

sBiOres There are few creatures in any the Land of Awful Shadow toward the 

lea more terrible than the one which end of the world and the nameless 

We have killed." strait, in the balloon which Abner 

"I wouldn't have given one piece of Perry had named the Dinosaur 11. He 


them; and they were moving far more 
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taew fct iSs was an almost Ktfiii^ 
venture, with the chances of his bal- 
loon coming down near the exact spot 
where Dian had landed almost nil; and 
even if it did, #ier« Was hie to took 
for her? 

Where would she be, in a strange 
land, entirely unknown to her, provided 
that she was still alive, which seemed 
beyond reason; for, supplied with warm 
coverings as he was, and provided with 
food and water, he had already suf- 
fered considerably from the cold; and 
he knew that Dian had been without 
food, or water, or covering of any kind, 
other than her scant loincloth, at the 
time that her balloon had broken away. 

Yet somehow he thought that she 
was not dead. It did not seem pos- 
sible to him that that beautiful cre^i- 
ture, so fuU of life and vigor, could 
be l^Big ssmewhere cold and still, or 
timt her body had been devoured by 
wild beasts. And so he clung to hope 
with an almost fanatic zeal. 

At last he came to the nameless 
strait, across which he had never been. 
He saw the waters of it below him, and 
im te his right two figures in a canoe. 
He wondered idly who they might be 
and where they might be going upon 
those Ibisely, danger-rfdden waters; 
and then he forgot them and strained 
his eyes ahead in search of the farther 
shore, where, if at all, he felt sure 
that he might find his mate. 

His balloon was floating at an alti- 
tude of only about a thousand feet 
when he approached the opposite side 
of the strait. His attention was at- 
tracted by two things. On the beach 
below him lay the wreck of a dismasted 
ship, which he recognized immedi- 
ately; for he and Perry had designed 
her and superintended her building. He 
recognized her, and he knew that she 
was the Sari, 

The other thing that had attracted 


hfe «te»Hbn was a walled cify, nt* tm 
from the shore of the nameless strait 
He knew that 0-aa had been aboard 
the Sari when she had been abandoned 
by her crew; and he realized that per- 
haps 0-aa had been captured by the 
people who lived in that city. 

The presence of a walled city in 
PsUneidar was sufficiently amazing to 
arouse many conjectures in his mind. 
In ^ Kfalled city there might live a 
semtciviKzed people who would ll4ve 
befriended 0-aa; and if Dian had 
landed near it, she might be in the 
city, too; or the people might have 
heard something about her, for a bal- 
loon would certainly have aroused their 
interest and their curiosity. 

Now he saw that his balloon had 
aecomplished that very thing; for peo- 
ple were running from the city gates, 
staring up at him, aSiag to him. 
They might be cursing and threatening 
him, for all he knew; but he decided 
to come down, for here were people, 
and where there were people there 
would be rumors; and even the faintest 
rumor might lead him upon the right 
track. So he pulled the ripcord, and 
the Dinosaur I [ settled slowly towards 
Tanga-taoga. 

AS THE basket c* Mh^» 
touched the groortd Daviid Hines 
iaMsA himself surrounded by yellow- 
skinned warriors, wearing leather 
aprons painted with gay designs, that 
fell from their waists both before and 
behind. On their heads were leather 
helmets; and they carried swords and 
knives of bronze, as well as bows and 
arrows. 

Some of the Warflors shouted, "It 
is Pu. He has come to visit Our 
Noada." 

"It is not Pu," cried others. "He 
comes in the same thing that brought 
the false Noada of Lolo-lolo." 
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Dmid limes mderatood ihe words, 
bat not t!» purport, ol tbea; only that 
the fefsrence to the false Noada who 
had also come in a balloon convinced 
him that Dian the Beautiful had been 
here. He did not know who Pu might 
be, but he saw that they were divided 
among themselves as to his identity; 
and he also saw that no weapon was 
drawn against him. 

"I have ame Mm mi oi the sky," 
he sai^ "is visit your chief. Take 
ni& to JjiBi." 

To many of the men of Tanga-tanga 
this sounded as though Pu spoke; and 
many who had said that it was not 
Pu wavered in their convictions. 

"Go to the house of Furp," the go- 
sha," said one who was evidently an 
officer to a warrior, "and tell hiai: that 
we are bringing a stranger to the temple 
t» yisit him and our Noada. If be is 
indeed Pa, our Noada will recognize 
him." 

The gas bag, partially deflated, still 
billowed limply above the basket; and 
when David Innes stepped out and re- 
lieved it of his weight the balloon rose 
slowly and majestically into the air and 
floated away inland across the city of 
Tanga-tanga, 

When David Stood among them, 
those who thought that he was Pti, the 
gixj, fell upon their knees and covered 
thsir eyes with their hands. David 
teoked at them in astonishment for a 
moment and then he quite suddenly 
realized that they must believe him a 
deity coming down from heaven; and 
that the name of this deity was Pu; and 
he thought to himself, what would a god 
do under like circrmistances? He haz- 
arded a guess, and he guessed right. 

"Atsx/' be said, "Now escort me 
to the temple," for he recalled that the 
officer had said that that was where 
they were taking him. The officer's 
reference to "our Noada" and to 


"Furp, the go-sha," meantBttteor noth- 
ing to him; but he decided to maiatain 
a godly silence on the subject until 
he did know. 

They led him through the city gate 
and along narrow, crooked streets 
flanked by mean little houses of clay. 
Here he saw women and childen, the 
women wearing painted leather aprons 
like the men and having headdresses 
ol featheis, while the tWten vim 
naked. He noted With some ifteasure 
of astonishment the bronze weapons 
and ornaments, and realized that these 
people had advanced into the age of 
bronze. Their walled city, their painted 
aprons, craftsmanship displayed in 
their weapons and ornaments, sug- 
gested that if the inner world were 
closely following the stages Bf huMafl 
development upon the outer crust, these 
people might sooit b» etitarlag the iron 
age. 

To David Innes, if his mind haS Bet 
been solely devoted to the finding «f 
his mate, these people might have pre- 
sented an interesting study in anthro- 
pology; but he thought of them now 
only as a means to an end. They had 
seen Dian's balloon. Had they seen 
her? Did they know what had become 
of hii* 

TN THE center of the city was an 
open plaza, on one side of which 
was a large, domed building, a replica 
of the temple where Dian the Beautiful 
had ruled for a short time in the city 
of Lolo-lolo. To this building David 
Innes was conducted. 

Within it were many people. Some 
of them fell upon their knees and cov- 
ered their eyes as he entered, thex 
were the ones who were not taking any 
chances; but the majority stood and 
waited. Upon a dais at the far end 
of the room sat a girl in a long, leather 
robe, georgeously painted in many col- 
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ors with strange designs. Upon her 
head was a massive feather headdress. 
Upon her arms were many bronze 
bracelets and armlets, and around her 
neck were strands of ivory beads. 

As David Innes came toward the 
throne 0-aa recognized him. Tb^ 
had brought her word that one wbs 
might be Pu had come to visit Wmp 
the Go-sha; and now, nimble-witted as 
ever, she realized that she must per- 
petuate this erroneous belief as the 
most certain way in which to insure 
David's safety. 

She rose and looked angrily upon 
those who had remained standing. 

"Kneel!" she commanded imperl- 
wiaty. "Who dares aaa4 « fl» fres- 
en«B of Pu." 

David Innes was close enough now 
to recognize her; and as she saw 
recognition in his eyes, she forestalled 
anything he might be about to say: 
"The Noada welcomes you, Pu, to your 
temple in the city of Tanga-tanga" ; 
and she held out her hands to him and 
indisated ft»t be seas to w tha 
to beside im. Whea he had done 
so, she whispered, "Tell them to rise." 

"Ariset" said David Innes in a com- 
manding voice. It was a sudden transi- 
tion from mortality to godhood, but 
David rose to the occasion, following 
the lead of little 0-aa, dftttfter of 
OOse, king of Kali. 

"What are your wishes, Pu?" asked 
0-aa. "Would you like to speak with 
your Hoada alone?" 

"I wish to speak with my Noada 
alone," said David Innes with great 
and godly dignity; "and then I will 
speak with Furp the Go-sha," he added. 

0-aa turned tofDpe the high priest. 
"Clear the temple," she said, "but tell 
the people to be prepared to return 
later with offerings for Pu. Then they 
shall know why Pu has come and 
whether he is pleased with the people 


of Tanga-tanga, or angry at them. And, 
Ope, have the lesser priests fetch a 
lesser beach for me, as Pu will sit tt^W 
my throne while he' is here." 

After the temple was cleared and 
the bench was brought and they were 
alone 0-aa looked into David's eyes 
and grinned. 

"Tell me what you. .are daiag hsre, 
and how you got here," 0» said. 

"First tell me if you have heard 
anything of Dian the Beautiful," in- 
sisted David. 

"No," replied 0-aa, "what has hap- 
pened to her? I supposed, of course, 
that she was in Sari." 

"VTO-/' ispBeS David, "she is not in 
Sari. Atrner Perry built a bal- 
loon and it got away, carrying Dia» the 
Beautiful with it." 

"What is a balloon?" asked O-aa; 
and then she said, "Oh, is it a great, 
round ball with a basket fastened to it 
in which a person may ride through the 
air?" 

'■¥es," smd David, "that is it." 

"Hie* Hwas Dian who came before 
I did. They hwe i«M m abm this 
thing that happened. The whaf-you- 
call-it, balloon, came down low over 
Tanga-tanga; and they thought that 
the woman in it was their Noada come 
from Karana; and they went out and 
fought with the men of Lolo-lolo for 
Jtiet* But the men of Lolo-lolo got her 
and rfie was Noada there until maybe 
thirty rf«eps %go, m.ftm rmc^, tkem 
the people turned agathst her; and she 
disappeared with Garnba, the go-sha 
of Lolo-lolo, whom the people also 
wished to kill. What became of them 
no man knows; but the woman must 
have been Dian the Beautiful, for she 
came in that thing that floated through 
the air. But how did you get here, 
David Innes?" 

"I also came in. a balloon," replied 
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Oavid. "I had Abner I'erry build one, 
diinkmg tbat it migfat float m the sanes 
direction as had that which bore Dian 
away; for at this time of year the di- 
rection of the wind seldom varies, and 
a balloon is borne along by the wind." 

"They told me that this visitor, who 
some of them thought might be Pu, 
had come down from Karana. Now I 
understand what they meant." 

"What is; Earana?" aslied David. 
h ythem fu lives," explained 
0-aa. "It is wfa^e I live when I am 
mit on earth. It is where tboBe who 
worship Pu go when they die. It is a 
mighty good thing for me that Pu came 
from Karana when he did," she added. 

"Why?" asked Daield. "WSat do 
yon mean?" 

"Ope, the high priest, and Furp, the 
go-sha, don't like me," replied 0-aa. 
"TJ^ liked me at first, but now tb^ 
dofiS like me any more. They dbh't 
like me at all. The people bring offer- 
ings to me, and many of these offerings 
are little pieces of metal, like the metal 
in my bracelets." 

"It is bronze," said David Innes. 

"Whatever it is, Ope the high priest 
and Furp the go-sha are very anxious 
tf> get hold of ajs much of it as they can ; 
but I throw BiBch of it back to the peo- 
ple teuise It Js ^ 'pi^Mag 
them fi^t for tt; and dwt ^ Ope 
and Furp do not like me. But it has 
made me very popular with the people 
of Tanga-tanga; and so, not only do 
Ope and Furp dislike me, but they fear 
me, also. I cannot understand why Ope 
and Furp and the people are so anxious 
to have these silly little pieces of 
metal." 

rjAVID INNKS smfled. He was 
thinking of how typical it was of 

woman that even this littte ^girl 
had no sense of the value "Of momsy, 
before she even knew what money was, 


or what it was for. "You had better let 
and Furp have their silly little 
pieces of metal," lie said. "I think 
you will live longer if you do; for these 
little pieces of metal men will commit 
murder." 

"It is all very strange," said 0-aa. 
"I do not understand it, but I do not 
dare ask questions because a Noada i& 
supposed to know everything." 

"And I suppose that Pu is supposed 
to know more than a Noada," remaAed 
Da,vid, with a wry smile. 

"■Of course," said O-aa. "As I know 
everything that there is to be known, 
you must know everything that there 
is to be known, and a great deal that 
there isn't to be known." 

"There is one thing that I don't 
know, but that I would like to know 
very much," he said; "and that is where 
Dian is, and whether ste is atltt rtiSB. 
After that I would like W ismm'hm<m 
are going to g^ M a! mi ^ 
back to Sari. Yw weuM Wm ta gel 
back, wouldn't you, 0-aa?" 

"It makes no difference to me now," 
she said, sadly. "Since Hodon the 
Fleet One was killed by Bltig I do not 
care where I am." 

"But Hodon was not killed by Blug," 
said David. "It was Blug who was 

"And I ran away tMsM»| BUr 
don was dead and that I wonldjiaMKtS 
mate with Blug," exclaimei &aa.*tt, 
why didn't I wait and see! Tell me, 
where is Hodon?" 

"Before I left Sari he asked for a 
ship and some men that he might go 
out upon the Lural Az and search for 
you; for he received the message that 
you sent to him in the event that he 

"And he wtt never ftffd me," saM 
0-aa, "and he will be lost on that ter- 
rible ocean." 

After a while the people came back 
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atid brought offerings for Pu. David 
Innes saw the httle pieces of metal and 
he smiled — crude little coins, crudely 
minted. For these the high priest and 
the king would drag the goddess from 
her pedestal ; and doubtless kill her into 
the bargain. Unquestionably, these 
men of the bronze age were advancing 
towsfd.si higher tAviiizaSiaR. 

0-aa took a handful of the coins and 
threw them to the people, who 
setambled, screaming, upon the floor 
of the temple, fighting for them. Ope 
the high priest and Furp the go-sha 
looked on with sullen scowls, but 0-aa 
felt safer now becausCf she Itad Ru rtght 
there at her side. 

After the people had left the temple 
and Furp remained; and Ope, sud- 
denly emboldened by his ang«i at thfi 
lasi of so many pieces ai metal, said to 
David, "How is it that you are so much 
aider than the Noada?" 

O-aa was momentarily horrified, for 
she recalled that she had once told Ope 
and Furp that she was the mother of 
Pu. She had also told them that Pu 
did everything she told him to do. To 
be a successful liar one must be ^ufek 
to cover up; so, before David cttjjd 
mmm, Q»aa rnmmed 1« Hn». 

"Yon should know, Ope, being my 
high priest, that a Noada may look any 
age she wishes. It pleases me not to 
look older than my son." 

'pvAVID INNES was astounded by 
the effrontery of the girl. Meta- 
phorically, he took his hat off to her. 
These people, he thought, would look 
far before they could find a better god- 
dess than O-aa. 

Ope the liigK pt^M, trfed another 
tack. "Will Pu, who knows all, be kind 
enough to tell our Noada that she 
should not throw away the pieces of 
bronze that the people bring here as 
offerings?" 


David thought that since he was sup- 
posed to know all, it would be best to 
pretend that he did. 

"The Noada was quite right," said 
David. "She has done this to teach 
you not to exact so much from the peo- 
ple. I have known for a long time that 
your priests were demanding more from 
them than they eould afford to ^v*; 
and that fs one resioB sAy I e»w itom. 
Karana to talk with you; and mth 
Furp, who also exacts more i« taxes 
than he should." 

Ope and Furp looked most unhappy, 
but Furp spoke up and said, "I must 
pay my warriors and keep the city in 
repair; and Ope must pay the priests 
aad Jite«p up the temple." 

"y«tt are telling Pu the things that 
he already k»isB„"mid Oftyid- "Heie- 
after you will exact Iras taxes and fewer 
offerings; demanding only what you 
require for the proper maintenance of 
the city and the temple." 

Ope was a simple fellow, who be- 
lieved against his will that this was in- 
deed Pu the god; and he was afraid; 
but Furp was a skeptic, as well as some- 
ithing of an atheist; at least, he bor- 
^bred on atheism. But, with Ope, he 
bowed to the will of Pu; at least km- 
poranly, and mkh meaital reseralioas. 

"There are many things that trouble 
my mind," said Ope to David. "Per- 
haps you will explain them to me. We 
have always been taught that there was 
Pu; and that he had one daughter, who 
was our Noada. But now I am not only 
told that Pu is the son of our Noada, 
but that she had three fathers, eleven 
brothers, and four sisters, all of the lat- 
ter being,Jfeia<ias." 

Even O-aa flushed at the recital of 
this bare-faced lie which she had told 
Ope in order to impress him with her 
knowledge of conditions in Karana. For 
a moment she was lost, and could think 
of nothing to say. She only wondered 
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what reply David lanes would mate. 

"It is ail very simple," he said, "when 
you understand it. As my high priest. 
Ope, you must know that Pu is all- 
powerful." 

Ope nodded. "Yes, of course, I 
itiow that," he said importantly. 

"Then you will understand why it is 
that Pu can be either the son ar the 
father of your Noada. We canehaagB 
alsout m w(j wish; acd jtbe UoB^a cai 
have as many brothers, or as m'any 
sisters, or as many fathers, as I wish 
her to have. Is that clear to you?" 

"Perfectly clear," said Ope. But it 
was not clear to Furp; and when he left 
the temple he started to implant in the 
minds of many a suspicion that the man 
who had come down out of the skies 
was not Pu at all, nor was the- WOMB a 
true Noada. Furp planted the seed 
and was willing to wait and let it ger- 
minate, as he knew it would. 

TT HAPPENED that when Hodon the 
Fleet One reached the coast of 
Atnoz, to set sail upon the Lural Az in 
search of 0-aa, that Raj, the Mezop 
who had commanded the Sari, was 
there; and Hodon asked Raj to come 
with him and take command ol the 
little ship in which he and Ms warriors 
were aliout to emb^irk. 

The Mezops were a seafaring people, 
and Hodon was fortunate in obtaining 
the services of one to command his 
ship; and it was also additionally for- 
tunate that it was Raj, because Raj 
knew exactly where the Sari had been 
abandoned; and he also knew the winds 
and the ocean currents. Knowing these, 
and where they would ordinarily have 
carried the Sari, Raj set Ms course 
iter the laouth of the nameless stiait. 
After many sleejB they reached it; but 
they had to stand oft for several more 
bleeps because of a terrific storm, which 
because of the seamanship of Raj, they 


weathered. 

When the storm abated the wind a»d 
the currents swept the little ship falft 
the mouth of the nameless strait, swept 
it close past the coast of the Xexot 
country, and the spot where the wreck 
of the Sari had lain until the storm they 
had just weathered had broken her up 
and remosred all vestiges of ti» due 
to the whetedJouti oi 0-aa,-tl»t Jt ted 
prevJousTy eomtftated, rand wWch would 
have led them immediately to the city 
of Tanga-tanga. 

David Innes and 0-aa sat upon the 
dias in the temple of Pu, ignorant of the 
fact that their friends were passing so 
near them. 

r^IAN the Beautiful and Gamba, 
paddling fluou^ the nameless 
strait toward the Korsai A^, did net 
see the gt&ii b»Ito«» th* jjas^ in the 
air high behind them. Orlly a few 
thousand yards separated Dian the 
Beautiful and David at that moment; 
and it was a cruel fate that had pre- 
vented them from knowing how close 
they had been to a reunion; for David 
could have brought the balloon down 
on the shore, and Dian could have re- 
turned to it. 

Dian had seen W it that the -caaoe 
was stocked with food and water before 
they embarked upon their perilous jour- 
ney. They took turns sleeping as they 
let the current carry them along. Timet 
and again they were attacked by fear- 
ful creatures of the deep, for this 
strance thing upon the surface of the 
water attracted many to them. Some 
were motivated only by curiosity, but 
voracious appetites actuated the ma- 
jority of them; and it was a constant 
s.auwe of surprise to Gaffliba that they 
emerged from each encounter vic- 
torious. 

"I didn't think thaj fit would live 
to sleep once after if6 set: aut from 
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shore," he said 

"I was not so mm tnj^U," tallied 
Dian, "but now I think that we shall 
get through to the Korsar Az, and then 
go up the coast to a point opposite 
Amoz. We can cut across country 
there; but I believe that greater dan- 
gers He ahead of us on land than on 
the sea." 

"Is it a savage country?" asked 

(Jamba. 

"For a long way back from tie shores 
of the Korsar Az it is a very savage 
country/' replied Dian. "I have never 
been there, but our men who have ven- 
tured into it to hunt say that it is in- 
fested with savage beasts, and even 
Bjore savage men." 

"I wish," said Gamba, "that I had 
never seen you. If you had not come to 
Lolo-lolo, I should still be go-sha and 
safe behind the wajfa of nijr 4ty." 

"I wish yon would stop harpiilf iJii 
that," said Dian, "but I may say that 
if you had been a better go-sha you 
would still have been there ; and if you 
want to go back, we can paddle to shore, 
and I will let you out." 

After many sleeps they reached the 
end of the nameless strait, which nar- 
rowed right at the entrance to the Kor- 
sar Az; so that the waters rushed 
ftiou^ wWi leaific vekxAf, $p4 tl»e 
KWe caflde was almost swamped many 
times before it floated out on the com- 
paratively smooth surface of the Kor- 
sar Az. Now they turned in a north- 
easterly direction, hugging the coast; 
and it was then that the storm that had 
held Hodon off the mouth of the name- 
less strait in the Sojar Az, struck them 
aad carried them far from shore. 

Driving rain blinded them, and great 
seas consta»% tbsatemed to swamp 
than; so that wWe one paddled in an 
effort to keep the canoe from turning 
broadside into the trough of the sea, the 
ether bailed with one of the gourds that 


Diw hsd thoughtfully brought along 
for that puijsose. 

They were both exhausted when a 
shoreline suddenly rose before themj 
dimly visible through the rain. Now 
Dian could see a wide, white beach up 
which enormous rollers raced, to break 
thunderously upon the shore; and 
toward this the storm was carrying 
them, nor could any puny efforts which 
they JB^t put forth avert the inevit- 
able end. 

It did not seem possible to the girl 
that they could livi: in that terrific surf; 
but she determined to try to ride it in, 
and so she told Gamba to paddle With 
all his strength; and she did likewise. 

AND on the Uttle canoe raced; 
and then, riding just below the 
crest of an enormous roller, it shot with 
twriflti speed towards the shore; and, 
like a surlboatd, It was ttrried far up 
on the bmA, 

Surprfeed ttat fhfey still lived, they 
leaped out and held it as the water re- 
ceded; then they dragged it farther up 
on the shore, out of reach of the 
breakers. 

"I think," said Gamba, "that you 
must really be a Noada; for no mortal 
being could come through what we have 
cpam tiraflghj asi Km" 

Dian smiled. "I have never said that 
I wasn't," she replied. 

Gamba thoujit this ttver, but te 
made no comment. Instead, he said 
presently, "As soon as the storm is over 
we can start for Amoz. It is good to be 
on land again and to know that we shall 
not have to face the dangers of the sea 
any more." 

^ "We have a lot more sea to cross," 
said Dian, "before we reach Amoi," 

"What do you mean?" demanded 
Gamba. "Have we not been drfvra 
ashore; axe we not on land?" 

"Yes, we are on imd," replied jMm, 
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"but that storm blew us away from that 
land where Amoz lies; and as it cer- 
tainly did not How us aH the"way across 
the enormous Korsar Az, it must have 
blown us onto an island." 

Gamba appeared stunned. "Now 
there is no hope for us," he said. "This 
is indeed the end. You are no true 
Noada, or you would imt haw per- 
mitted this to happen." 

Dian laughed. "You give up too 
easily," she said. "You aust have 
been a very poor Ro-sha indeed." 

"I was a good go-^a mitfl you. csiwe 
along," snapped Gamba; ''tati mtm, 
great Noada," he said sarcastically, 
"what do we do next?" 

"As soon as the storm dies down," 
replied Dian, "we launch the canoe and 
set out for shore." 

"I do not want to go on the water 
again," said Gamba. 

"Very well, then," replied Dian, 
"y«»»»3Wrtl^ta«; but I am go-. 

Beyond the beach rose cliffs to thl; 
height of a hundred feet or more. Top- 
ping them Dian could see green, jungle- 
like verdure; and not far away a water- 
fall leaped over the cliff into the sea, 
which lashed the face of the cliff itself 
at this point, throwing spray so high 
isto the m that at tkese tiniegi the 
waterfall was Udden. In the other di- 
rection the sea again broke against the 
face of the cliff. They sfcjod upon a 
narrow, crescent-shaped. Mtof land that 
the sea had never as yel efaimed. To 
Gamba, as to you and me, the cliffs 
looked unscalable; but to Dian the cave 
girl they appeared merely difficult. 
However, as she had no intention of 
scaling them, it made no difference. 

They were very uncomfortable for 
a long while, as they sat .dreadieil % 
the heavy downpour. There was no 
cave into which th($ -c&nJd twrtl, sad 
sleep was out of the queSioa. They 


just sat ajid endured; Dian stoically, 
Gamba, gnwil^gly. 

At last, however, they saw the son 
shining far out upon the sea, and ^^fg 
knew that the storm was passing 
them and that it would soon be gone. 
Often it is a relief to have that eternal 
noonday sun hidden by a cloud ; but 
now when the cloud passed they ii'i^B 
glad of the sun's warmth again. 

"Let us sleep," said Dian, "and if the 
ses has gone down tshea wb awaien I 
shall set put again in search of the big 
land, r think you -Would be wise if ydu 
came with me, but do as you please. It 
makes no difference to me." 

"You have a heart of stone," said 
the man. "How can you t^ Ae Mtt 
to a man who loves you?" 

"I am going to sleep now," said Dian, 
"and you had better do likewise;" and 
she curled up in the wet grass with the 
hot sun beating down upon her tieauti- 
ful: bisdy. 

"TjIAIff dreamed that she was back in 
Sari, and that her people were 
gathered around her; and that David 
was there and she was very happy, hap- 
pier than she had been for a long time. 

Presently one of the people standing 
around her kicked her lightly in the 
ribs, and Dian awakened. She opened 
her eyes to see that there really were 
people surrounding her, but they w*re 
not the people of Sari. They were big 
men, who carried long, heavy spears 
and great bows; and their loincloths 
were made of the skins of tarags, and 
the heads of tarags had been cleverly 
fashioned to form helmets that covered 
their heads, with the great tucks point- 
ing downward on either side of their 
heads at an angle of forty-five degrees, 
sBd fee quivers whiA; held HA -ar- 
rows at their backs -were of the skill of 
tlfc gmi eanrf<to«S'— of tis "Waefc aad 
yelJo* hide of the tarag, -the huge. 
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sabre-tooth tiger that has been so long 
extinct upon the otttgr ert^, 

"Get up," said ttte of the inm; a«td 
then he kicked Gamba. 

Gamba sat up and looked around in 
bewilderment. "Where did these come 
from?" he demanded of Dian. 

"Get up," said the man; and Dian 
and Gamba both came to their feet. 

"What do you want of us?" de- 
manded Dian. "We were leaving as 
soon as the sea went down." 

"What mere you doing betei" ashed 
the man. 

"The storm drove us oflto this Aore," 
repUed Dian. "We were trying to reach 
the mainland." 

"Who are you?" 

"I am Dian, the mate of David Innes, 
the Emperor of Pellucidar." 

"We never heard of you, or him, and 
I do not know what an emperor is." 

"Hb is what you might csB Hie Chief 
of chiefs," explained Di*B, "He.taisa« 
army and a navy and many guns. He 
would be your friend if you would pro- 
tect me and this man." 

"What is a Navy? What are guns?" 
demanded this man. "And why should 
we be kind to you? We are not afraid 
of this David Innes; we are not afraid 
of anyone in Pellucidar. We are the 
men of Tandar." 

"What Is Tsndar?" demanded Dian. 

"Yoti mean to say you have never 
heard of Tandar?" exclaimed the war- 
rior. 

"Never," said Dian. 

"Neither have I," said Gamba. 

The warrior looked at them dis- 
gustedly. "This is the Island of Tan- 
dar that you are on," he ^Idl "and I 
am Hamlar, the Chief." 

"TJ» sw is ffxm siU Mm, 
we shdl soon Be hsLving," 

Bmite Isfl^tf; i WW » iwty mt 
ofalwi|h, "You will !»f«Iet»Taa- 
dar," he said; "no one who comes here 


ever does." 
Dian shrugged. She knew hcf world, 

and She knw that the waft Aesat what 
he said. 

"Come," said Hamlar; and there was 
nothing to do but follow him. 

■YX7"ARRI0RS surrounded them as 
Hamlar led the way toward the 
water-fall. Dian was barefooted, as 
she had left her sandals on the thwart 
of the canoe to dry. She would not ask 
Hamlar if she mi^ get them, for she- 
was too pron4 to asTc favors of a« 
eaerny, Shekej* looking up at the face 
of the cliff fo see wTiere these men had 
come down, but she saw no sign of a 
place here that even she could scale; 
and then Hamlar reached the waterfall 
and disappeared beneath it, and a mo- 
ment later Dian found herself on a 
narrow ledge that ran beneath the falls; 
and then she followed the warrior ahead 
of her into the mouth of a cavern that 
was as dark as pitch and damp with 
dripping watet. 

She climbed throu^ tte darkness, 
feeling her way, until presently she saw 
a little light ahead. The light came 
from above down a shaft that inclined 
slightly from the vertical, and leaning 
against its wall was a crude ladder. 
Dian had delayed those behind her in 
the darkness of the cavern, but now 

key, soon overtalTng those ahead of 
her. She could hear the warriors be- 
hind her growling at Gamba for climb- 
ing so slowly; and she could hear his 
grunts and cries as they prodded him 
with their spears. 

From the top of the shaft a winding 
trail led through the jungle. Occa- 
sionally Dian caught ghmpses of large 
ajjimals slinking along other paths that 
pfBatteW or tsossed th* they nvrt 
mi and Ae aw the ytSim and 'Hack 
of the tarag's hide. 
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A mile inland from the coast they 
came to a clearing at the foot o£ a tower- 
ing cliff, in the sandstone face of which 
caves and ledges had been laboriously 
excavated and cut. She looked with 
amazement upon these cliff dwellings, 
which must have required many gen- 
erations to construct. At the foot of 
the cliff warriors lolled in the shade of 
trees, while women worked and chil- 
dren played. 

At least a score of great tarags slept, 
or wandered about among the people. 
She saw a child pttTI the tail of one, and 
the great carnivore turned upon it with 
an ugly snarl. The child jumped back, 
and the tarag continued its prowling. 
Aside from that one child, no one 
-Seemed to pay any attention to the 
brutes at all. 

Attracted by the sight of Dian and 
Gamba, warriors, women and children 
clustered about; and it was evident 
from their remarjks that they seldom 
saw strangers xupdn their island. The 
women wore loin-cloths and sandals 
Oi the sfcms of tarags. Like the men, 
the women were rather handsome, with 
well-shaped heads, and intelligent eyes. 

Hamlar motioned to one of the 
women. "Manai," he said, "this one is 
your.s," and he pointed at Dian. "Does 
anyone wattt the man?" he asked, look- 
ing around. "If not, we will kill him 
and feed him to the tarags." 

Gamba looked around then, too, 
hopefully; but at first no one indicated 
any desire to possess him. Finally, 
however, a woman spoke up and said, 
"I will take him. He can fetch wood 
and water for me and beat the skins 
of the tarags to soften them;" and 
Gamba breathed a sigh of relief, 

"Come," said MaaaJ to Dian, and led 
the way up a serifs of ladders to a cave 
far up m tie face of the diff. 

"This," slie said, stoj>ping upon a 
ledge before an opening, "is the cave of 


Hamlar, the chief, who is my mate." 
Then she went in and came back with 
a bundle of twigs tied tightly together 
with strips of rawhide. "Clean out the' 
cave of Hamlar and Manai," she said, 
"and see that none of the dirt falls over 
the edge of the cliff. You will find a big 
gourd in the cave. Put the dirt into 
it and carry it down to the foot of tjm 
cliff and dump it in the stream." 

CO DIAN the Beautiful, Empress of 

Pelacidar, went to work as a slave 
for Manai, the mate of Hamlar, chief 
of Tandar; and she thought that she 
was fortunate not to have been killed. 
After she had cleaned the cave and car- 
ried the dirt down and dumped it in the 
stream, Manai, who had returned to 
the women at the foot of the cliff, called 
to her. "What is your name?" she 
asked, 

*Dian," replied the girl, 

"There is meat in the cave/' said 
Manai, "Go and get it and bring it 
down here and make a fire and cook 
it for Hamlar and Manai, atid for 
Bovar, their son," 

While Dian was broiling the meat she 
saw Gamba pounding a tarag skin with 
two big sticks; and she smiled when 
she thought that not many sleeps ago 
he had been a king, with slaves to wait 
upon Km. 

Hamlar came and sat down beside 
Manai. "Does your slave work, or is 
she lazy?" he asked, 

"She works," said Manai, 

"She had better," said Hamlar, "for 
if she doesn't work, we will have to kill 
her and feed her to the tarags. We 
cannot afford to feed a lazy sMve. Were 
is Bovar?" he asked. 

"He is asleep in his cave," replied 
JIanai. "He told me to awaken him 
when we ate." 

"Setjd the' slave for him," said Ham- 
lar. "The meat is almost ready." 
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"Bovar's cave is next to ours, just to 
the right of it," Manai told Dian. "Go 
there and awstken him." 

So again Dian the Beautiful clam- 
bered up the long series of ladders to 
the ledge far up on the face of the cliff; 
and she went to the opening next to that 
of Hamlar's cave and called Bovar by 
name. She called several times before 
a sleepy voice answered. 

"What do you want?" it demanded. 

"Manai, your mother, has sent me to 
tell you that the meat is ready and that 
they are about to eat." 

A tall young warrior crawled out of 
the cave and stood erect. "Who are 
you?" he demanded. 

"I am Manai's new slave," replied 
Dian. 

"What is your name?" asked Bovar. 

"Dian," replied the girl. 

"That is a pretty name," he said; 
"and you are a pretty girl. I think you 
aretheprettjjesit.gitl-I»6r,m». Wlsesa 
do you come from?" 

"I come from Amoz, which lies in- 
side the Darel Az," replied Dian. 

"I never heard of either one of 
them," said Bovar; "but no matter 
where you come from, you are certainly 
the prettiest girl I eyer Saw," repeated 
Bovar. 

"Come down to your meat," said 
Dian as she turned to tjie ladder and 
s^EW W iflispend. 

TOOVAR followed her, an^ thi^jpiped 
Hamlar and Manai beside the leg 
of meat that was roasting over the fire 
on a pointed stick that Dian had driven 
through it, which was supported by 
forked sticks at either end. 

"The meat is cooked," said Manai, 
who had been turning it during Dian's 
absence. Dian took it from the fire 
then and laid it upon some leaves that 
were spread upon the ground, and Ham- 
lar took his knife of stone and cut oSS 


a large piece and held it on a pointed 
stick to cool a little; and then Manai 
cut off a piece, and then Bovar. 

"May I eat?" asked Dian, 

"Eat," said Hamlar. 

Dian drew her bronze knife from its 
sheath and cut off a piece of the meat. 
The knife cut slickly and smoothly, not 
like the crude stone weapons ol the 
Tandars. 

"Let me see that," said Bovar; and 
Dian handed him the knife. 

"No one ever saw anything like this," 
said Bovar; and "handed it to his father. 
Both Hamlar and Manai examined it 
closely. 

"What is it?" demanded Hamlar. 

"It is a knife," said Dian. 

"I don't mean that," said Hamlar. 
"I mean, what is it made of?" 

"It is a metal which the Xexots call 
'androde,' " replied the girl. 

Bovar held out his hand for the knife 
and Manai f^vt it to him- 

"Who are the Xexots?" said Hamlar. 

"They are people who live a long way 
from here at the other end of the name- 
less strait." 

"Do these people all have knives 
made of this metal?" asked Hamlar. 

"Knives, and swords, too." She did 
not tell him that her sword and Gamba's 
were in the canoe; for she hoped some 
day to be able to run away and put to 
'^ea agsin. 

Vim ted her haiid ml twirds 

Bovar for the knife. "I shall keep it," 
he said. "I like it." 

"Give it back to her," said Manai. 
"It is hers. We are not thieves." So 
Bovar handed the knife back to Dian; 
but he made up his mind then and there 
to possess it, and he knew just how to 
go about it. All that he would have 
to do would be to push Dian off the 
ledge that ran in front of his cave; and 
he was sure that Manai would let him 
have the knife; provided, of course, 
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that no 0B« ssw Jiim push Dian, 

TV^ANY sleeps fcad passed since Ta 
came to Tanga-tanga, but neither 
David Innes nor 0-aa had been able to 
concoct any scheme whereby they might 
escape. The temple guard was com- 
posed entirely of warriors hand-picked 
by Furp ; and as far as David Innes and 
0-aa were concerned, these guardsmen 
were their jailers. 

IHifp sras «mvinced that they were 
Just Bfdlnaty mortals who had come 
to Tanga-taBga by accident; but he 
knew that most of the people believed 
in them, and so he did not dare to act 
against them too openly. IJe would 
gladly have had them liilled; for now 
he was not receiving from Ope. the 
high priest, even a quarter as many 
pieces of bronze as he had before the 
ftdwitat 0» Hoada. 

It was a little better since Pvt hag 
tame, but the avariciotis Furp wanted 
Jpuch more. Ope, the high priest, was 
Secretly their enemy, and for the same 
reason that Furp was; but being a 
simple and superstitious fool, he had 
convinced himself that it was really a 
true god and goddess who sat upon the 
dais of the temple. 

Though their enemies were powerful, 
those who believed, in .and the Noada 
were many: and they were loved by 
these because the amount of their taxes 
and offerings had been greatly reduced, 
and now they had pieces of bronze with 
which to buy more food, and suchiother 
things as they required. 

Both David and 0-aa felt the under- 
current of intrigue against them, and 
they also felt that many of the common 
people were their friends; but these 
■were never allowed to speak, with, them 
alone, as they were always surrounded 
by the priests of the temple, or the 
temple guards. 

"I wish I might talk with some oi 


these people alone," said David uptm 
oite of the few occasions where he had 
an opporttraity to speak even to 0-aa 
without being overheard by a priest or 
a warrior. "I think they are our friends, 
and if anyone were plotting against 
us, they would tel! us if they bad the 
opportunity." 

"I am sure of it," said O^aa, "Thsy 
have always liked me; and miw they 
like you„. too; for betrnfti as "m have 
saveil them a great maiiy pieces of 
metal." 

Suddenly David snapped his fingers. 
"I have it!" he exclaimed. "In the 
world from which I come there is a 
great and old religious faith whose com- 
municants may come and confess their 
sins and be forgiven. They come alone 
and wiiqier tar the priest, ttlltog Mw 
what is troubling their hearts; and no 
one brt tlje pritet may hear them. Pij 
is going to ordam that the people of 
Tanga-tanga have this privilege,, with 
one great advantage over confesses tn 
that other world, in that they may con- 
fess their sins directly to the ear of 
their god." 

"Ope won't let you do it," said 0-aa. 

"There is a good, old American ex- 
pression, which you would not under- 
stand, that explains sucanctly jnst kav 
I purpose winning over." 

"What are you going to do, then.'" 
inquired O-aa. 

"I am going to scare, the pants off 
of him," said David. 

"What are pants?" asked O-aa. 

"That is neither here nor there," re- 
plied David. 

"Here comes Ope now," said O-aa. 
"I shall watch while you scare his pants 

on." 

/^PE, THE high priest, came sinutMis- 
ly towards them; his gait remind- 
ing David of the silent approach of a 
snake. 
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David glared at the high priest stern- 
ly. "Ope," he said in a terrible voice, 
"I know what you have been thinking." 

"I-I-I-I don't know what you mean," 
stammered the high priest. 

"Oh, yes you do," said David. "Don't 
you know that you could be struck dead 
for thinking such thoughts?" 

^'Jfe, mrat gradom Pk; hmtesS^^ I 
tme BOt thought a bad tioaght aljotit:" 
yoa. I lia-ve not thought of harming 
you — " and then he stopped suddenly; 
realizing, perhaps, that he had given 
himself away. 

"I even know what you are thinking 
this instant," cried David; and Ope's 
knees smote together. "See that there 
is no more of itj" continued David; 
"and be sure that yoti obey my slight- 
est wid% or that of yoix Koada." 

fesj^ed to Ms hxees and cov- 
ered Ms eyes with his palms. "Most 
glorioas Pu," he said, "you shall never 
have reason to upbraid me again." 

"And you'd better tell Furp to be 
careful what he thinks," said 0-aa. 

"I shall tell him," said Ope, "but 
Furp is a wicked man, and he may not 
believe me." 

"In ^ite o{ tkewttetbe^-ot Tasgg.- 
taa^j-l sm ffmg » bring * great M«»- 
iag to Its people,** said DavM. "Have 
built for me immediately against the 
wall beside the dais a room two paces 
square, with a door, and place two 
benches within it. The room should be 
two and a half paces high, and have no 
ceiling." 

"It shall be done at once, most glori- 
ous Pu," sail! Opc, the high priest. 

"See that if is," said David, "and 
when it is done summon the people to 
the temple; for I would speak to them 
and explain this wonderful blessing that 
I am bringing them." 

Ope, the high priest, was dying to 
know what the blessing was, but he did 
not dare ask; and he was still worrying 


and eodgelingSis brain as he went away 
to arrange to have artisans build a clay 
room such as David had demanded. 

I am sure that he is really Pu, thought 
Ope, the high priest. I am thinking 
good thoughts of him and of our Noada ; 
and I always must. I must keep think- 
ing good thoughts of them, good 
&B«^rts; and I aajst aot tot Farp pt* 
any bad ftoughls ftito ay head. He 
thought this last thought in the hope 
that Pu was listening to it and would 
place all the blame upon Furp for the 
bad thoughts which Ope knew only loo 
well he had been entertaining. 

When the little room beside the dais 
was completed David directed that the 
people be summoned to the temple; and 
the lesser priests went out in their hide- 
ojis, masks and b^t, tipoa dt.«n» apd 
snflimoned the people to eonrt to the 
temple of Pu; and the temple was so 
crowded with people that no more could 
get in, and those who could not get into 

^tite'ttSipS MM fie plmt. 

TT was 0-aa who addressed them: "Pu 
has decided to confer upon the peo- 
ple of Tai^-tanga a great blessing," 
«he laid. Trflany of you have sinned; 
mi.ii yoo liave sinned much and have 
not ten forfiven by Pa, it will be diffi- 
cult for you to get into Karana aflBt 
you die. Therefore, Pu has had Gsm 
structed this little room here, where you 
may go, one at a time, and sit with Pu 
and confess your sins, that Pu may 
grant you forgiveness. You cannot all 
come at once, but between sleeps Pu 
wH listen to the sins M t?wity. Go 
forth into <Sb pfaa now Md eKpIain 
this to the others who ate tliete; and 
then let twenty return to the temple to 
confess." 

The people rushed out into the plaza 
then, and explained this marvelous 
thing to those who had not heard 0-aa's 
words; and there was almost a riot be- 
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fore twenty hsd been selected to lay 
iim sina beslore Pu prior to the ^t 
■Bleep. 

David went into the little room, and 
the first of those who were to confess 
came and kneeled before him, covering 
-his eyes with his hands. David told 
him to arise and sit on the other bench ; 
and then he said, "You may now eoafess 
your sins, and be forgiven." 

"Many deejB ago," md the "mm," 
"before you and ouir Soada came, 1 
stole pieces of metal from a neighbor 
who had money; because th« .priests 
and the go-sha had taken so many of 
mine from me that I did not have any 
to buy food for my family." 

"When you are able to do so, you 
may return the pieces to the man from 
«<bo« yon took them," said David, 
"and you shall be forgiven. Did you 
know,'' contiaued David, "ihat if- yq« 
have heard words spoken against Pu 
or the Noada, and have not come and 
told them, that that is a sin?" 

"1 did not know that," said the man, 
"but I have heard words spoken 
against you and the Noada. The war- 
riors of Furp go among the people, 
telling them that you and the Noada 
are not from Karana; but that you 
are from Molop Az, and that some day 
soon you will destroy Tanga-tanga and 
take all its people to the Moiop Az 
for the Little Men to devour. I did 
not beUeve that, and there are a good 
many others who do not believe it, but 
there are some who do; and these war- 
riors are trying to incite them to mur- 
der you and the Noada." 

"What is your name?" asked David; 
asd when the man had told him David 
scratched the name with the point of 
hi» dagger in the clay of the wall of 
the little room. The man watched this 
process almost fearfully, for he knew 
nothing of the alphabets, or of writing. 
"This," said David, "is the sign of your 


forgiveness. It will stand as long as 
tte temple stands, aad JNi an«l the 
Noada ri»atn here In safety. "Mow, 
go on about your business, whatever it 
may be, and as you work learn the 
names of as many as possible who are 
loyal to Pu and the Noada; so that if 
we are ever in trouble you may summon 
them to the temple to defend us." 

The man left the temple, and it did 
804 occur to iim th«l it iw» stsange 
that a god and a Noada who were all- 
powerful should require the help ol 
mortals to defend them. 

After many sleeps David had spoken 
with many of the citizens; and he had 
scratched upon the walls of the little 
room the names of those that he 
thought could be depended upon to be 
loyal to him and to 0-aa. Nor was 
Furp idle during this time, for he had 
detsrained to lid Maiself ol ftese two 
who were constantly ^ncreasIng their 
hold upon the people; and depriving 
him of the pieces of bronze which he 
had been accustomed to collect from 
the temple and from the people. 

Both Furp and Ope were quite con- 
cerned about -this new confessional 
which permitted Pu to speak secretly 
with the people; but they would have 
been more concerned had they known 
that Pu, who BOW cfiottolied the 
finances of the temf^, was giving 
pieces of bronze to those who were 
loyal to him, in the privacy of the con- 
fessional, with which to purchase 
swards, and bows and wrfljsS, 

A H-GILAK, the little old man from 
Cape Cod, was much concerned 
over the fate of David Innes, whom he 
greatly admired, not only because of 
his sability and courage, but because 
Ijtavid was from Hartford, Connecti- 
cut; and he felt that in this outlandish 
world at the center of the earth New 
Englariders were bound together by a 
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comnjoB tie. 

'•Dod-bura it," he said to Abner 
Ferry, Shortly after David had de- 
parted, "how is the ding-busted idiot 
goin' to get back if that contraption 
carries him across the namefess strait 
that everyone says is at the end of the 
world?" 

"I don't know," said Abner Perry 
sadly; "and to think that it is all my 
fault, all tof iatilt. B«aiiKe I am a 
careless, absentminded old fool, I have 
sent the two I loved best to death." 

"Well, settin' around cryin' over spilt 
milk ain't goin' to butter no parsnips, 
as the feller said, rejoined Ah-gilak. 
"What we ought to do is do sumpn 
about it." 

"What can we do?" asked Abner 
Perry. "There is nothing that I would 
not do. I Tiave tieaj serknisly eonsid- 
ering bwMing another T)alloon with 
which to follow them. 

"Humph ! " ejaculated Ah-gilak. 
"You sure are the dod-burndest old 
fool I've ever hearn tell of. What good 
could you do if you did float over the 
nameless strait in one of them contrap- 
tions? We'd only have three of you 
to look for, instead of two. But I got 
a idea that I've been thinking about 
ever siacg David left" 

"What is it?" asked P«rty. 

"Well, yoa. mf expJ&Sned the little 
old man, "afore the Dolly Dorcas was 
wrecked in the Arctic Ocean in 1845 
I'd been a-plannin' that when I got 
back to Cape Cod I'd build me a clip- 
per ship, the finest, fastest clipper ship 
that ever cut salt water. But then, of 
course the Dolly Dorcas she did get 
wrecked, and I drifted down here ittto 
this dod-burned hole in the ground; aitd 
I ain't tmet 1mA Bt> chance to build no 
dipper sMp; but now, ff I had the 
men and the tools, I could build one; 
and we could go down and cross this 
here nameless strait, and maybe we 


could find David and this bere Disn the 
Beauljftjl." 

Abner Petiy bri^itei^i immediately 
at the suggestion. "Do you thini you 
could do it, Ah-gilak?" he asked. "For 
if you can, I can furnish you the men 
and the tools. We haven't got a ship 
left seaworthy enough to navigate the 
nameless strait in safety; and if you 
can build one and sail it, I can furnish 
the. mm to build it, and the men to 
man it." 

"Let's start, then," said Ah-gilak. 
"Procrastination is the mother of Itt- 
vention, as the feller said." 

■yyiTH this hope held out to him, 
Abner Perry was a new man. He 
sent for Ghak the Hairy One, who was 
king of Sari; and who theoretically 
ruled the loose federation of the Em- 
pire of Peluddar wiule David was ab- 
sent. Perry explained to Khat what 
Ah-gilak had proposed, and Ghak was 
as enthusiastic as either of them. Thus 
it was that the entire tribe of Sarians, 
men, women and children, trekked to 
Amoz, which is on the Darel Az, a 
shallow sea that is really only a l^ »n 
the coast of the Lural Az. 

They took with thea arms and am- 
munition and tools— st»s and haatners 
and chisels mi nwttockSj all the. tools, 
that Perry had taught them to make, 
after he himself had achieved steel fol- 
lowing his discovery and smelting of 
iron ore, and the happy presence of 
carbon in the foothills near Sari. 

Ghak sent runners to Thoria, Suvi, 
and Kali; and eventually a thousand 
men were gathered at Amoz, felling 
trees and shaping the timbers.; and 
knitters went forth and killed dinosaurs 
for the peritotiea which was to lot m the 
sails. 

Ah-gilak did not design the huge clip- 
per ship he had planned to build at 
Cape Cod, but a smaller one that might 
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be equally fast, and just as seaworthy. 

Ja, the Mezop, came from Anorac 
Islands with a hundred men who were 
to help with the building of the ship 
and man it after it was launched; for 
the Mezops are the seafaring men of 
the Empire of Pelucidar. 

The women fabricated the shrouds 
and the rigging from the fibres of an 
abacalike plant; and even the children 
worked, fetching and carrying. 

No man may know! how long, it took 
to build that dipper aiap, in a world 
where it is always noon and there are 
no moving celestial bodies; tu wark the 
passage of time; a fact which always 
annoyed Ah-gilak. 

"Dod-burn that dod-blasted sun!" 
he exclaimed. "Why don't it rise and 
set like a sun oughta? How's a feller 
goin' to know when to quit work? Gad 
and Gabriel! It ain't decent." 

But the Pelucidarians knew when to 
quit work. When they were hungry 
they stopped and ate; when they were 
sleepy they crawled into the darkest 
place they could find and went to sleep. 
Then the little old man from Cape Cod 
would dance around in a frenzy of rage 
and profanity, if their sleeping or their 
eating interfered with the building of 
the clipper. However, the work pro- 
gressed, and emntually the clipper 
was ready to launeh. The ways were 
greased, and every preparation had 
been made. A hundred men stood by 
the blocks, ready to pull them away. 

"Dod-burn it! !" exclaimed Ah-gilak. 
"We got to christen 'er, and we plumb 
forgot to find a name for her." 

"You designed her and you built 
her," said .^bner Perry; "and so I think 
that you are the one who should have 
the privilege of naming her." 

"That's fair enough," Said Ah-gilak, 
"and I'm going to call her the John 
Tyler, because I voted for him for pres- 
ident at the last election; that is, I 


voted for him and William Henry Har* 
rison; but when Harrison died Tyler 
became president." 

"Why, that was ninety-nine years 
ago, man!" exclaimed Abner Perry. 

"I don't give a dod-blasted whoop if 
it was a hundred and ninety-nine years 
ago," said Ah-gilak. "I voted for Har- 
rison and Tyler at the last election." 

"T~\0 you know what year it Is now?" 

asked Ataet Perry. 

"David Innes tried to tell me that I 
was a hundred aind thirty-five years 
old," Said Ah-gilak; "but he has lived 
down here in this dod-burncd hole in 
the ground so long he's crazy. They 
don't none of you know what year this 
is. They ain't no years here; they ain't 
no months! they ain't no weeks; they 
ain't no days, they ain't nothin' but 
noon. How you going to count time 
when it's always noon? Anyhow I'm 
going to name her the John Tyler." 

"I think that's an excellent name," 
said Abner Perry. 

"Now we ought to have a bottle of 
something to bust on her bow while I 
christen her," said Ah-gilak. "If a 
thing's worth doin' at all, don't put it 
off till tomorrow, as the feller said." 

The best substitute for a bottle of 
champagne which they could find was 
a day Jug filled with water. Ah-gllak 
held it in his hand and stood by the 
bow of the clipper. Suddenly he turned 
to Abner Perry. "This ain't right," he 
said. "Who ever heard of a man chriS* 
tening a ship?" 

"Stellara, the mate of Tanar, the son 
of Ghak, is here," said Abner Perry. 
"Let her christen the John Tyler"; and 
so Stellara came, and Ah-gi!afc told her 
what to do; and at his signal the men 
pulled the blocks away immediately 
after Stellara had broken the jug of 
water on the bow of the clipper and 
said, "I christen thee the John Tyler." 
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The ship slipped down the ways into 
the Dare! Az; and the pee^»( TimjM 
sad Sari and Amoz and Sovl and RaH, 
BGtfeaWBd with delight. 

The eanuon had been put aboard her 
before they launched her; and now they 
set about rigging her, and this work 
Ah-gilak insisted must be done by the 
Mezops, who were to be the sailors 
that manned the ship; so that they 
would know every rope and spar. It 
was all a tremendous undertakmg for 
pea^ mi. Om ^me agl, px. tt)^ bad 
so much to learn; and Mraen Qfe '€Mp 
was rigged the Mezops had to be 
drilled in making sail and taking it in 
quickly. Fortunately, they were not 
only seafaring men, but semi-arboreal, 
as they live in trees on their native 
islands. They ran up the shrouds like 
monkeys, and out upon the yardarras 
as thougji they had been bora «^p(M 
them> 

"The may be red fcjuns," said Ah- 
gffak to Ferry, "but they're goin' to 
make fine sailormen." 

Vast quantities of water in bamboo 
containers was stored aboard, as was 
salt meat, vegetables, nuts, and quan- 
tities of the rough flom- that Abner 
Perry had tauglit the Wnddailans to 
make. 

At last the Mezops were well drilled, 
and the John Tyler prepared to sail. 

Mf0Ak was skipper, Ja was the first 
fflate and navigator. The second and 
third mates were Jav and Ko, while 
Ghak the Hairy One commanded two 
hundred picked warriors; for, being 
cavemen, they anticipated having to do 
battle after they had landed in the 
terra incognita beyond the nameless 
strait. 

They had neiUier GMnpass, nor sex- 
tant, nor any chronometer; but they 
had a man from Thoria aboard who 
could point the general direction; and 
Ja knew the great ocean currents that 


flowed directly along their coalSe, 

jBte %ler tBssed iiie wMte water Jtom 
her bow as she sailed gallantly out into 
the Lural Az in her quest for David 
Innes and Dian the Beautiful; and, for 
the first time since Dian had floated 
away toward the Land of Awful 
Shadow, Abner Perry felt hope budding 
in his breast; and for the first time in 
ninety-five years the little old man IrCKn 
Cape Cod was really happy. 

«T AM ma ef Mttg a gteiref 

Gamba to Dian, as they met be- 
side the stream where Dian was filling 
a large gourd with water and Gamba 
was washing the loincloths of his liiis- 
tress. "That woman nearly works me 
to deafh." 

"It is better than being killed and fed 
ta the tarags," said Dian, 

"I am afraid of the tarags," said 
Gamba, "I dpn't see -why they let 
the terrible thfligB ^isag arotrad the way 
they do." 

"They are tame," said Dian. "Manai 
told me that they catch them when 
they are cubs and tame them for hunt- 
ing and for battle. There is a tribe on 
the other side of the island, two or three 
long marches away, with which Ham* 
lar's tribe is alvi^ys at war. The name 
of this tribe is Manat; and as the Tan- 
dars have tamed and trained tarags, so 
the Manats have tamed and trained ta^ 
hos." 

"What a terrible place," grumbled 
Gamba. "Why did we have to be cast 
ashore here?" 

"You do not know when you are well 
Wd IMMi. "If you had stayed in 
Ldo-lolo, you would have been killed; 
and if that woman had not taken you 
to be her slave, you would have been 
fed to the tarags. Are you never sat- 
isfied? Bovar said that you were very 
lucky to find a master at all, because 
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nobody likes your yellow skin." 

"And I do not like Bovar," snapped 
Gamba. 

"Why?" asked Dian. 

"Because he is in Icire with fon." 

"Nonsense I" said Dian. 

"It is true," said Gamba. "He is 
always following you around with his 
eyes when he is not folfawlng you 
around with his feet." 

"He does not want me," said Dian; 
"he wants my bronze knife;" she called 
the wefsi itndrode. 

"In ths name of Pu!" exclaimed 
Gamba. ."IjOflk what's cowingl' 

Dian turned to see three great tarags 
slinking toward them. She and Gamba 
were some little distance from the cliff, 
and the tarags were between the cliff 
and them. Gamba was terrified, but 
Dian was not. The great beasts came 
and rubbed against the girl and nuz- 
zled her hands, while Gamba sat frozen 
with terror. 

"They will not hurt us," saM TOait. 
"They are my friends. Every time that 
I can, I bring them pieces of meat." 

One of the beasts came and smelled 
of Gamba; and then it bared its terri- 
ble fangs and growled, and the man 
shook as with palsy. Dian came and 
pushed against the beast's shoulder to 
turn it away, at tJje same time scratch- 
ing it around oae of Its ears; then she 
walked away with hef gourd of water, 
and the three beasts followed her. 

■pOR a long time Gamba sat these, 
wholly unnerved and unable to re- 
sume his work. But presently a woman 
came and spoke to him. "Get to work," 
she said, "you lazy ja-lok. What do 
you suppose I am feeding you for, to 
sit around and do nothing? Much 0M» 
of Gas and you will be tarag meat." 

"I ^ gicfc," said Gamba, 

"Wtfl, y«i harf bttier get well," said 
the woman, "for I won't feed any sick 


slave." So Gamba, who had been a 
Mag, tmtmed his washing; and when 
it was done, he wrung the water out of 
^ Joto^hs and to<^ them ,and 
Stretched them oh a flat rock, where he 
rubbed them and rubbed them with a 
smooth stone to squeeze every remain- 
ing drop of water from them and to 
keep them soft as they dried in the hot 
sun. While he was doing this, his mis- 
tress came by again. 

"You have not cleaned the cave since 
my last sleep," she said iritably. 

**! Jj»ve been doing the washing," 
Said Gaiiiba. "When that is done, I in* 
tended to dean the cave." 

"You could have done both twice 
over if you hadn't been loafing," said 
the woman. "I don't know what to 
do. It is almost impossible to get a 
decent slave lately. I have had to feed 
the last three to the tarags, and it looks 
as though you would go the same wa-y" 

"J will tty to do heitetf" saW-GamJa, 
**! wSl work very hardJ" 

"See that you do," said the woman, 
whose name was Shrud. 

Dian shared a cave with some other 
slaves on the very lowest level. Such, 
of course, in a cave village, may be the 
least desirable, as the lower level is 
close to the ground and more easily ac- 
cessible to wild beasts and eneffiie*. SJ» 
could go into it and sleep whm her 
mxk. ms iJok; but it alia^ s«n»d 
that she bad no mors Qm dosed heir 
«yes before Manai, or Hamlar, or Bo- 
var, called her. 

It was Bovar who called her most 
often, and usually for no other reason 
than that he wished to talk with her. 
He had long since given up all thoughts 
of killing her in order to obtain her 
bronze dagger, for he had become in- 
faftlated •srttii her; but according to 
the customs of his tribe, he could not 
take a slave as a mate. However, this 
fact did BBt wholly discourage Bovar, 


TIGER &IRL 


71 


ft* Se ttair of a cave hidden deep in 

f^^; wA bit. ti^ni wiA 
UiDuglil of stealmg Vian and tatting ier 
there. 

Once, after a fitful sleep, Bovar 
awoke cross and irritable. As he came 
out on the ledge before his cave he saw 
Dian walking toward the jungle. Two 
great tarags paced beside her. Dian 
was having ideas. She was going to run 
away, find the beach where her canw 
lay, and paddle out upon Sotmt 
Az in an effort to reach the mainland. 
She had asked Gamba to go 'with her, 
but he had said that they woold fSlly 
be caught and fed to the tarags; so 
she had decided to go alone. 

A S Bovar reached the foot of the low- 
est ladder, one of the great tigers 
lay stretched in sleep across his path. 

fwas it ^tmms kick in the ribs 
to nSke it wt mt his way; and the 
beast sprang <m with bared fsm^, 
growling bUsimf; Tftwrn twdM it 
with his long, heavy spear; and it 
screamed and stepped back; then It 
slunk away, still growling. Paying no 
more attention to the tarag, Bovar 
looked around at the men and women 
of his tribe, who were down at the foot 
of the diff. No one was pa3dng any 
attention to him. The men were lying 
around in the shade of trees, half 
asleep; and the women were working. 
So Bovar walked nonchalantly towards 
, the jungle into which Dian had disap- 
peared. He did not look back; if he 
had, he would have seen a tarag slink- 
ing after him. 

Gamba was scrubbing the floor of 
his mistress' cave. He had carried up a 
; gourd of water and a smooth flat stone 
^ and a bundle of grasses. His knees 
i were raw and bleeding ffom contact 
; with the sandstone floor. As Shrud 
I passed him on her way out of the cave, 
j she kicked him in the side. 


"Work fast, you lazy slave," she 

Trtifs was mme thai Gamta cwtti 

endure; it was the last straw, that he, 
a king, should be so abused and hu- 
miliated. He decided that death were 
better, but that he would have his re- 
venge before he died, so he reached out 
and seized Shrud by an ankle, and as 
she fell forward he dragged her back 
into the cave. She clawed and struck 
at him, but he leaped upon her and 
drove Ms bronae da^«. irto tar TmtSS, 
again and again. 

When he realized what he had done,, 
Gamba was terrified. Now he wished 
that he had gone with Dian, but per- 
haps she had not gone yet. He washed 
the blood from his dagger; and dragged 
Shrud's body to the very farthest end 
of the cave, where it was darkest; then 
he came ont onto the ledge. JJisn wsS 
nowhere in sight. 

Samba hastened down the ladders to 
fc lowest level; and going to Dian's 
cave, he called her name; but there 
was no response. He started to cross 
the clearing toward the jungle in the 
direction that he thought Dian would 
take to reach the cove where their canoe 
lay; but he had gone only a short dis- 
tance when Shrud's mate called to Mai. 

"Where are you going, slave?" he 
demanded. 

"Shrud has sent me into the jungle 
for fruit," repUed Gamba. 

"Well, hurry up about it," said the 
man. "I have work for you to do." 

A moment later a runaway slave dis- 
agp^red isto the jungle. 

TT was noon in the city of Tanga- 
tanga and in all directions the world 
curved upward to be lost in the mist 
of the distance that merged with the 
blue vault of heaven to form a dome, in 
the center of which blazed the fiery sun 
that hung always at zenith. 
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In the temple a frightened man sat 
on a bench in the little loom, facing hfa 
god. 

"It will be soon, most gracious Pu," 

he said; "and If they find tSit I Iiave 
been here, they will kill me; for there 
are those who know that I know." 

"How will it come?" asked David. 

"A great crowd will come to the tem- 
ple with offerings. There will be war- 
riors among them, and they will press 
close to the dais; and when one gives 
the word, they will fall upon you and 
our Noada and kill you. Furp will not 
be Jj«re, s6. that so blame may be at- 
tached fer Mm by the people; but it is 
fcrp who is directing it." 

David read aloud to the man the 
names that he had scratched upon the 
wall of the little room, the names of 
those who were loyal to him and to 
0-aa. He read them twice, and then 
the third time. "Can you remember 
thaseiaames?" he asked. 

"Yes," replied the man; "I know 
them aJl we!)." 

"Go to them, then, and tefl them that 
,Pu says that the time has come. They 
will know what you mean." 

"As do I," said the man; and he 
knelt, covering his eyes with his hands; 
and then he arose and left the temple. 

David returned to the dais and sat 
upon his throne; and presently 0-aa 
ratteted iam her apaitw^ts, mtk the 
lesser priests in their hideous masks ami 
the drums, according to the custom of 
the temple. She came to the dais and 
seated herself beside David Ilmes, 

"The time has come," be whispered 
to her. 

"I have a sword and I, <l^<St Stifir 
my robe," she said. 

Ope the high priest had never been 
able to persuade David to wear any 
robes of office, jnor h;id David discarded 
H* weaptms. He had told Ope that 
Pu always 4tessed tkus-, md that it was 


only those who served Pu who wore the 
^Des of office. 

Time dragged heavily for these two, 
wl» might be wmti^ Im death, but 
presently men commenced to struggle 
into the temple. David recognized some 
among these as those who were loyal 
to him. He held the first two fingers 
of his right hand across his breast. It 
was the sign that had been decided upon 
to recognize friend from foe; and all 
the men who had come in, even those 
whom he had not recognized, answered 
his sign, 

Ticy came and knelt before the dais 
and covered their eyes; and after they 
had been bidden to arise, they still 
staid close to the dais; and so that it 
might seem reasonable that they should 
remain there, David preached to them 
as he imagined a god might preach to 
his people. He spoke to them of loy- 
alty and the rewards of loyalty, and 
the terrible fate Of those who were un- 
true to their faWi, Be spoke, slowly, 
that he might coBsame tinje, 

TV/TORE and more men were entering 
the temple. There were no 
women, which was unusual; and as 
each entered, David made the sign; 
and some of them answered and some 
did not, but those who answered pressed 
close around the dais until they entirely 
surrounded the three sides of it, the 
fonxjJl side being against the w?ll at 
the temple. 

David continued to talk to thaa in 
quiet tones that gave no indication that 
he anticipated anything unusual, but 
he watched them carefully; and he 
noticed that many of those who had 
not answered his sign were nervous, 
and now some of them tried to push 
through closer to the dais; but the loyal 
<W« aised shoulder to shoulder and 
T/mM sot let them pass; and every- 
one in the temple wmted for the signal. 
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At last it came. A wanior screamed, 
'^Qeath ! " Just the one word he spoke, 
liilt it turned the quiet temple into a 
bedlam of cursing, battling men. 

Instantly the signal was given, the 
loyal ones had wheeled about with 
drawn swords to face the enemies of 
their gods; ajid David had arisen and 
drawn his sword, too. 

The lighting men surged back and 
forth before the dais. One of Furp".s 
men broke through and struck at 0-aa; 
and David parried the bla,w and struck 
the man down; then be leaped to the 
ioor of the temple and joined his 
supporters; and his presence beside 
them gave them courage and strength 
beyond anything that they had ever 
dreamed of possessing, and it put the 
fear of God into the hearts of the enemy. 

Twenty of Furp's men lay bleeding 
on the floor and the others turned to 
ilee the wrath of Fu, only to find that 
retreat was cut off; rfor, according to 
David's p1^, a Solid jAalanx of Ms 
supporters, armed with bow and arrow, 
sword, and dagger, barred the way. 

"Throw down yoOT arms!" cried 
David. 'fTktom down ymi tma, or 
die!" 

After they had divested themselves 
of swords and daggers, he told his peo- 
ple to let them go; but he warned 
them never agun to raise their hands 
against ta or their Noada. 

"And now," Tie said, "go back to Witt 
who sent you; and tell him that Pu 
has known all his wicked thoughts and 
has been prepared for him; and be- 
cause of what he has done he will be 
turned over to the people to do with 
as they see fit; and when you go, take 
your dead and wounded with you." 

The vanquished warriors passed out 
M the temple with their dead and 
woundedi and David noted with a smile 
that they crossed directly to the house 
of the go-sha. 


"It was easy to defeat the warriors 
of Furp when Pu was on our side,'' 
said one of Bavid^s supporters. "Now 

that will be fte teit of Furp, and Pu 
and his Noada Wffl rule Tanga-tanga." 

"Don't be too sure of that," said 
David. "Furp sent only a handful of 
men to the temple, for he did not 
anticipate any resistance. There will 
be more fighting before this is settled; 
and if you know of any more loyal mea 
in the city, see that they are axraed, 
and ready to come at any moment. 
Let one hundred remain here con- 
stantly, for I am sure that Foip will 
attack. He wiU not give up his power 
so easily." 

"Nor a chance to get all of our pieces 
of bronze as he once did," said one 
of the men bitterly. 

The one hundred men remained and 
the others left and went- ^smm^ the 
city searching for new recruits. 

David looked at 0-aa and smiled 
and she smiled baelj. "I wtsh my eleven 
brothers had been here," she said. 

■Y^T^HEN Gamba entered the jungle, 
he commenced to run, hoping to 
overtake Dian; but the jungle was 
such a maze of trails that he soon 
realized that he was lost; and then he 
caught a gjimpse of a large, yellow- 
striped creature slinking through the 
imderbtusb. Gamba was most unhappy. 
He wished that he had not killed Shrud, 
for then he would not have had to 
run away: He cursed the moment that 
Dian had come to Lolo-lolo; he cursed 
Dian ; he cursed everybody but himself, 
who alone was responsible for his pre- 
dicament ; andj still EBEsing,: he cliiabed 
a tree. 

The tarag that, had been stalking him 
came and stood under the tree and 
looked up and growled. "Go away," 
said Gamba, and picked a fruit that 
grew upon the tree and threw it at 
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the tarag. The great beast snarled and 
tim ^ ito»n mSet the 

M «xiti as Dfen had entered ffie 
jvBgk she accelfiiated her pace ; and the 
tm -grenl beastB which accompanied 
her strode upon either side, for here 
the trail was wide. Dian was glad of 
their presence, for they suggested pro- 
tection, even though she did not know 
whether or not they would protect her 
in an emergency. 

Presently she came to a natural 
Blearing in the jungle; and when she 
was half-way across it she heard her 
named called. Surprised, she turned 
about to see Borar. 

"Where are you going?" he de- 
manded. 

"To the village," she said. 

"You are going in the wrong direc- 
tion, then. The village is back this 
way." 

"These trails are confusing," said 
Dian. "I thought I was going ia the 
right direction." She realized now tJjat 
there was nothing to do but go bacfe to 
the village and wait tot anotlier oppor- 
tunity to escape. She was terribly dis- 
appointed, but not wholly disheartened; 
because, if it had been so easy to go 
into the jungle this time without arous- 
ing suspicion, there would be other 
times when it would be just as easy. 

M Bovar came toward her she saw 
a tatag slink into tjje £>imm$ behind 
Wmj and,ahe reEogniasditirameiJiately 
as the third member of the terrible 
trinity the ailections of which she had 
won. 

"You won't have to go back to the 
village now," said Bovar. "You can 
keep on going in the dtrectiott that you 
were." 

"What do you mean?" demanded 
Dian. 

"I mm that I thii* fm wse trying 
to esoapfr, ahd I affi gdag to MJp yott. 
I know a cav4 deep in the jungle where 


no one will ever find us and where, 
■wben I m »t with ;yisa, you will be 
raSe fcora mm' and be^." 

"I .-ihaU go back to the village," 
said Dian; "and if you will promise 
not to annoy me, I will not tell Hamlar 
nor Manai what you would have done." 

"You shall not go back to the vil- 
lage," said Bovar. "You are going 
with me. If you do not go willingly, 
I will drag yon thtoa^ the Jungle by 
the hair." 

Dian drew her bronze knife. "Come 
and try it " she said. 

"Don't he « tml," said Bovar. "In 
the village you are a slave. You have 
to clean three caves and prepare the 
food for four people and wash loin- 
cloths and fetch and carry all day. In 
the jungle you would have but one cave 
to clean and but two people to cook 
for; and if you behaysd 'WSfM I 
would never beat you." 

"You, will Jjever beat me whether I 
behave myself or not," replied Dian. 

"Throw down that luiife," added 
Bovar. Dian laughed at him attd that 
made Bovar furious. "Drop it and 
come with me, or I will kill you," he 
said. "You shall never go back to the 
village now to spread stories about me. 
Take your choice, slave. Come with 
me, or die." 

'TPWO of the tarags stood close to- 
side Dian, imparting to her a sense 
of security — whether false or not she 
did not know, but at least their pres* 
ence encouraged her to hope. The third 
tarag lay on its belly a few yards be- 
hind Bovar, the tip of its tail constantly 
moving. Dian knew what that sip 
often portended, and she wondered. 

Bovar did not know that the tarag 
had followed him, nor that it lay there 
behind Ji|n, watpijing his miity, move. 
What in the beast's mtod, no 
one may know. Since cubhood, it had 
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leen taught to fear liese nien-tMngs 
Snd thsir long, sharp spears. 

Bbvar took a few stq)s towards Dian, 
his spear poised to thrust. Dian had 
not thought that he would carry out 
his threat; but now, looking into his 
eyes, she saw determination there. She 
saw the tarag behind Bovar rise with 
bared fangs and then she had mi in- 
spiration. This cave girl knew what an 
unfailing invitation to. any dangerous 
antmM fo attack is fl%ht; and so she 
turned suddenly and ran across the 
clearing, banking her own safety on the 
affections of these savage beasts. 

Bovar sprang after her, his spear 
poised for the cast; and then the great 
beast behind him charged and sprang, 
and the two which had stood beside 
Bian leaped upon him with thunderous 
Koars. 

Dian heard one piercing scream and 
turned to see Bovar go down with all 
those terrible fangs buried in his body. 
That one piercing scream marised the 
end of Bovar, son of Hamlar the chief; 
and Dian watched while the great 
beasts tore the chief's son to pieces 
and devoured him. Inured to savagery 
in a savage world, the scene that she 
witnesse4 did not iiorcUy her. Her 
principal reactions to the event upat^ 
induced by the knowledge that^e Iiad. 
been relieved from an annoying Bnemy, 
that she now would not have to netam 
to the village, and that she had ae» 
quired a long, heavy spear. 

Dian went and sat down in the shade 
of a tree and waited for the three 
beasts to finish their grisly meal. She 
was glad to wait for them, for she 
wanted their compai^ and protection 
as far as the entrance to the shaft 
which led down to the beach where her 
canoe lay ; and while she was waiting 
she fell asleep. 

Dian was awakened by something 
rubbing against her shoulder and 


opened her eyes to see 6iW M fc 
tarags nuzzling her. The other twa 
had slumped down near her, but wten 
she awoke they stood up; and then 
the three of them strode off into the 
jungle and Dian went with them. She 
knew that they were going for water 
and when they had drunk they would 
sleep; nor was she wrong, for when 
they had had their fill of wal» they 
threw themselves down in the -sliade 
near the stream ; and Diaa laid down 
with them and they all slept. 

Gamba, in his tree a quarter of a, 
mile away from the clearing where Bo- 
var had died, had heard a human 
scream mingling with the horrid roars 
and snarls of attacking beasts, and he 
had thought that Dian had been at- 
tacked and was. dead; and (iamba, who 
had been king of liolo-lolo, felt very 
mucli alone in the World and exttemely 
sorry for himself. 

T-\ TANGA-TANGA, Ope the high 

priest was in a quandary and very 
unhappy. He and the lesser priests 
had all been absent from the temple 
throne room at the time that the fol- 
lowers of Furp had attacked Pu and 
the Noada; s^ad now he was trying to 
explain Ms ahsence to his god. His 
quandary was occasioned by the fact 
that he did not know which side was 
going to win in the impending battle, 
of the imminence of which he was fully 
cognizant. 

"It might have seemed a coincidence 
to some," David was saying, "that you 
and all of the lesser preists were ab- 
sent at the time that Furp's men at- 
taked us. but Fu knows that it was no 
coincidence. You absented yourselves 
when you knew that we were in danger 
so that the people might have no 
grounds upon which to reproach you, 
no matter what the outcome of the at- 
tempt might be. You must now deter- 
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mine once and for all whether you will 
snjipMt IIS m the go-sha." 

itte hssee priests were gathered 
stmaA 0^ at the foot «f ttai 1^ m>i 
they leaked U) him for leadaMtdt). '& 
could feel their eyes upon him. He 
knew the great numerical strength of 
the go-sha's retainers, but he did not 
know that Pu, also, had a great number, 
nor did he know that they were armed. 
He thought that Furp's warriors would 
be met, if at all, by an unarmed mob 
which thc^r could mily now down with 
arrow, spear, and sword. 

"I am waiting for your answer," said 
David. 

Ope decided to play safe; he could 
explain his reasons to Furp later. "We 
shall be loyal to Pu and our Noada in 
the future as in the past," he said. 

"Very well, then," said David. "Send 
the lesser priests out into the city to 
spread the word among the people that 
tt(i!f must am themselves mA be |Bi» 
pared to defend the temple." 

Ope had not expected anything of 
this sort and he was chagrined, for at 
the bottom of his heart he hoped that 
Furp would succeed in destroying these 
two, that he might again enjoy to the 
fullest extent the perquisites and graft 
of his office; but he realized that he 
mast at' tefc .^jpear to comply with 

"ll shall l» doHe; m <msj*' M WiA' 
•*! shall take the lesser prie§ts tato «ey 
private chambers and explain their du- 
ties to them." 

"You will do nothing of the sort," 
said David. "The lesser priests have 
heard the instructions that Pu has 
^ven. They will go out into the city at 
once and with each one of them I will 
send one of these loyal dtiz^Ds to see 
that my instructions are carried out 
honestly." 

"But — " commenced Ope. 

"But nothing!" snapped David, and 


he looked at the lesser priests. "You 
will leave at once, and you will each be 
accon^anied by one of these men," 
mSi m he iMiW tton who were 
accimpaiiy ffie tsssei' pirtests, he toM 

them that they had his permission, the 
permission of their god, to destroy any 
priest who failed to exhort the people 
enthusiastically to diefend the temple 

of Pu. 

JT WAS not long thereafter that men 
ctHumenced to congregate in the 
plaza before the temple. Through the 
great temple doorway David could see 
the house of the go-sha; and soon he 
saw warriors emerging from it, and 
others coming into the plaza from other 
directions. They marched straight to- 
ward the temple, before which stood 
the temple guards and the loyal citizens 
who had armed themselves to protect 
Pu and their Noada. 

Swj^ men tried to shoulder their 
way iirough to the temple, but they 
were immediately set npon, mi the 
battle began. Soon the plaza #as filled 
with the clash of swords, the shouts and 
curses of battling men, and the screams 
and groans of the wounded and the 
dying. 

From every narrow, crooked street 
loyal citizens swarmed to the defense of 
&e temple; so that not one of Furp's 
W» em '(mIW. fc0>3it immw- 

'Who may know hbW lo^g that battle 
lasted, for it was noon when it com- 
menced and noon when it ended ; but to 
David and O-aa it seemed like an 
eternity. 

When the last of Furp's retainers 
who were not dead or wounded were 
driven from the plaza, the dead lay 
thick upon tmm^ taid; and David In" 
nes was the M Tanga-tanga. 

Furp and Hi mif^ ccE ,hun^«d of h&i 
retainers had j^eS ttf «^iy; Mtt It Was 
later discoveied that tjiey had g(»ie to 
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ISIo-lbTb and enfistM in the Service of 

the new go-sha there, who was glad to 
acquire so many trained fighting men. 

David sent word to the people that 
as long as he remained he would rule 
Tanga-tanga; and that when he left he 
would appoint a new go-sha, one who 
would not rob them ; and then he sent 
fct the high priest. 

"Opfi," he said, "in your heart you 
3mt ai»9 been di^Ml te, fma 
foada mi to Vv, ther Are, yoe are 
dismissed from the priesthood and ban- 
ished from Tanga-tanga. You may go 
to Lolo-lolo and join Furp, and you 
may thank Pu that he has mi deatB^ed 
you as you deserve." 

Ope was aghast. He was not pre- 
pared for this, as he had felt that he 
W ^^^ sais.. 

«B-but, "Pu," he cried. "The people 
—the people, what of them? They will 
not be pleased. They might even turn 
against you in their wrath. I have been 
their high priest for many thotis^d 
sleeps." 

"If you prefer to leave the issue to 
the people," said David, "I will sum- 
mon them and tell them how disloyal 
you have been, and turn you over to 

ttaa," 

At fhat Buggesgon Ope tiremhteil, for 
he knew that he was most unpopular 
among the people. "I shall abide by 
the will of Pu," he said, "and leave 
Tanga-tanga immediately; but it pains 
me to think that I must abandon my 
people and leave them without a high 
priest to whom they may bring their 

"imi tfaeh pieces of metal," said 
O^aa. 

"The pebple shall not be without a 
high priest," siiid David; "for 1 now 
ordain Kanje as the high priest of the 
temple of Pu." Kanje -was one of the 
lesser priests whom David knew to be 
loyal. 


Ope was coadtt^ed to the gatis of 
the city by members of the temple 
guard, who had orders to see that he 
spoke to no one; and so the last of 
David's active and powerful enemies 
was disposed of, and he could devote 
his time to plans for returning to Sari, 
after prosecuting a further search for 

lieved to fe iast MMm feejw. 

tJE SENT men « m Mt a certafc^ 

type of tree in a near-by forest, 
and to bring them into the city; and 
he sent hunters out to kill several boses, 
which on the outer crust were the pre- 
historic progenitors of our modern cat- 
tle. These hunters were instructed to 
bring the meat in and give it to the peo- 
ple^ and to bring hides to the woitieu to 
be cleaned and cured. 

When the trees were brought in he 
had them cut into plan1(s and strips, 
and in person he supervised the build- 
ing of a large canoe with mast and satis 
and water-tight compartments forward 
and aft. 

The people wondered at the purpose 
for which this strange thing was being 
built, for they were not a seafaring peo- 
^ ; and in all their lives bsi .sem:mSg 
vm craft that floated 0% iic water- 
that in which their Noada had come to 
them. 

When the canoe was completed, he 
summoned the people to the plaza and 
told them that he and the Noada were 
going to visit some of their other tem- 
ples in a far land, and that while they 
were gone the people must remain loyal 
to Kanje and the new go-sha whom 
David appointed; and he warned Kanje 
and the new go-sha to be kind to the 
people and not to rob them. 

"For, wherever I am, I Shall be 
watching you," he said. 

He had the people carry the canie 
down to the nameless strait, and sto(A 
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fl Iffil peoWstefts and with water, and 
with many weapons — spears, and bows 
and arrows, and bronze swords; for he 
knew that the crossing would be per- 
ilous. 

The entire population of Tanga- 
tanga, with the exception of the war- 
riors at the gates, had come down to the 
shore to W Bl swj the Noada fare- 
well; and to see Ibis strange thing set 
out upon the terrible wates. O-aa bad 
come down with the people, hit David 
had remained at the temple to listen to 
a report from some of the warriors he 
had sent out in search of a clue to the 
whereabouts of Dian. These men re- 
ported that they had captured a Lolo- 
loloan hunter, who claimed to have seen 
Gamba and Dian as they set forth upon 
the waters ^f the, Mttrffa syait ja 
their little canoe. So T>avid'knew that 
if Dian were not already dead, she 
might have returned to Sari. 

As he started for the gate of the city 
he heard sounds of fighting; and when 
he reached the gate he saw that his peo- 
ple by the shore had been attacked by 
a horde of warriors from Lolo-Iolo and 
were falling back toward the city. 

O-aa had bpen in the canoe, waiting 
fgr IfsM, lAm tJi« attack ,ca»i*j tnd 
fc order to escape capture, Ae had 
paddled out upon the nameless strait, 
intending to hold the craft there until 
the attackers had been dispersed and 
David could come down to the shore; 
but the current seized the canoe and 
carried it out into the strait, and though 
she paddled valiantly, she could do 
notJuug to alter its coarse. 

»Y^CE ship ill wMch TSo6m mM ia 
seart^h of the Sari and O-aa was 
named Lo-har, in honor of Laja who 
had come among the Sarians from the 
country called Lo-har. It was a little 
ship, but staunch; and Raj the Mezop 
brought it through the nameless strait, 


and out upon the broad bosom oJ th6 
Korsar Az in safety; and there they 
were becalmed and the current carried 
them where it would. Their fresh wa- 
ter was almost exhausted and they 
looked in vain for rain; and then in the 
distance they sighted land, toward 
which the current was carrying them. 
When they were scarcely a mile off 
shore, the current changed and Hodon 
saw that tliey were going to be carried 
pmt the end of What he now saw to "be 
an island; so he filled the canoe with 
empty water containers, and with twen- 
ty strong paddlers he set forth for the 
shore; and as he neared it he saw a 
waterfall tumbling into the sea over the 
edge of a cliff. 

As the canoe was being drawn up on 
s mttm hmk in « little tme at the 
far ead of wMi wag Use waterfaJI, 
HiAiBsa.w another ame ftat bad been 
dragged tip on the siore; md WhSe his 
men carried the containers to Qm Water- 
fall to fill them, he investigated. 

In the bottom of the canoe were 
strange weapons such as he had never 
seen before, for the swords he found 
there were of a metal he had never seen 
before, and the spears and arrows were 
tipped with it. Upon a thwart rested 
two tiny sandals. Hodon picked one of 
them up and examined it, and instantly 
he recognized it as the work of a Sariait 
woman; for the women of each tribe 
have a distinctive way of making their 
sandals, so that they are easily recog- 
nized, as are the imprints mafce 
upon soft earth or sand. 

What Sarian woman other than Dian 
the Beautiful could these tiny sandals 
l»lQBg«l? She atone was missing {rw 
Sari. HodOn was excited, and he has- 
tened to the waterfall to tell his war- 
riors ; and they were excited, too, when 
they heard that Dian might be on this 
island. 

As the men filled the remaining bam.- 
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boo containers Hodon discovered the 
little ledge behind the falls and, in in- 
vestigating, found the opening into the 
cavern. He felt his way into it until 
he came at last to the bottom of the 
shaft where rested the crude ladder up 
which Dian's captors had taken her. 
Hodon returned to his men and they 
carried the fresh water back to the ca- 
noe; and as they looked out toward the 
Lo-har they smt, A# » taesze: h«i 
sprung up and that ffle Me ship was 
standing in toward shore. 

AFTER the tarag, tired of waiting 
beneath the tree, arose and slunk 
off into the jungle, Gamba came down 
onto the ground and continued his 
flight. He walked quite a distance this 
time before he was treed again by 
sounds which he could not clearly in- 
t8j»e|» tat which resemUed the g'owls 
of beasts mingled with the conversation 
of men; and presently there passed be- 
neath him a dozen warriors, each one 
of which was accompanied by a ta-ho 
on a leash. Gamba recognized them 
instantly as Manats from the other side 
of the island; for, although he had 
never seen one of them before, he had 
heard them and their fierce fighting 
beasts described oiany times by the 

GaniBa remained very quiet in liis 

tree, for these Manats looked like fierce 
and terrible men, almost as fierce and 
terrible as their grim beasts. 

And while Gamba watched them pass 
beneath him and disappear along the 
winding trail beyond him, Dian and her 
three beasts slept beside the little 
stream where they had quenched their 
thirst. 

Bian was awakened when one of her 
blasts sprang to its feet with a hideous 

roar. Approaching were the twelve war- 
riors of Manat with their fighting ta- 
hos. The three tarags, roaring and 


growling, stood between Dian and the 
approaching Manats. 

With cries of encouragement, the 
Manats turned their twelve beasts 
loose ; and Dian, seeing how greatly her 
defenders were outnumbered, turned 
and iied; and \^ile the tarags were bat- 
tling for their lives, a Manat warrior 
pursued her. 

Dian ran like a deer, far outdistanc 
ing the Maniat. She had iw idea in 
wSat direttf on she was rtnffilBg. She 
followed jungle trails which turned and 
twisted, and which eventually brought 
her back to the very clearing in which 
Bovar had been killed, and there she 
saw the Manats and their fighting 
beasts, but there were only seven of 
the latter now. Before they had died, 
her tarags had destroyed five of them. 

The warriors SA not see Dian, and 
(at tt*t, ^ Ijreathed a sigh of relief as 
she turned and hiuricd back along the 
trail she had come — ^hurried straight 
into the arms of the warrior who had 
been following her. They met at a 
sharp turn in the trail and he seized 
her before she could escape. Dian 
reached for her dagger, but the man 
caught her wrist; and then he disarmed 
her. 

"■?im came "back to me," he saB,, to 
a grufi voice, "but for making me run 
so far I shall beat you when I get you 
back to the village of Manat." 

Dian said nothing, for she knew that 
nothing she might say could avail her. 

/"'AMBA, sitting disconsolate and 
terrified in his tree, saw the twelve 
terrible men of Manat return. There 
were only seven ta-hos with them now, 
but this time there was a woman. 
Gamba recognized her immediately and 
his sorrow almost overcame him — sor- 
row for himself and not for Dian; for 
now he knew that she could never lead 
him to the cove where the canoe lay 
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and that if he found it himself, he would 
have to embark on those terrible wa- 
ters alone. It is wholly impossible that 
anyone could have been more unhappy 
than Gaodxi, He dared not return to 
the vilU^e; he did not know in which 
direction the corclay; aiitthe was alone 
in a jungle haunted by hungry man- 
eaters, he who had always lived in 
the safety of a walled city. From wish- 
ing that he had never seen Dian, he 
commenced to wish that he had never 
been born. Finally he decided to find 
a stream near which grew trees bearing 
edible ituili and nuts; and to live up in 
these trees all the rest of his life, com- 
ing down only for umieai 

While Gamba was bemoaning his 
fate, Dian, the leash of one of the dead 
ta-hos around her neck, was being led 
across the Island of Tandar toward the 
country of the Manats; but she was 
not bemoaning anything, nor being sor- 
ry for herself. She could not clutter 
her mind with useless thoughts while 
every moment it must be devoted to 
thoughts of escape. There was never 
any telling at what instant an emer- 
gency might arise which would oSer 
her an opportunity; yet, deep in the 
bottom of her heart, her fate must have 
seemed utterly hopeless. 

The warrior who had captured Dian 
was an ill-natured brute, and the fact 
that he had lost his ta-ho in the fight 
with the tarags had not tended to im- 
prove his disposition. He jerked at the 
rope around Dian's neck roughly and 
unnecessarily; and occasionally on no 
pretext at all, he cuffed her; and every 
time he did one of these things he was 
strengthening the girl's resolve to kill 
him. She would almost have abandoned 
an opportunity to escape for the pleas- 
ure of driving a dagger into his heart. 

•yDlTH ^1 sails set, the John Tyler 

- ^ »de Jlje waters of tto nameleas 


strait. Ja and Abner Perry and Ah- 
gilak stood upon the quarterdeck. 

"I think," said Abner Perry, "that 
we should disembark a searching party 
as soon as possible. We may have a 
long shoreline to search and a big coun- 
try, which we must comb until we find 
some clew to the whereabouts of 
Dian"; and the others agreed with him. 

As they approached the shore the 
lookout shouted, "Canoe dead ahead." 

As they bore down upon the little 
craft the bow was iilled with warriors 
and Mezops, watching- the canoe and 
its single occupant. They saw a figure 
in a long cloak and an enormous feather 
headdress; and when they got closer 
they saw that it was a woman. 

O-aa had never seen a ship built or 
rigged like this one, which had evi- 
dently discovered her and was headed 
for her; but as far as she knew, only 
the men of the Empire of Pellucidar 
built any sort of ships, and so she hoped 
against hope that these might be men 
of the federation. 

As the ship came about and lay to 
near her, she paddled to its side. A 
rope was thrown to her and she was 
hauled to the deck. 

"Dod-burn itl" exclaimed Ah-gilak. 
"Gad and Gabriell If it isn't 0-aaI 
What in the name of all that's dod- 
blasted are you doing in that get-up, 
girl; and out here alone in a canoe?" 

"Don't talk so much, old man," re- 
torted O-aa, who could never forget 
that Ah-giiak had once planned on kill- 
ing and eating her that time that they 
were being besieged in the cave by the 
sabre-toothed men. "Instead of talk- 
ing," she continued, "get to shore and 
rescue David Innes." 

"David Innes!" exclaimed Abusr 
Perry. "Is David Innes there?" 

"He is in that city you can see," re- 
plied O-aa, "and if the warriors from 
ifllo-lolo get m there, they will kill 
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him." 

The ship was under way ag^in and 
Ah-gilak brought it as close into shore 
as he dared, and dropped anchor. Then 
Ghak and his two hundred warriors, 
and all but about twenty-five of the 
Mezops, took to the boats and made 
for shore. Nearly three hundred vet- 
erans tliey were and they were armed 
vrith muskets; crude things, but effec- 
tive against men of the stone age, or 
of tiw liHBize age either; for, heddes 
makij^ a good deal of noise, they emit- 
ted volumes of black smoke; and those 
wfern they didn't kill, they nearly 
fri^tened to death. 

In a long thin line, as David had 
taught them, they approached the city 
where the warriors of Lolo-lolo were 
attempting to force the gates. 

When they were discovered, the 
liOlg-kdoans turned to repel tiiBBi 
Looking with contempt upon that long, 
thin line of a few hundred men who had 
the temerity to threaten a thousand 
bowmen. But the thunder of the first 
ragged volley and the black smoke 
belching at them, as twenty or thirty 
of their comrades fell screaming to the 
ground, gave them pause; but they ad- 
vanstd bravely in the face of a second 
volley. However, with the third volley, 
those who had not been killed or 
wounded turned and fled, and Ghak 
the Hairy One led his troop to the walls 
of Tanga-tanga. 

"Who are you?" demanded a warrior 
standing upon the top of the wall. 

"We are friends, and we have come 
for Pu," replied Ghak, who had been 
coached by 0-aa. 

Almost immediately the gates were 
thrown open and David Innes emerged. 
From the temple he had heard the firing 
and he was sure that it could have come 
only from the muskets of 'the empire. 

Tears were streaming down Abner 
Perry's cheeks as he welcomed David 


aboard the John Tyler. 

David listiwed while they tdd hint 
of their plans to seardi for Dian, but 
he shook his head and told them that 
it was useless; that Dian had set out 
upon the nameless strait in a canoe with 
a single companion; and that if she 
were not already back in Sari, she must 
be dead. 

O-aa had inquired about Hodon, and 
when she had bisa teM that he Iwd 
come this way in search of her, she. 
begged David Innes to continue on 
through the nameless strait into file 
Korsar Az in search of huji; as he fflBsl 
have gone there if lift had not sdready 
been wrecked. 

VXTHILE Gamba was searching for a 
stream where there were trees 
bearing nuts and fruits he was sud- 
denly confronted by a band of &trange 
warriors bearing weapons stidi as be 
had never seen before. He tried to es- 
cape them, but they overtook and cap 
tured him. 

"Who are you?" demanded Hodon. 

"I am Gamba, the go-sha of Lolo- 
lolo," replied the frightened man. 

"I think we should kill him," said a 
Mfsmg, % djg not like the color of his 

"It oa (he xi&er ade of the name^ 
less strait," replied Gamba, "where the 
country of the Xexots lies." 

"You came from the other side of the 
nameless strait?" 

"Yes; I came in a thing called a 
'canoe'." 

"Did you come alone?" asked 
Hodon. 

"No; I came with a woman who said 
that she came from a country called 
Sari, and that her name was Dian the 
Beautiful." 

"Where is she?" demanded Hodon. 

"She was captured by the Manats, 
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who live on the other side of this 

'*Gm you lead us there?" 

'1^0," rephed Gamba; "I artjiMi, 3 
do not even know the way to the coast 
where our canoe lies. If I were you, 
I would not go to the country of the 
Manats, They are terrible men and 
they lead ta-hos, who would kill and 
devour you. There were twelve Manats 
who captured Dian, and they had seven 
ta-hos with them." 

"Can 70U show vs where she wa» 
capttirwJ?" 

"r can show you where I last saw 
her," replied Gamba; and this he did. 
There the trail of men and beasts was 
plain and to these men of the stone age 
the following of that trail was simple. 
They marched rapidly and almost with- 
out rest; and though ordinarily it was 

thim Jisg swrtm to tt» ^MsmaS t3» 
Mmm, HKdoli and Ms hun#ed war- 
riors reached it shortly after the first 
sleep. 

The men who had captured Dian had 
only just arrived and Ker captor had 
taken her to his cave. 

"Now," he said, "I am going to give 
you the beating I promised you. It will 
teach you to behave. He seized her 
by the hair and, stooping, picked up a 
shoit stidt; and as he stooped Ofep 
snatcli'ed her bronze dagger fliat "tke 
man had taken from her from the 
sheath at his side, and as he raised the 
stick she plunged it into his heart. 
With scream he clutched at his breast ; 
and then Dian gave him a push that 
sent him out of tlie cave to topple over 
the ledge and fall to the ground below. 

A moment later she heard shouts aad 
war cries; and she thought that they 
were caused by the anger of the Manats 
because of the killing of one of their 
fellows; and she stood in the shadow 
of the cave's entrance with the dagger 
in her hand, determined to sell her life 


dearly and take a heavy toll of her 

pROM below rose the shouts of the 

warriors and the roars and growls 
of the ta-hos; and then, like a thunder- 
bolt out of a cleat sky, rame the •torn 
of musketry. 

Dian could not believe her ears. 
What other people in all Pellucidar, 
other than the men of the empire and 
the inhabitants of far Korsar, had fire- 
anns? It was too good to h<^e that 
these Wight be S»r&»s; &a3 if tJttgp 
were from Korsar, she was as well off 
here among the Manats as to be cap- 
tured by the Korsarians. 

She stepped to the mouth of the cave 
and looked out. The fighting was go- 
ing on almost directly beneath her. The 
ta-hos were doing the most damage 
among the attackers, but one 
they were being shot down; for the 
Monat warriors, confused by the 
noise and the smoke, made only an oc- 
casional sally, only to be driven back 
with heavy losses ; and at last the rem- 
nants of them turned and fled, as the 
last of the ta-hos was killed. 

Dian had long since seen that these 
men were no Korsars. She recognized 
the copper skins of the Mezops and 
fansi! ttftt haA inm saMd. 

Sle stoisd upon the le%!' and called 
down to them, and the men looked up 
and cheered. Then she went down and 
greeted Hodon and the others ; and the 
first question that she asked was of 
David. "Why is he not with you?" 
she asked. "Has snfthingliappeised tii 
him?" 

"He left Sari in a baltartR a«A m 
carried you away," explained Hodon, 
"in the hope that it would take him to 
the same spot where yours landed. We 

do not know what became of him." 
"Why are you here?" asked Dian. 
"We were looking for 0-aa, who. 
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when last seen, was adrift on the Sari." 

"How did you bsftpm to het^ 
and find me?" asked Dten. 

"We landed on the island for water 
and I saw your sandals on the thwart 
of your canoe; then we came inland in 
search of you and we found a man who 
had seen you captured by these Manats. 
After that it was easy enough to follow 
their trail." 

They started Immediately on the 
long back trek to tlie othet; sMe of the 
feland.; and i«he» they enleteA t}m ilJn- 
Gattiba erne SSwh emt of a tiSe 
where he had been hiding during the 
fighting. 

"This man said that he came here in 


a canoe with you," said Hodon. "Did 
he offer to harm you in wy way?" 
"Ko,"saidl)ia«. 

"Then we shall let him liv«f* mH 
Hodon. 

As the Lo-har beat back toward the 
nameless strait on its return voyage to 
Amoz it sighted such a ship as no one 
there had ever seen; and Dian feared, 
that it was a Korsar. The little Lo-har 
trietJ to- escape, but the ship overhauled 
her m though she were anchored; and 
Wisj it filed ft s}»t acjoss 1j« bow, she 
jC4BSe aBout; and then Hodon iuKl<)-aa 
and David Innes and Dian the Beauti- 
ful were reunited, for this strange ship 
was the dipper John Tyler. 


FLASH! The April issue of Fantastic Adventures, our companion magazine, wliicli features the 
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cover. Ten great complete stories, by such authors as Manly Wade Wellman, James Norman, 
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Colegrave wateheJ the second hand of his wrist watch 
complete one circle and start on the next. Just « matter 
or seconds now and he would be rid of his secondary na- 
ture. By sheer will power, he had created a physical 
manifestation of his secondary nature . , , a tchlzophrenio 
doublel ^ow, at exactly 12:03, in the state'* execution 
chamber, his other self . . . tried and found guilty of 
murder . , . would bo electricuted. As the second hand 
started on the last quarter of the minute, Colegrave rasa 
to his feet, glass in hand. "A toast to one who — " Thsy 
were his last words. Why? What was the sllp-up In his 
fiendish scheme ... a scheme that had brought him a 
million dollars . . . that had killed two high public oU 
flcials7 For the answer . . . and for a story packed with 
plenty of thrills and chills . . . read "Double In Death," 
a great beginning for a great new author, Gerald Vance 
, . ,. one of the T«n outstanding tales in tha 
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Solve the problem in this story. 
Get the hero out of his "pickle." 

See page 94 for contest rules. 


" ET back under the canvas, 
I Tr Doormat," I puffed at the 
smart-faced feline. "I've got 
tJriS old handcar up to full speed, and 
P'te®?t m breath far ytitt< What's the 
Snittng about? Htm liad two mfee at 
midnight, just before we started down 
this spur line. You can't be hungry." 

Then I knew. It was the sea breeze 
My pet cat had caught a whiff of dead 
fish. It beats all how sensitive a cat can 
be. And how many idiosyncrasies it 
can have. Maybe the smarter the cat 
is, the more peeuSatitifi* it has. Door- 
mat had learned to sle^ 4t«i|ht 
through the bombing attacks, even the 


close ones that practically split your 
eardrums. But the instant something 
with at asM prfwBie, susik ««■ a, dead 
fish, tickled nis smeller, he was riglit 
up on his pads. 

"Stay in the handcar. Doormat ! " 

In another minute we'd be at the end 
of the line. There was no time to lose. 

For months and months there had 
been no time to lose, but it was ney^ 
truer than at this particular dawn. 

Ita dd sea was plumb lost. There 
was HOtiing out beyond the sloping 
^dbutpeasDup. I centld barely make 
eut 8 cotofless taiff msA a, hJttt -«»f the ln« 
tak* chantieJ that Old John Ingetlusk 


The Perfect Trap 

by MILES SHELTON 

Not a soul in the World knew of this cave, 
and then it became a trap. 



The flashlight dropped 
squarely on the switchl 
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built. Poor Old John. 'Sfon.iiever know 
nASe &em tensed baa&m are goins 
to sttife next. 

I£ it had to be one of us, it should 
have been me. John should have lived 
to see this big job through. It was all 
his invention, none of mine. But I was 
sure as hell going to try, just like he 
told me. 

Now the handcar was on the down- 
grade to the end of the spur. The steel 
wheels clattered over the ties with a 
fresh aS speed. I let go the handle- 
bare snA th^ kept right on pumping. 
That mystery must have been too much 
for Doorlnat. He drew his head back 
under the canvas. 

There was the old power station, 
nosing out of the mountainside, just 
like we'd left it two days Eigo. 

Wei Old John and I . . . But I 
didn't dare let myself thiok of him ady 
more. I have to keep up this fight of 
the last forty-eight hours, keep talking 
to myself like a fool, anything to hold 
my mind on the job — the job he'd al- 
most completed— the job I wlghl iSM 
up if I wasn't careful. 

That job was to make falling bombs 
dodge out of their paths and explode 
where they wouldn't do damagt. No- 
body but an eccentric inventor like Old 
Johia Jigetlosk would have had faith 
tBat ft eouM Be done. And it hasn't 
been done yet. But the bombs that 
fell two nights ago must have had a 
premonition that it was about to be 
done. So they plummeted dawn and 
got Old John . . . 

VX/HILE the handcar coasted to a 
stop I beat my hands together. 
They were stiff from pumping. Cold, 
too, Ir no shape for a delicate fitting 
job. It would be a tragedy to chip or 
mar this precious chunk of metal. Old 
John's measurements, of course, would 
be accurate to the ten-thousandth, and 


he said the expansion and contraction 
for tea^ieratnie dsssges -was already 
taken c»te of. So I liaw I wouMit't 
have that to worry about. But I might 
have to do a little sanding — or liling. 
"The irony of it," I kept saying to my- 
self, and I wasn't making a pun on iron 
filings. I was thinking of this chunk 
of rare alloy. After the sizeable for- 
tune Old John had had to pay, and all 
ted tape- il had. txksso. to ^ tM 
rBagnesium through the govemnieBl, 
what a waste it would be if I had to file 
an ounce of it off to make the core fit. 

Now I was inside the big latticed 
steel gateway of our power station with 
my handcar and my precious cargo. I 
was careful to wrap the alloy core with 
cloth and canvas, and tie the wrappings 
m teiore I apphed the hoist. 

I^rmat scrunched back toward the 
at th« surpri^^ sight. The h«5t 
lifted the Massive metal, stewly, deftly. 
Even a cat can't help admiring such a 
demonstration of controlled power. It's 
a cinch Doormat couldn't have lifted a 
baby kitten any more tenderly, even if 
he'd been a mother. 

The hoist hung from a steel track 
overhead, so it was an easy matter for 
BIB to pull tim touted hoist along hy 
hand pgwee. I drew it through lie 
long, low-roofed entrance passage into 
the big half-empty work room beyond. 

This spacious, rock-walled room was 
cut deep in the hillside, and Old John 
had considered it an ideal place for a 
secret experiment of this kind. He had 
set up his small model here originally, 
and I had watched it work. And how 
it worked! If its sueeess was any in- 
d»(»tis», I linew this Hg BttBiber would 
swerve liombs and faJIfaf shells like an 
autumn wind swirls leaves. 

Yes, this new magnesium alloy, as 
Old John had told me many a time with 
a significant wink, would out-pull any 
other electromagnetic core like the sun 
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That was Old John's faith, and now 
it was mine. 

I dropped the hoist chain and went 
to turn on some lights. It was just 
dark enough, back in this big room, that 
I could stir up a spark on Doormat's 
back, rubbing him the wrong way. 
DsBi«d if that c^t w*S5't for a 
Im volts oi *itte et*tridty even on 
tenpdays. 

The eastern sky was brightening by 
this time, however, and as I looked back 
through the straight-walled entrance 
passage, I debated momentarily 
whether I should go back and swing the 
big steel latticed gates closed. But I 
knew perfectly well that no one would 
eSer intrude. 

A S I strapped oa ihe l^ts 1 recalled 
^ the day I had helped Old John 
hoist those latticed steel gates and hinge 
them in place. Old John had said they 
would keep invaders out if war ever 
came, and besides, they would give us 
a regular cheek«tbBaii4,6{'M«9 tMhoot 
through. 

Now we were up to our necks in war 
—only five years since he had said it; 
but aia place Mdnt teflj* lesites 

any more than a straw-rooM pig shed. 
And the reason was simple enough. Not 
even our own friends had discovered 
that we had got our tidal power scheme 
to work. As far as the public knew, 
this place was nothing but a mass of 
steel and stones thrown ti^^ft a 
fanatical inventor. 

A iMr oi Old John's business asso- 
date-hafl' seen the plans on paper; but 
ta iima it was simply Ingerlusk's f oUy . 
fliey hsud never bothered to come to see 
the place, and he knew they never 
would. 

That was the beauty of this location. 
Never an intruder. This was a bit of 
lost coast. The isolation wouldn't have 
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Sahara Desert. 

And the tides that furnished fte 
power for this plant couldn't have been 
any better anywhere. 

I've no doubt the enemy had every 
other powerhouse in the country 
charted as a war objective. That's 
wimm OM John was mis» itx let people 
think lie was a iSol, B OmfA kiAwn 
how smart he was, tte news of his ex- 
periment would have leaked out and 
he'd never have got this far with it. 

How they used to rib him! "Power 
for the tides?" they'd jeer. "You're 
cockeyed. You've got your source of 
power only six or seven hours at a 
stretch, at best. The rest of the time 
yon'H have to depend on a coal-burning 
j^ant,'' .iS.ad CM Jtim. mmH saw, 
"Maybe so, maybe sis,* 'ttiwi 'ltey% 
say, "If you're going to have to build 
a coal-burning plant big enough to 
carry the load, why waste your fortune 
harnessing the tides?" And Old John 
would shrug and say, "Maybe you're 
right. Maybe I'm a damned fool and 
a tinkerer." But he always went right 
ahead with his dream, undisturbed. 

The generators were humming now. 
Bjgi titoe or low, tiiey went right oa, 
stmgi the same. f6t OM John Inger- 
lusk had fought his way through that 
wad of tnots and had come out with 
the cleanest, surest coiBtant pressure 
device that ever went mto action. 

y WENT into the turbine room, Door- 
mat following at my heels until we 
got within sight of the sparks i» the 
first softly singing generator. Door* 
mat stopped. I never had to tell Mm 
to keep back. He seemed to have m 
instinctive distrust of sparks from any 
source other than his own back. And 
he had an aristocratic aversion toward 
being told something he already knew 
—which, in this case, was to stay be- 
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Wnd while I checked the oil cups. Ss 
he ptetfiselud, as mmi, tO iBW he«tt 
distractei hy the '^anow pod oi Seep- 
age on the concrete. He lapped up a 
little watei, circled around the pool dis- 
dainfully, and settled down in a dry 
corner to wash his face. By the time 
I was ready to go back he had finished 
and was marching along a step ahead 
of me. 

A st*eak of sbb was j&sreinB the 
spacious -workroom, reminding me that 
the minutes were slipping away. My 
hands were no longer too cold for the 
job ahead. They had gathered warmth 
from the generators. The slight trem- 
bling of the fingers was nothing but 
nervousness. 

I operated the hoist chains and the 
vast alloy core rode downward toward 
the gigantic electromagnet. The huge 
gleaming instrument was planted as 
solidly as Gitraltar in the central sec- 
tion of the concrete floor, and it was 
ready in every detail except for the in- 
sertion of this alloy core. Its thou- 
sands of wrappings had already tasted 
a test current, each section of the coiled 
wires having been tested separately. I 
could never forget the strange half- 
comical look on Old John's face when 
he had begun to guess the extent of 
Urn Bjapet's Aamag powei. 

that v?as when he had changed his 
plan about mounting the instrument on 
a special track. He had decided that 
this final test would be simplified by 
planting the magnet in the floor to make 
it absolutely stationary. So the heavy 
rails we had procured to extend our 
railroad track straight into the work 
room had not been used. We ha4 stored 
them overhead, over two ceBittg eri»s- 
beams and jute-Batftag ^^nSt * ftW, 
where they woaMlje reasonably secure 
and out of the way for the test. 

All forenoon I worked, as carefully 
8S I coafd, and as swiftly as I dared. 


1 had to bring a second hoist info ao-, 
tion to secure a more accurate control 
of the lowering weight. On several 
trials the Une-up missed by a fraction 
of an inch. I grew suspicious of the 
plumb rule, for no good reason, and 
also the measuring stick; so I deserted 
the fitting job to rummage through the 
supply shelves for other measures. 

DOlSG^j, I kflJed tm tfisds ^th 
one slone. All these tmm imh mA 
scraps of junk had to be g4^#g<jLt# 
or fastened down before the test, te- 
cause it was the business of this mag- 
net to attract steel from tar and wide. 
And the magnet wasn't made to dis- 
criminate between falling bombs and 
loose alligator wrenches. 

Of course the supposition was, as 
John Ingerlusk had explained to me, 
that such tbims^ 'Ss falling iKamijs^ being 
already in motion, Would he much more 
responsive to the magnetic field than 
stationary iron or steel, such as steam 
radiators or hot water boilers. It doesn't 
take much to swerve a flying bullet 
from its course. But objects that are 
rooted down, like steel girders, or ob- 
jects riding on tracks, like locomotives, 
don't go jumping off into space without 
a heck of a lot of physical persuasion. 

"Bring me that eaaiisit muk, Door- 
mat," I saW. "So, not tJw M of 
waste. That canvas sack. ... Go on 
. . . farther. . . . There. Bring me 
that." 

A dog could have obeyed me easily 
enough, but I had to coax to get any 
service out of Doormat, for aU his train- 
ing. Since I was standing up on a tool 
beach, filling my arms with scraps of 
shset metal, pipe couplings, chains, and 
some pieces of baling wire, I k^t ca- 
joling the feline until he did what I 
wanted. He caught a corner of the 
sack between his teeth and hobbled 
over, pretty much on three feet. He 
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e,ven tried to jump upon the tool bench 
but lost his hold. 

"Good kitty, Doormat. For that I'll 
let you catch an extra mouse." 

I threw scrap metal into sacks right 
mi left and piled the stuff at the base 
of an upright steel beam, then I 
threaded some baling wire throi^ the 
canvas sacki and bound them all to 
tie beam with a few twists of the wire. 

Back to the core job once more! 
Having worked off a little nervous en- 
ergy, my hands were surer. I steadied 
the core with one hand and operated 
the hoist chain slowly with the other. 
Little by little, the core lowered. It 
sliced snugly into place. 

"Bring me Uie wrench, Doormat." 

I pointed to the heavy tool lying on 
the concrete. The cat 'liralked over 
to it, pawed at it, looked at me con^ 
temptuously, and walked away with 
bis proud nose in the air. 

J WENT over the instrument with 
the wrench and put the final pres- 
sure to every nut. The new core was 
now locked in its permanent prison 
ready for the test. T5ie heavfly insu- 
lated lead-in wires were all set to trans- 
mit the electrical impulse, ready for the 
final snap of the switch. 

The switch had been placed, in ac- 
cordance with Old John's insistence, 
about thirty-five yards away; which is 
to say, near the front of the entrance 
passage. This had been done so that 
the magnet could be turned on from a 
safe distance. We had foimd, during 
aar'tss&with the small model, that this 
safeguard was a worthy one. For al- 
though we had meant to get all scraps 
of loose metal fastened down, the snap 
of the switch had proved there were a 
few oversights, particularly in dusty 
corners and piles of scrap lumber, 
where rusty nails and bits of tie-wire 
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The thought of those wisps of flying 
steel brought back a mental picture of 
Old John as I had last seen him. A 
different sort of flying steel had got 
him. I wondered if he had ever felt it, 
or if he had just gone out like a light. 
There hadn't been a hint of agony in 
his f acCj lymg there. , . . 

And to think, if it hadn't iMen for 
the war, he'd hwre been taking his bids 
from private power companies, or may- 
be the government, and this plant would 
have been selling Juiee IB Hinittes as 
the tides. 

But a war changes everything. The 
first bombs that fell on the capitol 
had set his mind to work, and he'd 
made me promise to keep tlie whole 
business a secret until we proved it. 

.1 kq>t it. I didn't tell a soul, not 
even the girlfriend. At this very mo- 
ment, iis I neared the crucial step that 
would prove or disprove the magnet's 
power, I was aware that^ Alice had no 
idea where I was or what I was doing. 

Something in the glitter of the noon 
sun on the silver waves had thrust 
Alice into my memory sharply. Or per- 
haps it was the low tide, reminiscent 
of that certain day when we waded out 
to Castle Rock and lingered to let the 
high tide come in and strand us there. 
Would there ever be another day like 
that? That was life at its best. . . , 

And to think I had let Alice take a 
job in the munitions factory. In a 
basement, at that. Hell, if a biMSb 
would ever strike . . . 

"Don't tell anyone, not even your 
girl-friend." That was what old John 
had said to me. "When the time comes, 
I'll report to the government. That's 
all that's necessary. Overnight they'll 
build Ingerlusk magnets by the hun- 
dreds and dot them over the country 
to draw the bombs." 

That was Old John's dream. He had 
drawn up ^ the blue prints Iw plant- 
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ing the magnets underground. He knew 
they would have to have plenty of 
insulation to take the pounding. But 
that part would be easy enough. M 
an age when bombers fly too high to be 
seen or heard, the need, be said, was 
for a completely new instrument to 
mxxxl sut the danger. 

T STARTED to put the blue prints 
in the handcar, and that, together 
with the fact that Doormat leaped out 
from under my feet and gave me a 
saucy snarl, shows how excited I was 
becoming. My wish was getting ahead 
<^ my achievement. I tossed tlie blue 
^Kta m the toAbmebu 

wish was to complete (he test 
at once, to jump into the handcar, pump 
back to the little mining suburb as 
fast as possible. Then hop a bus into 
the city and deliver the facts and the 
blue prints into the hands of the proper 
governmental authorities. I was so 
eager that I was cutting corners. 

But, stopping for a moment to get 
myself organized, I saw that there were 
three things that needed to be dojie — 
well, four, counting my obligations to 
Doormat — ^before I would have any 
good news to spill to the proper au- 
thorities. 

The first was to finish the job of 
pick-up and tie-down; that is, to make 
sure the magnetic, attraction wouldn't 
find any loose metal to draw except the 
metal I wanted it to draw for purposes 
of test. 

I made a cMnplete rouird of the 
premises, even surveying the intake 

channels and the water storage and 
pressure plants. At last I was satis- 
fied that all loose steel and iron was 
accounted for and that ho dsirtage 
could possibly occur. 

Secondly, I rolled the steel handcar 
off the rails onto the level concrete 
BoA »t It at precisely fifty Imt ttim 


the magnet. This handcar would be 
my test object. 

Would the magnet be able to draw 
St I»tO! motion at that distance? 

If not, I would shorten that dis- 
tafioe and make additional tests. 

My third item of final preparation 
was to build a loose barrier of timbers 
to catch the handcar in a wedge, in 
case it should coast toward the magnet 
with dangerous speed. I was not afraid 
of the magnet's being damaged, for 
John Ingerlusk had constructed a low 
concrete wall around it to protect it. 
But I was afraid the "handcar might 
suffer injury. And the handcar, of 
cpwse, was my^ only possible tcanspor- 
taifcn back. "This coast was too nigged 
ever to be bothered by fishermm, and 
there was nothing like a telephone in 
this lost bit of world. 

*'Doormat, get out from under my 
arm. Let go that tape line. I don't 
need any help taking measurements. 
There's fifty feet, and the car's got a 
wooden trap waiting to catch iti At last 
we're ready — almost." 

IteEKBiat segffiA'M BMa#at s 
wwfeus tKcasloit was imiwaAf : 
kept rubbing against my ankle and 
looking up questioningly — or perhaps 
he was trying to steal a little warmth. 

"You'll get warm as soon as I throw 
a switch. What I mean, it'll warm up 
a plenty. You better keep back," 

There wasjjound to be a great deal 
of heat in an electm-tnagnet of this 
size. Except for the latest adaptation 
of the Kapitza cooling system, such a 
coil would burn up. As Old John had 
said, we could thank that Russian for 
finding out how to use Hijuid Witim 
on a job like this,* 

* Peter Kapitza, a Russian, did some amainiflg 
work on magnetism in his special laboratory pro- 
vided by Cambridge University, England. He 
employed liquid heliutti (near absolute zero) to 
cool the coils that pvodxK^ powerful magnetic 
ieids^Bf. 
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"Keep back, Doormat," I warned 
^ik, "There'll be sparks — big ones 
^^^^i^mmn those points. If you'd stray 
Mwepi tten, or ^ep across those lead- 
ia fioli»Ea»«, tiere wouMa't be tite 
wakings of s violin string left. Back! 
Come back with me out of danger." 

J COL'LDN'T conceive of there be- 
ing any danger as long as I was at 
the extension switch, several feet far- 
ther from the electromagnet than the 
steel handcar. It was danger to Door- 
mat that I was considering. I won- 
dered sfbetiar fuSES w??»U,as cat might 
flflt bftlmnied m\ tn case the haughty 
fdine chose to disobey orders. 

As matters turned out, I slloflldhft 
have wasted my worries on the cat. 

Everything was ready. 

I touched the switch and jerked it 
off again in the same split second. 

On the instant there was a rip of 
steel ca*-wheels on concrete as the 
handcat scooted about twelve feet to- 
ward the magnet. 

It stopped dead, instead of coastfag 
on. I knew from the fact that neither 
wheels nor handlebars had turned, that 
I had left the brakes set. Brakes or 
no brakes, the steel car had jumped 
into motion at the touch of the switch. 
That magnet had power! 

All my attention had been glued on 
tte: iandcar, of course, but simulta- 
neously I had caught several other im- 

I was aware Qiat a bit of steel had 
danged somewhere back of me. Now 
as I turned I saw that the eight-inch 
key to the latticed steel gates had 
slipped off its peg in the stow: wdl mi 
sailed to the floor. 

I say "sailed" because it had landed 
eighteen or twenty feet this side of the 

m- 

I ^anced cnriojisly at the latticed 
steel gates SMd tried to remember 


whether I had left them in that position 
— half-way closed. I felt sure that 
they had been wide open. If so, that 
iwoinent of raagietism had reached all 
the way sat and swung each of them 
throu^ a>^wrt,at«. 

After all these iSatteW lad been 
considered as calmly as my state of 
excitement would permit, there was still 
another lingering sensation. I seentsd 
to have heard a curious plop from some- 
where near the seashore. 

I gazed out in that direction. The 
nearest patch of sea was at a gentle 
bradi straight out fKwi Qst pcmtt 
house entrajice. There the waters were 
I*cf4 What litfifi regqtar steh of 
wa«g I eeM hmt fiame f roiji much 
farther out, where the sea battered 
tongues o:l jagged rock. However, I 
was convinced that the plop had come 
from the water nearer at hand. 

I tried to tell myself that it was no 
more than a big fish jumping for a fly. 
But I wasn't too sure. The echo gave 
me a atr«Bg« shudder; 

T IVIADE ready for a s»»i fcstj 
resolving that this one KwM mMi 
up for the failures of the first. 

I released the brakes on the hand- 
car so that it would roll into action 
freely. I placed it a full one hundred 
feet away from the magnet, still not 
quite as far :S«Jf » my extenston 
switch. 

-fkfm taking in the huge latticed 
t«gi aael the strip of sea at a glance, 
I decided upon one further safeguard. I 
pulled the two big gates closed across 
the entrance to the plant, locked them, 
and hung the steel key on a bit of wire, 
which I looped around one of the lat- 
ticed bars and fastened securely. 

Now there was a vertical checker- 
board of steel between me and the out- 
side wsdd. 

I reached for the switch. Doormat 
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i;as loofciag up at ns as if waiting for 
me to press it Just then a drop of 

dust fell on my hand. I glanced up. 

There was nothing in motion above 
my head to account for falling dust. 
It could have dropped, of course, as a 
result of the slight circulation of air 
caused by my walking. But why did 
it happen this time and not some other 
time? 

At tmee my suspicions were on » 
feather edge. My ^es tested on the 
twelve big steel rails that mxe stored 

directly overhead. Was it possible that 
that instant of magnetism had caused 
them to move? 

It seemed almost incredible, but I 
was curious enough to investigate. I 
got a flashlight, climbed up on tlie hand- 
car, craned my neck toward the near- 
est steel crossbeam. The roof of this 
entrance passage formed a i^allow in- 
verted V, which left six feet of space 
between the crossbeams and the apex. 
The twelve rails we had stored there 
were lined up in a direction parallel to 
the length of the entrance passage, 
fsoiatJng straight — or very nearly 
straight — toward the giant magnet. 
Therefore the attraction, if it made 
itself felt upon them at all, would tend 
to pull them longitudinally. 

But, as I had previously noted, the 
rails were lying across two crossbeams, 
and their innermost ends were touching 
— or very nearly touching, as the case 
might be— the surface of a third and 
somewhat higher crossbeam. The beam 
would stop any rail that tended to 
slide longitudinally. 

My only conclusion was that the 
outer end of a rail must have moved a 
fraction of an inch, being hurled a 
trifle straighter by the sudden mag- 
netieh" 

"Domaatj get awi^ from that 
switch! Get away — " 
I was standing on the end of the 


beneath the tnsssblitat nearest Uie Tat- 
ticed gates. In fact, I was half climb- 
ing, half hanging. That is, my feet 
were bearing upon the low end of the 
iiandlebars, and my left arm was 
hooked up over three of the stored 
rails. I had drawn my head up high 
enough to bring my eyes on a level 
with the dusty surface of the crosstieam, 
where my flashlight revealed that one 
of Hoe &tee culs over my ri^t Moul- 
der had altered its position about a 
centimeter. 

That's where I was when a glance 
fioorward told me that Doormat was 
plajjing with the switch. 

And that's when I yelled and dropped 
my flashlight. 

And that's precisely when the whole 
Wifcs went into action full blast — for 
just as the obedient feline jumped back, 
the falling flashli^t atmM, tM 

'T'HE handcar shot out from under 
my feet like an earthquake. In- 
stinctively I tightened my grip on the 
rails on either side of my head — a 
natural thing to do when one finds 
himself suddenly depending upon his 
hands for support. But in this case 
it was just tlie wrong thing to do. 

Even as my hands tightened, so did 
the rails. There was an almost noise- 
less slip, a little shower of dust against 
the light, and a sudden pressure of steel 
against both sides of my head. On 
the mstant my skull was locked, as if 
between two locomotives. 

I heard the handcar coast into the 
trap with a crash of wood. It must 
have struck a terrific blow. I couldn't 
see, because I was temporarily head- 
locked and my head was turned toward 
the latticed gate and the. sea. 

Did I say temporarily? 

I squirmed to free myself ttut 
couldn't. An unspeakable terror shot 
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through me. If the rails should slip 
stiU closer together — 

I pulled and tugged with all my 
strength, but I could not move my 
head in the slightest. The pain of 
that pressure was terrific. Part of my 
right ear was caught within the vise, 
and I TCOuld gladly have torn it from 
my head if that would have freed 
me. But I kne« well eBSugh that my 
head, damn it, was widest not at the 
ears but at a point an inch or more 
above them. I was caught. 

If I relaxed the grip of my hands 
over the rails, the pains shooting 
through my head only became the more 
mhwmble. Still, I realized that only 
lu(^ had prevented my skull from be- 
ing instantly crushed; for my head was 
no isore than t, «bap-1)iiW!e to these 
massive rails. There were three of 
them on each side, packed together 
as tightly as floor boards. Obviously 
the magnetic pull had done its worst, 
as far as they were concerned. 

But the drawing range of the mag- 
net was not limited to one hundred 
f^t, mm one thousand. The pioof of 
its power came now, in such a swift 
and overwhelming demotBtratioB that 
at first I thought it wai! some torture- 
maddened vision. 

Through the little open squares in 
the steel lattice I saw the round ob- 
ject roll up out of the sea. It cut 
through the blue water like a strange 
spherical monster. It gained speed as 
it hissed across the gravel. The fun- 
nel-like shape of the coastline had 
!iea<W it as strM^t as a btjllet tot ftie 
power plant gates. 

It was bouncing, almost flying, to- 
ward me, glinting like silver, then turn- 
ing black as it came into the power 
plant's afternoon shadow. I fully ex- 
pected it to blast the latticed gates 
and me to hell and back. For it could 
he nothing otbet than a deadly ffloat> 


ing mine. 

'nPHE thing struck the steel gates on 
a long low bounce. All the cavern- 
ous rooms back of me echoed that 
wild Screaming clang. The gates 
wrenched at their hinges, the latticed 
bars bulged inward, but the explosive 
mine didn't break through. 

And by some quirk of fate, it didn't 
explode. 

It simply smashed the gate locks 
and stopped, hugging the vertical lat- 
tices that cut it off from its destina- 
tion. 

Now all was silent, save for the hum 
of the machine. My heart began to 
beat again, shooting pile-driver throbs 
through my injprtsimiii IflSA Efcw 
long could 1 endate Wti i^^f 
Was there any way to fight off the 
blackness that was already threatemng 
to sweep across my eyes? 

I tightened the muscles of my arms 
all the way down through my shoul- 
ders; then, holding my neck and chest 
as rapidly as possible to relieve my skull 
of additional strain, I SiB^ded lo 
swinging my legs upward and hookikg 
beds aver the rails. 

This change of position relieved my 
arms to some extent and helped to ward 
off the faintness. My thoughts grew a 
little clearer. Straws of schemes for 
undoing this mess floated throu^ niy 
mind and I clutched at them. 

But instead of hitting upon any 
plausible ways out, I became more 
and more awaie of the impossible trap 
I had faHen into. 

The big latticed door was locked 
and the lock was smashed. There w^ 
no way out for me, not to mention the 
handcar, unless I managed to do some 
cutting with a blow torch. Old John 
had had an acetylene torch once; but 
in my clean-up of loose metals I hadn't 
run across it. Perhaps it miM Im 
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found if I could get free. Perhaps 
there would be fuel — perhaps not. 

If someone would only pass within 
hearing— but m tm mmtf this 
way — not once ta amonlfe of Sundays. 

The likeBhoed of a break 

throi#i the htticed dooie wasn't a 
pleasant one. That likelihood sprang 
from the fact that this magnetic field 
must be much more powerful than I 
had originally guessed. It might ex- 
tend miles out into the sea to pull in 
other floating mines. 

Yes, the more I thought of it, the 
mote peobaMe it; aefjned that * naoj- 
ter of deadly Hiines might already 1*6. 
on their way. The first one to arriw 
iwuld surely blast the lattices to splin- 
ters. Trapped as I was, I would get 


that jaunt to hell and back — I and 
all my little atoms. 

It was a certainty that the electro- 
»^)st wwiM keep ii#it m ppetating 
inn blast. Weeks could pass Before the 
power machinery would ever grind it- 
self out for lack of oil. Of course, the 
heat of the magnet might do something 
— or that darned cat might be per- 
suaded to cause a short circuit — or — 

But I was growing too wild from 
the swelling, throbbing pains in my 
head to hold myself down to any delib- 
erate thinking. It was high time to 
qfde.^ ta -tiie time for action would 
iti for goo£ 

Bat wfcat could I do? 

What would you do? 

The End 
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Lueby Los&ri KaJ never bii a bef^sndf 
he was belting h!s very life this time. How 
could he be so certain he would win? 


WELL, we lost Bub Watson 
at Mars Centra! Spaceport. 
I didn't think it was in him, 
but somehow or f)t^, he loanSg®d tP 
feriggle through h}s eXSn», mi the 
ui^t before the Sirius was scheduled 
te lift gravs for her return trip to Earth, 
Bnb came by to say so tog atsd pick 


up his ditty bag. 

We had three or twelve drinks all 
around, according to custom, and we 
handed the chit to Bub, which was only 
good common sense, and as he paid 
the bill for our D.T's, Jie saSd, "Wdl, 
O.Q., it's worth it to get off this voM- 
perambulating madhouse. Goodbye, 
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you space-happy lunks, and good 
luck!" 

Joe Sanderson, our First Mate, hic- 
coughed delicately and said, "So you're 
going into the Patrol, eh? So you're 
going to become a great big two ray-gun 
he-inaa with a Lens on your wrist and 
hair on your chest? Well, best o' luck, 
chum! Think of us when you're dying 
in agony in some filthy Outland pest- 
hole." 

"Not him!" sniffed Rube Ballard, 
the Second. "If I know Bub, he'll put 
Ift. for a nice, easy lightship post, where 

can eatch up on lost sleep asd pxss 
■waMes on Ids aft in a can«.lwtt« ■ 
chair. Good old Bubl" he added 
affectionately, and reached for the 
bottle. 

Bub just grinned. 

"You're just jealous," he said. That's 
what's the matter with you. The whole 
damn bunch of you are mad because 
I'm finally gettmg into artiw service, 
and yott haw to stay here apd play 
torsemaid to a bunch of j:^pciueak 
passengers." 

"The Passenger Service," I safSisIth 
quiet dignity, "is the backbone al iSse 
interplanetary space fleet — " 

"Comets to you, Jimmy!" mocked 
Bub. "You know what a backbone is, 
don't you? A long and dreary neces- 
sity with a headache at one end and- 
a kiefc in. tto pants at the other. It 
isn't so tad tor you, maybe. YoiAb 
not a brevetman like Joe and Rube and 
Tomtny— " He nodded at each of his 
former mates in turn. "You're the 
money-bags. A civilian officer. But / 
know, and tkey know, how monotonous 
bridge routine becomes on a passenger 
liner. No thrills, no excitement — " 

" — and no early graves," concluded 
Tommy Randolph, the Third, "oB hosf 
tile jdisets. Qm if » test, B«b> fi 
you want to play hero, that's O.Q. 
with us. Only tfiing we'd like to know 


is — who's your replacement? If he's 
as bad a Fourth as you were — " 

Bub said peevishly, "That's a heU of 
a way to aboitt an <#cer the 
Solar Space Patrol. But, oh, wdl— 
never mind! I don't exactly know who 
he is. Tommy. A fellow named Ho- 
gan, or Grogan, or something like that." 

"Old hand?" asked Sanderson. 

"Uh-uh. Cadet." 

"Out of the frying pan," groaned 
Ballard, "into the fire! Hold your hats, 
boys, here we go again! A nice little 
ptek-cheeked recrooty, fresh from the 
Space Academy. I never saw one yet 
■»rfiB didnl think he knew more than — 
whuzzat?" 

"That" was the intercommunications 
audio himjming to life. The visiplate 
glowed and upon it appeared the all- 
too-familiar features of our skipper, 
Capt. Benedict Burke, known through- 
out the spaceways as "Hurry-up" 
Barke for rernxm too obwwts to men- 
tion. For a moment he glared at us, 
then: 

"Mister Lincoln!" he snap|«a. 

"Y-yessir?" I said. 

"Stop trying to conceal that bottle 
and come to the bridge immediately! 
The new Fourth has come aboard. You 
are to show him to his quarters. Hurry 

"Y«sgfeF* I saM. "Right away, 
Capt—"- M. I 'Vm tdking to myself ; 
the paatt Was rtaady dark. There 
was one good drink left in the bottle. 
I threw it down the hatch and gallt^ed 
topside. 

T)UB WATSON hadn't known the 
new Fourth Mate's name. I still 
didn't know it after Cap Burke's intro- 

"Bfe, Grrzzlph," he growled, "this 
b 1i. Sb!%>, our new Fourth. Please 
^haw Bm tp Ms qttstters, so he can 
g<a a good Hint's rest. We lift gtavs 
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for Earth in the morning." 

"¥eiy ^Md, sir," I said, "This way, 
tiwtenairt-j-" 

atsg the Officer's 
Lounge," wartied tte Old 'Mart, "gafl 
suggest to my alleged aides that tJ^ 
break up their little brawl. The satW 
advice, I might add, applies to you, 
Mr. Lincoln. You have a passenger 
list to make up in the morning, and 
manifests to clett. W*!, JWO alflBg! 
Hurry up!" 

We said, "Aye, sirl" and left. In 
the corridor, ray new acquaintance 
looked at me sidewise and grinned. 
"Quite a man, eh?" he said. "Crtisty 
old character, no?" 

"Don't mind him," I said. "His 
Burke is worse than his bite. Only 
thing is, the Old Man doesn't approve 
of 'the Cup that cheers'. He's a strict 
tettotaller— " 

It. Whatever-Hs-najDe-waa looked 
down at ate, a huge chucjde on his 
lips. When I say "down" I mean just 
that. He was a big youngster, three 
or four inches over six feet. But he 
wasn't lanky or gangly. Studying him 
for the first time, I saw that he was 
stacked up like the retouched photo- 
graph of a professional strong man. 
Strone. muscular throat . . . shoulders 
like T-beaw gitders . . , aan»w 'waist 
aad flat thighs . . iMs sunBEMsmted 
by a laige, ^-sha^ head cifcp with 
tiny black curls, gtay-eyed, lean-nos- 
trilled, with features as clean-cut and 
regular as those of any Greek god. He 
was a handsome lad — and I don't mean 
just pretty. He was the stuff! 

But he was chuckling now. He said, 
"A teetotaller, eh? You wouldn't care 
to lay a little bet on that, Lincoln?" 

"Bel?" I repeated. "I don't uiider- 
stand," 

"I've got a hunch you're wrong," he 
laughed. "As a matter of fact, I've ten 
credits that says the skipper is having 


a wee, private snifter right now, at this 

I itared St Mm f« an Instant I 
lEoalti hatihf ray Istod into my 
pocket quic3t enoii^. "Ten credStsI" 
I cried. "I'll take that, pal! That's 
j^hat I call easy money. Here's whe*e 
we have to do a little justifiable spying, 
though. How about this keyhole? Yoa 
peek first. It's your party." 

"No, you go ahead," he said. "Quiet- 
ly, though. He probably wouldn't like 
it if he knew we—" 

It's a good tiling he warned me to 
be quht, because I *fts on my knees, 
now, before the door. And what I saw 
made me gasp like a mermaid on a 
sandy beach. The Old Man had his 
head tilted back. There was a bottle 
in his hand, the bottle had a label — 
and the label didn't say "Cough Medi- 
cine". The label said' OLD MARIN- 
ER. It fiso said, "Guaranterf mm 
years old , . . Bottled in Bond, Galactic 
Distilleries, InS." It said, "90 Prooll* 

My new friend smiled at me plBaS' 
antly. "Satisfied, Lincoln?" be asked. 
"Ten credits, please — " 

I dug the bills out of my moth-proof 
wallet, handed them to him with shak- 
ing fingers. I stared at him. "But 
how did you know?" I croaked. "I 
vmM have sworn on a tcateful of in- 
voices the skipper ntfex tOwtod a 
drop! How — " 

He shrugged. 

"Call it a hunch. I'm pretty lucky, 
I guess. They all used to think so at 
the Academy — " 

Academy! That did it. The names 
by which Bub Watson and the Old Man 
had called him paraded suddenly before 
my memory. "Lt. Smlgp"! Hogan! 
Gtsganl cine the dwa 1 je^ied 
my astonishment. 

"Logan!" I hollered. "You're 
'Lucky' Logan!" 

And the new Fourth nodded ple^s- 
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antly. 

"Why, yes," he ac&llBwJMjged. 
"That's my name." 

XTU^tt, hell, 1 »iKRfla lav* kHowtt! 
fewM haw tacTO ite j«a»at I 

dapped eyes on that bmM, ftat ijaafl- 
some pan of his. I had limwi — a»d 
what spaceman had not? — jJenty about 
Christopher "Lucky" Logan who, 
though still a space fledgling barely 
over his majority, was already on his 
way to becoming something of a legend 
to the men who go out to the stars in 
ships. 

Lucky Logan — acknowledged to be 
one of the fjo^ athl^tei (syer to win 
Ave A*adMny letters, alleged to be the 
smartest gambler to ever lay a waget, 
rumored to be the wildest, whackiest, 
brain-stormingest youth to ever wear 
blues — fie was Bub Watsoa's replace- 
ment! 

'Logan's outrageous luck was the talk 
»l a universe. It wasn't even logical 
luet. Wheti im played football, pmfits 
SaM ti» Mes opened before hJm 
miractiloBsly every damn time he toted 
the leather. Three times during his 
college career he was guilty of screw- 
ball conduct that should have cashiered 
him into the discard — but each time 
Lady Luck tossed the die his way and 
saved his neck. Once when, taking an 
examination, he based his entire thesis 
on the possibility of faster-than-light 
radio tBt»»ijisaoa, $. ttaxy at that 
ttoe contrary to every known fact. 
Since passing or flunking depended on 
this one question, he would have been 
booted out of school for his crackpot 
assumption — had not that very week 
another nutsack, Lt. Lancelot Biggs of 
the space-lugger Saturn, invented a new 
type of uranium speech-trap that 
proved Logan's theory right I 

Then there was the time when, in 
direct violation of orders, he changed 


course on the schoolship he was pilot- 
ing. They yanked him before a drum- 
head courtmartial for that little act — 
and two msks of an eyelash before the 
CssttSMo'cter could strip hSm <sf Ms 
tttttet, sa, teJftijl Jaokwt burst Into 
tte roott and ittfof med all and sundry 
that a black r«gue asteroid had just 
smashed by within three hundred miles 
of their course, and that if the course 
had not been changed by Logan, every 
one of them would now be frozen space- 
meat! 

Well, I didn't know whether to bub- 
Wb with ^« or despair. But I did 
knew <l«t if 1 let Logan get to his berth 
without having met his fellow officets, 
my position as Purser and Supercargo 
on ye goodeshippe Sirius would be com- 
parable in comfort to the position of a 
Hindu yogi slumbering on his bed of 
red-hot needles. So I grabbed Adonis' 
arm and tugged him toward the lounge. 

"Come on!" I pleaded. "It ain't 
beddy-bye time for you yet! You got 
timm to do and folks to nwell " 

Tfcttg TO te^ ill on the boys ««ex- 
pecteeHy. Hot had they exactly aban- 
ibned the party simply because I had 
gone. To compensate for my absence, 
they had opened up a few more bottles 
and now they were concentrating on 
emptying 'em. As we entered, Bub 
and Rube Ballard were attempting a 
little Mt of JHurderously close harmony 
on "Vetias NeB", while Sanderstm wa* 
pdsitateigiy esj^Waih^ to Ttway 
■Raftdolph the Jones-Hake theory of in- 
tragalactic spore permeation. ^Vhich 
was rather a waste of time, I thought, 
inasmuch as Tommy was busy in a far 
corner, trying to stand on his head. 

Four heads swivelled around as we 
entered, though, and eight eyes stared 
at us owlishly as I introduced my find. 

"Boys," I chortled, "put w the lub- 
ber gloves. Get ready for a shock. I 
want ym to meet the new Fourth 
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Kat«— IJwiBWat 'tacky' Logan I" 

TT tOttR a few seeoiitfe fat that fa 
seep through the alcoholic mists, but 
when it did, the result was worth wait- 
ing for. The four men stiffened like 
strychnine victims, and Randolph spoke 
for the crowd when, in an awed voice, 
he said, "Lucky Logan!" 

"Himself," I said proudly, "in per- 
son, and not a disney. Logan, these are 
Lieutenants Sanderson, Ballard and 
Xando^jh, yput future feidge com- 
panions. "The soggy loSkiug thing at 
the table is Lt. Watson, whose place 
you are taking. My advice is to greet 
him now and forget him instantly." 

men?" 

Tommy was still very, very spiffed. 
Otherwise he'd not have said what he 
did, because he's a nice youngster. He 
ga«d at IfOgan open-mouthed and 
open-ejrei, AiKt,."-0i»^ Wis of 
he said, "the synthetic superman him- 
self!" 

The minute he said it, he flushed 
scarlet. Silence fell over the room; 
awkward silence; and I suddenly re- 
membered another of the whacky tales 
people told about Lucky Logan. His 
old man. Dr. Theophilus Logan, had 
been something of a wingding himself. 
A brilliant man, his mind had apparent- 
ly i^o affected wife died in 
tfifldbiith; he lad tmken tije newborn 
child and moved bag and baggage to 
Mars Central, then a desolate frontier 
outpost of civilization. 

There he had raised his child accord- 
ing to a certain secret theories of his 
own. No one knew about this, you 
know, until years later. Then Dr. 
Logan had indisaeetly iwMled that in 
Christopher's <Ji*l Bad been jtoatei 
certain fonaBtos, jh ia$ trajrt^g'ceytain 
psychol^ctf jwdtfis had t«n ig«J, 
that made the boy — a i<xeeast of the 


superman who someday shall Mile the 
oiivMe" was fjje way Lt^aa hsd 
phrasetf it. 

W^),ttBiJiewspaper3 and telecasters 
got Iwi# bI fte story, and they gave it 
the merry-go-round. They hooted and 
hollered, they employed famous psy- 
chiatrists and alienists to study Chris- 
topher Logan. When it turned out that 
he was just another very frightened, 
very sadly confused boy, they turned 
the full battery of their scorn on old 
maii,Lcgw. For a year or so, life must 
have been ttnbearable tor both fatha 
and son; then the affair had died down, 
as things have a habit of doing, and' 
their lives had reverted to normalcy. 

But every once in a while some idiot 
— like Tommy now, or like the sports- 
caster who went haywire when Lucky 
scored eight touchdowns against Fon- 
tanaland University in the Earth-Mars 
annual Bowl game-stacked wise with 
a reminder ot this ogh^pj interinds 
in Logan's past. 

And it must have been embarras»Sng 
to Logan, too — because glancing at him 
I saw that his cheeks were as crimson 
as Tommy's. But his gray eyes re- 
mained calm, and he tried to pretend he 
had «at«« heard the remark, 

"T'M VERY glad to be here with you 
gentlemen," he said. "The Sirius 
is a fine ship. Vm, pnwd t« bft one of 
her officers.*' 

"And we're glad to have you, Logan,'' 
said Sanderson. But you couldn't much 
blame him for being curious. After all, 
a man with Logan's reputation — "But 
tell me," asked Joe, "is it true that 
you're blessed with amazing luck? 
That's what people say, you know." 

Logaji smiled. "Blessed," he said, 
"or cursed. It's hard to .<ay which. 
Wdl, tietttrngoA, 1 B«(>pose I aw 
88 lawptforall? tticky tetm." 

Bub Watson was jast hleaiy enough 
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to be belligerent. Over in the corner 
he was mumbling. Now he said, '"Sa 
lotta hogwashi Don' b'lieve a word 
of it. No sash llaiig's fcckl" 

ie^aa 'glanced at Mm shrewdly. He 
s*W, ''Jfef maybe not. You're Watson, 
aren't yon? Mmm-hmm. Well, Wat- 
son, some people call it luck; / prefer 
to call it — well, hunches ! " 

Bub grunted. "Don' b'lieve in 
hunshesh ! No sush thfej — f per- 
sisted doggedly. 

"Wm totance," said Logan, "there's 
a BttJe isBtch I happened to have right 
now. There's no logical basis for it, 
yao. tmdeTstaBd— -but irfien I get these 
things, I simply can't control them. I 
have a strong hunch that you, Watson, 
have a physical peculiarity — " 

Eub started. "Huh? Whuzzat? 'Sa 
lie!" 

"I have a hunch," continued Logan 
suavely, "that on your left foot you 
have six toes. You'll aiimit X 
have no way of knowing whether or not 
this is m, but — " 

BuWs grtmiWe tfltned to a ho*1. 
"Sisish toesh! 'Sa damu lie! No such 
things—" 

" — and furthermore, I'm willing to 
back my hunch," Logan offered, "with 
a little wager of — oh, let's say twenty 
credits — " 

Oh, boy, did he get takers! We all 
hollered at the same time. I'd seen 
Bub Wa,tson in the showers a dozen 
tl»Bs. I knew tkere mmm't any extf a 
toes on Mtet of hk feet. So dfd the 
others. Quick as I was, Sanderson and 
Watson got the jump on me. 

"I'll take it!" they yelled in unison, 
then looked at each other. Joe backed 
down ungraciously. "Oh, all right. It's 
your foot, Bub." 

And triumphantly, Bub Watson sat 
down and stripped off hii left boot, his 
left sock, wriggled Ms foot before 
Logan's eyes for the lucky iad's inspec- 


tion — 

There were exactly Sm ISES -an. Wat- 
son's left foot! 

Gteeif uBy, Eub iwhed msx th» lift 
loga'n handed Mm. He wouldn't have 
been human if he hadn't gloated a bit 
over his victory. 

"Looksh hke your luck ran out that 
time, Logan," he taunted. "Guessh 
that'll teach you not to make fooUsh 
bets any morft '"t^Uti td(M fat 
creditsh — " 

But the smile had net faded from 
Logan's eyes. It was: eiren more serene 
thao befwA He said, "Yes, I guess so, 
Btk ISA Bje a favor, 'Will you? Don't 
put yetif shse on — " 

Hestep^d to the wall audio, pressed 
the button to the bridge. An instant 
.later the face of Captain Burke shone 
down on us. "Well, Logan, what is it?" 
he demanded. "Didn't you go to your 
bunk? What are you doing in the 
Lounge? What do — " Then his jaw 
dropped, his eyes jolted open. A bellow 
^difcltis throat "WatsanI Am I see- 
ing things? Do you have your shoe 
off?" 

"Yesh, shir!" chortled BA-preudly. 
"Lucky Logan's luck ran out on him, 
shir. I made 'im a lil bet — " 

Cap Burke turned to Logan numbly. 
His voice was an empty husk. "I — I'll 
see you first thing in the morning," he 
sairf—and blanked out. 

Swderson stared at Logan curiously. 

"Wirt's this all about, Logan? What 
dM lie mesB?" 

The new Fourth smiled modestly. 
"Well, you see, it seems Captain Burke 
had heard of my — er — luck. When he 
welcomed me aboard, he undertook to 
advise me against gambling. He wanted 
to teach me a lesson, so — ^' 

"So?" I prompted. 

"So before I left the bridge," ex- 
plained Logan, "he and I made a h'ttle 
bet A hundred credits. 1 — er — bet 
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him I could make Bub WaL«>n take his 
feft ^we. flff Trithia five minutes after 
meeting hM . . 

■y^ELL, if that's "hick", I'm a mtm- 
key's uncle — and no cracks, 
please! When you give twenty to win 
a hundred, it ain't luck, it's logic. 

But do you know, the boys wouldn't 
take that bit of iinoodling as conclu- 
sive evidence that Logan was the wise 
lad he was supposed to be? I don't 
know why it is, but let a maB get a 
reputation in some Um and iauBe<BateJy 
every Tom, Dick and Harry wants to 
try to be* has at his own gam«. Imk 
im stumblebums fall all over them- 
selves trying to get into a ring with 
fight champions, and watch the suckers 
lining up in front of a dice table. 

During the next three or four days, 
Sanderson, Ballard and Randolph spent 
all fleir waking hours trjdng to prove 
&ey were just as clever, and just as 
lucky, as Lucky Logan. All they proved 
is that a fool and his money are soon 
parted. Because Logan simply couldnt 
be beaten at any game of skill, chance 
or logic. He took 'em at stud and at 
craps, at high-low and at matching 
loins. 

Me, I didn't get sucked into any of 
this craziness. As eombined Purser and 
supercargo aboard the Sirius, I've got 
all tJie Jsb J «an hsadk mix. the ship 
lifts gravs. I had to make out passen- 
ger lists, prepare invoices and port 
clearance statements, arrange for 
freight transshipment and quarantine 
inspection — all that stuff. 

So I was as busy as a houpd in an 
apple orchard for the next few days. 
Meanwhile, the Sirius plowed ether like 
a dream, maintaining her routine cruis- 
ing speed of 200,000 mph. and Earth, as 
viwed thrfli^ flte observMion cham- 
ber j^a^, was daily becomij^ larger, 
gsener, nearer. 


It was on the evening of the fifth day 
ftat I stood in the observation chamber, 
looking out upon the never-ending 
jntr,«!l of stRT-^pwigled iptim, when 
tuAy Logan caMe to stand besiaeme. 
All the passengers had turned in; sa«e 
for us and the night-watch, a pfiiSt W 
the bridge and an engineer in theuiotor- 
room, every other living soul aboard 
was asleep. 

"Lovely, isn't it, Jimmy?" he said. 

"If you mean that the way it sounds," 
I replied cautiously, "the answer is yes. 
But if that innocent-appearing opening 
remark is the preluda to * Ji|||| ^.-at 
some kind — " 

"Oh, don't let's talk about bets, 
Jimmy," he sighed. "Let's not talk 
about luck or bets or hunches. Some- 
times I get so weary of pretending — " 

He stopped suddenly. I stared at 
him. 

"Pretending?" I repeated. 
"Skip it, Jimmy. It was s slqi of the 
tongue.*' 

"I know aU about the» sBp ui the 
tongues," I told him sagely. "TheyVe 
usually got something behind them; 
more than mixed-up vocal cords. May- 
be it isn't any of my business. Lucky, 
but — come clean. What's on your 
chest? Maybe you'd feel better if you 
told somebody." 

"1 told you," he said half-angrily^ 
and I couldn't tell whether his anger 
was directed at me or at himself, "it 
was merely a slip of the tongue. JForget 
it, please. Let's just look at the Stars 
and lose ourselves in the beauty of— 
Heyl" 

"What's the matter?" T asked. 
"Look! That way. Off to the right 
and a little below Alioth — " 

T LOOKiED in the direction desig- 
nated. To the tight and a little hit 

below Epsilen tTrsae Hajoris fliers waa 
a dot, a bright gleam of light that 
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shouldn't be there. I gasped. 

"A nova! Boy, what do you think? 
Hey, I bet the Old Man would like 
to see this ! I'm going to wake him — " 
I started for the doorway. But Lucky 
stepped me-. 

"Waft, Jiwa^'l tk^k m nov*; 
that's a new comet! And unless I'm 
*ery much mistaken — Come on! We've 
got to get down to the radio turret!" 

Sparks was drowsing in his chair 
when we highballed into his turret, but 
five minutes later the last vestige of 
sleep was banished from his eyes as we 
dictated our message to Lunar III and 
waited for a reply. He looked at Lo- 
gan admiringly. 

"Gee, some guys have aH the luck! 
I'n bet a hat you were the first guy to 
see this. Now they'll name it after 
you, and — " 

Lucky said tightly, "I'm not con- 
cerned about that. What I'm wonder- 
ing is how a comet should appear so 
suddenly, without its presence ever hav- 
ing been suspected. We didn't get any 
(fcerratory reports on this one. Which 
means it must have appeared without 
warning. And that means — " 

"Speed!" I broke in. "Tremendous 
speed!" 

"Right! And it's moving in the gen- 
eral direction," said Logan wosrftdjy, 
"of our Solar System!" 

Then before the full import of his 
words struck me, Sparks' receiver 
started chattering, snd our ans^Wf 
came back from Lunar III. And the 
answer justified Logan's fears by a 
thousandfold. 

"Position of new comet verified," 
read the message, "by three Lunar, 
seven Earth observatories. Mass and 
weight not yet ascertained, but speed 
determined as highest ever yet re- 
corded. From initial ohservs^otis, 
Prentiss of Copernicus Observatory 
fears comet will approach within three 


degrees of Earth's sun. Further re- 
ports later." 

That was all. It was enough. I'm 
not a trained astrogator, nor is Sparks, 
but both of us had enough .space-learn- 
ing to know what that meant We 
feoked at Lucky Logan with haggarj 
eyes, and his answering gaze was equal- 
ly dismal. 

I said, "Three degrees ! But, Lucky, 
that means — " 

And he nodded slowly. "Yes, Jimmy. 
The death of an empire — Man's em- 
pire! The destruction of the Solar 
System!" 

T CAN'T tell you exactly what hap- 

pened then, because everything hap- 
pened at once. I remember racing 
down to Gapt. Burke's quarters, rous- 
ing him, bringing him to the bridge. I 
guess Logan must have audiocd the 
other officers, for they all were there; 
Joe and Rube and Tommy, even Chief 
McMurtrie and his Assistant Engineer, 
Bob Evans. 

Swiftly, Logan explained the aitta- 
tion. His statement was greeted with 
blank dismay. Then, because space- 
men do not meekly surrender, even in 
the face of insurmountable odds, Sug- 
gestions started pouring forth. 

Cap Burke stoutly refused to be- 
lieve that the situation was as dire as 
it had been painted. 

"Nonsense I" be declared. "The 
Soke System has endated for aeons; it 
will live for aeons morel Just because 
a new comet has been sighted is no 
reason for falling into panic. Anyhow, 
this is all a matter of snap judgment. 
Astronomers are always crying doom. 
After they've checked their figures, 
they'll probably decide the comet won't 
come any nearer than Pluto. Or if it 
does come nearer, what then? The 
Sun is so large that it will shrug it off — " 

He was whistling in the dark, of 
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course. He knew as well as we did 
.♦hat if this weird extra-galaetic visitor 
««ie to approach withro three degrees 
Bi Sol ther* wwad be a dnj^atioa ft 
i»t IwrrejStfoBS wni which, untold 
ag« ago, had brought Earth and the 
ittt of Sol's cosmic family into being. 

Two mighty, flaming monsters brush- 
ing each other in space. Great arms of 
fire, tidal waves of scorching death and 
destruction, stretching toward each 
other. Tremendous flames hurtling 
Stfm ewwt to Sm, fi«ni Sm to co««t; 
sB tSSiet txtMj! in that seething caul- 
(fron. Utile Mercury plummeting into 
fc fiery bosom of the Sun . . . Venus' 
steamy jungles parching, the volcanic 
core of Earth bursting its thin skin in 
a thousand places, mighty Jupiter reel- 
ing in its course . . . these were but a 
few of the lesser things that might 
happen. 

The chatter of the receiving set put 
the lie tu Ws §im, Joe Mailme -mm 
JeportJng again from Lunar 111. There 
was something like hysteria in his 
call. 

"Previous information on comet now 
verified. Earth doomed. Entire Solar 
System liable to destruction, scientists 
claim. Terrestrial, Martian, Venusian 
governments organizing all available 
spacecraft for evacuation to outer 
planets. 

"Meshf All craft in spacel Pfo- 
ceiS Instantly to neatfest oAotAted 
planet, take aboard full complement of 
refugees and sail top speed for New 
Oslo, Uranus 1 Keep tuned to this 
wavelength. That is aB." 

'pOMMY RANDOLPH stared at us 
starkly. 

"It's impossible!" he choked. "There 

snerfetiSBf many spaeecraft Thi^ esxft 
H» o« taan mt of a hundred thou- 
■sSjrt. Bw— but we've got to do our 
-^te. Skipper?" 


"It's a toss-up," said Burke grimly. 
"We're as far from Mars as from 
E^rth, We might as well go on into 
Luna." 

Chief McMurtie aoffird ffenflf. 

"We'll have to. Captain. We haven't 
enough fuel to reach Uranus unless 
we restock. Even so, it will take us 
ten weeks or more to reach Uranijs, 
In that time — " He shrugged. 

"Ten weeks!" That was Lucky Lo- 
gan. "But certainly it won't take us 
that long, Chief I Surely the Sims 
is equipped with one of those new velo- 
city-intensifiers ? " 

"If you mean the experimental V-1 
unit," glowered McMurtie, "invented 
by that Biggs chap, yes, we have one. 
But we were issued strict orders not to 
attempt to use it. Both times he tried 
to use it on the Saturn, something hap- 
pened to the ship. The last time Biggs 
Was killed, Heaven rest him,'^ 

"But this is an emergency! We've 
got to use itl 1 have a htiftdh-J' A 
look of calculation come suddenly into 
the young Fourth's eyes. "I have a 
hunch that if we stepped up our veloc- 
ity, went out to meet — " 

Mister Logan!" Cap Burke's tem- 
per was frayed. He whirled on Logan 
determinedly. "I'll ask you to remem- 
ber you are fourth in conmiand irfjoard 
this vessel. This is no time to Ssten to 
your 'hunches'. If will take more than 
mere 'luck' to get us out of a perilotB 
situation." 

"But, sir—" 

"That will do! Now, gentlemen, 
here are my orders. We will not inform 
the passengers of this emergency. There 
is no reason for creating amongst thHB 
the confusion and despair we ourselvei 
have basn made subjtct to. 

"We wni proceed as swiftly pos- 
sible to Luna, and there assume what- 
ever part in the evacuation plan is al- 
lotted to, us. I see no other course to 
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pursue. Now, I advise all of you to 
go to your quarters, get as much rest 
as possible. Yot^ will need all your 
energy and vitality in the evil d^s be- 
fore as. Goodnight, gentlemen!" 
*But, Captaitt" " tried Logaa again, 
"CSoodai^, lietiten^ntl" said Barte 
again fitmly. And that was all Lucky 
couH get out of Wm. We retired. 

■^^E retired, but we didn't sleep. 

How could we? The Earth 
doomed, our loved ones in danger, 
Man's hard-fought-for civilization, his 
empire ^ the stata tetised, to die be- 
aeaOi flajnes of a. holoeaust-^hsw lemM 

WB.»l««p? 

But orders ats otdeis. "Whett I twoie 
the next morning I found that so far 
as the passengers were concerned, 
nothing had happened in the night. 
They were still laughing, playing, ilirt- 
ing, enjoying themselves as passengers 
a luxury liner will. 

But I glanced through the observa- 
tfott pawl »ad saw HoA the. comet, 
which twelve hours betere had been but 
a dot, was now a, blazing orb. And 
when I visited the radio turret I learned 
from Sparks that our period of grace 
had been computed. Ten days! Ten 
days before the comet should sweep 
the skirts of Sol, raising the flaming 
tides that spelled death to Earth and 
its sister planets 

It was that afternoon that Lucky 
Logaa mm a^afiji » C^ptato Burke 
with a suggestSrai. Bur^e was in no 
mood to hear him, but Logan's sheer 
persistence won him an audience. 

"Make it short, though! " warned the 
skipper. "And I warn you, I want no 
crazy plans such as that you suggested 
last night. I have troubles enough — " 

"No, sir," said Logan mildly. "This 
is something entirely different, sir. It's 
about the passengers. They don't .know 
about the comet, sir, but they're sort 


of nervous. Maybe they feel there's 
something wrong from the way we've 
been acting. I thought perhaps some 
form of entertainment might quiet 
them, sir." 

Burke pursed hfe ttea Mded 
slowly. "Welt, I don't see anything 
wrong with that. Matter of fact, it's 
not a bad idea. What form of enter- 
tainment did you have in mind. Lieu- 
tenant? A dance — " 

Logan said politely, "That would be 
very nice, sir. But what I reatty had 
in mind was something a little more 

mesnjerisBi. AbS Jt so i^^sras that 
I have *— ^«-*ii}ag the art 

of hypnotism, t thought It might 
amuse our guests to watch an exhibi- 
tion—" 

"Very good!" grunted the Old Man. 
"Like to see that my««H, Sat $mM 
need a subject — " 

Logan said, "Yes, sir. I was gSii^l 
to ask Jimmy to act as my subject*^^ 

MB dm ef thfsi tve gut masgi 'Wt' 

ries, without — " 

Cap Burke frowned me into silence. 

"That will do, Lincoln. I heartily 
approve of Lt. Logan's plan. Lord 
knows this may be the last entertain- 
ment any of us get for a long while. 
You will act as his subject. That is 
not areqoest; it is a command." 

Lucky said, "Thank you, sir. And 
— cr — I believe yoti expre.ssed some in- 
terest En watchhif the exhibiHon? If 1 
might make the suggestion, sir. you 
might watch it through, the audio-visi- 
plate. And whatever others are on duty 
might also be advised of the hour — " 

"I'll do that," approved Burke. 
"We'll make it for eight o'cloefc, Solar 
Constant Time, O.Q.?" 

AJid so jt was- 4eci<iwl And of 
course 1 was the victhij, M& K that 
were umiMall 
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'T*HUS it was that a few minutes after 
eight o'clock Lt. Christopher Logan 
and I were standing on the platform 
of the main ballroom in the Sirius be- 
fore the assembled guests and officers 
of the ship. The audio-visiplates were 
turned on, and our little act was be- 
ing watched not only by t^m befone 
us, but by Capt. Burke and Lt. Bal^ 
lard OB the bridge, by a crew of wipers 
in" the boiler room, by Sops fn the pan- 
try, a storeroom guard — oh, everyone 
on or off duty. 

Logan had made a few introductory 
remarks concerning hypnotism, sketch- 
ing in a brief history of it from its 
early discovery as "mesmerism" or ani- 
mal magnetism up to its acknowledge- 

msst-aa «, ttw imm in fte latter psit 
oi the 21st Centviry, and nfiw lljfe rtmln 
event was to begin. 

"Mr. Lincoln," Logan concluded, 
"will be beguiled into seeing things that 
do not e.tist, performing operations that 
he is normally incapable of performing, 
hearing sounds that are inaudible to 
our ears. In short, while under the 
influence of the hypnotic spell, he will 
live in a world ail his own; a world in 
which we do not exist, or, if we do, we 
exist only in some distorted ver- 
sion of his own mind. 

"Now, Jimmy — " 

I sighed and faced him. His fine 
gray eyes were friendly, but there was 
a compulsion in them I had never be- 
fore noticed. He rearranged our posi- 
tions so that he could face me and at 
the same time face both the audio and 
the men and women of his audience. 
Then he began to speak in a firm, low 
tone^ His words were strangely sooth- 
ing and gentle. 

"There is quiet falling over this 
room," he intoned, "and in that quiet 
is the peace and forgetfulness of sleep. 
You are becoming drowsy . . . drowsy 
. . . irow^er by sEbe miBmeBt M great 


weight is upon your eyelids . , . you 
want to sleep. ..." 

Oh, yeah? I stared at him amazed- 
ly. I had never felt more wide awake 
in my life. 

"The soft fingers of sleep close down 
upon you," he continued. There were 
little beads of sweat on his forehead, 
now; his eyes were grave and intent 
with concentration. "You will forget 
the toit, the trials, the troubles of fiiB 
world, and relax completely. Let sleep 
claim your mind, let gentle slumber 
overwhelm you. Sleep . . . sleep . . . 
sleep. ..." 

This was getting whackier by the 
moment! Sleepy! Me? Why, hell's 
booming gongs, I had no more desire to 
^ Is sle^ t^in a hungry ^t In w 
aviaty. 1 wet my lips and gave fiiin the 
high-sign out of the corner of my 
mouth. 

"Ixnay, alpayi" I whispered. "It 
ain't orkingway!" 

But he paid absolutely no attention 
to my pig Latin. His eyes were gray 
clouds of strain, now; the perspiration 
was staining his cheeks and throat as 
he bent forward, looking not at me but 
over my shoulder and his voice 
which has been low and soothing, was 
raised now in sharp, ringing command. 

"Sleep! You wiH all sleep till I bid 
you awaken!" 

That was the last straw. I shook 
myself and stepped forward, grinning. 
I said, "Sorry, pal, but it's no go. I'm 
afraid you'd better pick yourself a new 
subject,'' 

■Ilien Lucky Logan relaxed, took a 
handkerchief from his pocket and 
wiped his brow. And a broad smile 
came to his lips. He said, "New sub- 
ject, Jimmy? I've got plenty of sub- 
jects. Take a look, friend — " 

I turned, following the wave of his 
hand. And when I turned, I yelled my 
shoet Mt load. Every smgle sa^ who 
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had been watching the exhibition was 
fast asleep/ 

riET that straight! I don't mean 
^ some of 'em. All of them! The 
^^^gers, the crewsmen — even those 
been watching through the visi- 
ptetes, I ^tn»sed Cap Burke in the 
control ttirrrt, his heatf bad fallen for- 
ward onto his arms and his eyes, wide 
open, were vacant pools. The blaclc 
gang down in the engine room were 
slumbering like contented cats. The 
cook was snoozing in his galley. It 

"M-mass hypnosis ! " I gasped. "You 
gawe '-em aU the works at once ! " 

"Ri'ght'f*' acknowledged Lucky grin- 
ning. "All but you, pal. I needed 
someone to help me, and I figured you 
had as much good all-around common- 
sense as any of 'em. We've got plenty 
of work to do. Come on, let's get 
started ! " 

I edged away from him cautiously. 

"Now, wait a minute," I said, "if this 
is some plan of mutiny — " 

"Bojrt be a <JaHi«<i foolp he 
snapped. "This is the only salvation 
for ourselves and our world. The Old 
Man was too stubborn to listen to me 
last night, so I had to cook up some 
scheme to try out my ideas. 

"Now, look — th.-;se folks are going to 
stay asleep for the next couple of hours. 
We've got to work fast. Where is that 
velorfty intensifier unit McMurtrie 
was. talking about?" 

''la. — ^in the storerooBst" 

"Well, get it for me. IVe read about 
it. I think I can make it work." A 
frown creased his forehead. "I hope I 
can make it work," he gritted. "Be- 
cause it's our last chance!" 

So we got busy. And he made it 
work. It wasn't any breeze, because 
the V-I unit was based on an entirely 
rasficSl system al attwdts trMisfonna- 


tions than any machine either of us had 
ever seen before. But Lucky Logan 
had gray matter behind that Adonis 
phiz of his. He puzzled over it for a 
wMle, then said, "0. Q. This wire goes 
imi% tJiai sfcunt -ties in there ... we 
eOBaectthfs . . . and this . . ." 

I saM, "Maybe if we move some el 
tte# Sleeping Beauties out of the way 
we can work easier, hey, Lucky?" 

He stopped me. "No! Don't touch 
them, Jimmy! We mustn't ever let 
them know what happened. You and 
I are the only ones in the universe who 
will ever know the truth." 

"And unless you give out," I com- 
plained, "you'll be th^ onlf jMt, Wfcsl 
are we doing?" 

piE FINISHED tying in the last coB 

ol not, Mted, stared at me so- 
heriy. 'We're going oat to deBect that 
comet, Jimmy," he said. "We're going 
out into space to meet it — at a speed 
greater than that of light!" 

"What?" I yelled. "Us — in this lit- 
tle band-box of a spaceship? Going out 
to deflect — You're crazy!" 

"Maybe," said Lucky Logan softly. 
"But I've got a hunch it will work, 
Jimmy. You see, size doesn't matter. 
The only thing that matters is mass. 

"You studied Einstein's general the- 
ory in college) didn't you? And you 
know the Lorenz mass-energy trans- 
formatieBta? Mass in«ea»s as s^ee4 
^^WjadiBs t5s« veloeSty *f tight, tpsii 
at light-velocity nj»s4 b Maite. And 
mass has tremendotw grsvftational in- 
fluence, attractive power. 

"Therefore, if we can approach any- 
where near that comet and stabilize 
our speed at 186,000 miles per second, 
the Sirius will be an object of infinite 
mass. Its force will divert the comet 
from its trajectory — and the measure 
ol its deviation will gave the Solar Sya- 


tHE OF LUCKY LO^AN 


IQS 


tem!" 

It was at that moment I knew he 
was right. And it was at that moment, 
too, I realized something else. I was 
in the presence not of the lucltiest 
man aliv% mm Ae* wbaskkM, at 
gemuff 

1 said soberly, "Haw long, Mr. lo- 
gan? How long will Jt take m to get 
out there and do our stuffF' 

"Not very long. Because we'll be 
travelling at the rate of approximately 
five hundred million miles per hour — " 

I gulped. "W-we will?" 

And he smiled. "No, we already 
arel I cut in the V-I unit five minutes 

T SUPPOSE I should tell you how 
^ U feek to travel that fast. Well, I 
can't because it simply didn't feel a 
Ht different. That was, Logan ex- 
plained to me, because we were a 
"closed universe" in ourself. Time 
and matter and speed being purely 
relative, it didn't matter a particle to 
us how fast we were travelling; things 
Iwked jnst the same. Though we 
would have been, Logan said, com- 
fa^Mble to m eutstde obs^ver. 
"Wis cotsttitt" he esptatotid, "fttong 
the hne of our flight in geometric ratio 
to our increased speed. At the speed 
of light we have zero dimensions and 
infinite mass. We are already warp- 
ing the space through which we travel. 
By my calculations, we need only get 
within three billion miles of the comet 
to distwb it aaf6ci«ntiy to tura it com- 
pletely off its course." 

"Three billion, you said?" 

"That's "right." 

Well, that was a break for our side. 
I had feared we were what you might 
call a sort of "suicide expedition." That 
we would have to destroy ourselves 
by approaching the comet closely 
m«t^ tu di v«t it. I s%Jsed and, sai4 


"When do we know we've done the 
trick?" 

"By watching. Look through the 
visilens, Jimmy. You'll notice that 
space doesn't look the same as you're 
accustomed to seeing it. Instead of it 
being made up of black background 
and white dots which are the stars, it 
is a crazy quilt of fjicketing gray, 
crossed and crisscrossed with lines of 
lights. 

"Those lines are the stars, viewed at 
our frightful speed. You see that one 
broad yellow line? Well, that's the 
comet. Watch that closely. When you 
see it 'break' suddenly and seem to veer 
off away from us, our task is done." 

"Away from «sf fitit it shouM be 
toward us. If we attract it." 

"No,"' said iise'ky, "because I'll be 
watching, too. And the moment I see 
the line shift, I'll throw the ship in a 
Loernberger loop, returning to our for- 
mer course. Thus the stars will be 
running away from us, and the comet's 
path will seem to break the other way." 

And it was just as he had said. For 
a little more than m Jww ^tM. mmS, 
had been (keper in space than we had 
imagined) we sat there at the controls, 
grimly watching that yellow line move 
smoothly on in a straight direction. 
Then, suddenly, it gave a little wriggle. 

I yelled. But even as I yelled, Lo- 
gan was tugging on the control levers, 
the Sirius pulled around with a jerk, 
and we were flashing back toward aut 
own little sector of familiar space. 

And it was tlien tl»t twiy ,I*pa 
rose with i sigh of relief. 

' It worked, Jimmy, Earth is saved. 
And now, let's get this mess cleaned 
up." 

"Cleaned up?" I yammered. "You 
mean you're not going to leave the V-I 
unit connected?" 

"For a little while, yes. But I've 

ist 'mm- oftai .tfcwp te do—" 
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And he disappeared. 

^FTER a while I got curious. I 
switched on the visiplates until I 
caught sight of him. He was in the 
ballroom, bending over one of the pas- 
sengers, apparently whispering some- 
thing into the sleeping man's ear. As 
I watchejj he moved on to the next 
pttsan , J » (tm fl^ a«t- 

Thta he fecaaed, and I confronted 
him indignantly. 

"What's the big idea, pal? Secrets, 
hey? What were you whispering to 
those people? I saw you. You even 
visited the bridge and told bedtime stor- 
ies to the Old Man — " 

Lucky shook his head. 

"I'm sorry, Jiwwy, but that's the 
one thing l eant tell you. Anything 
else, yes. Bui that's one little secret 
you must always allow me to keep. And 
now, we're approaching our legate 
Mars-Earth quadrant. So if youll help 
me detach the V-I unit — " 

I did. And when it was finished, so 
accurate had been his calculations that 
the Sirius was sailing through the exact 
sector in space it would have been at 
had not we taken our wild flight to the 
comet. And Lucky said, "O.Q., Jimmy, 
our little game is oirer.. jp bmk 
to the ballroom.'' 

We went back. And we stood once 
more on the dais. And Lucky leaned 
forward suddenly, passed a hand across 
my eyes, and I swear that for a moment 
everything went dizzying black. There 
were great bells gouging in my ears 
. . . the bell sounds faded, and I heard 
a voice calling; 

"Waken! Waken from your ihim- 
bws, Jimmy UmMl" 

^ND I opened my ey4s& to ht«t ri- 
otous laughter ringing iti my ears! 
I stared about me, dumbfounded. 
Everyone in the balfroBm was on Ms 


feet, laughing — at me!, Several of the 
passengers were running up to the plat- 
form, were patting Lucky on the back, 
saying, "Congratulations, Lieutenant! 
Excellent performance . . . excel- 
lent!" 

I looked into the visiplate. Captain 
Burke's face was wreathed in grins. He 
said, "How do you feel, Jimmy, all 
right? Nice exhibition, I.ag»n." ^ad 
he blanked out 

And Sanderson and Randolph were 
at my side. Tommy was doubled over 
with mirth. "Boy, I thought I'd die at 
you, Jimmy ! " he chortled. "You really 
were a caution! Tell me, how did it 
feel to be hypnotized? When you let 
on you were a big game hunter chasing 
elephwUs viih * pes-Aeeter— ^' 

"What I meS. tet was wiaa Ire 
thOo^t he was a lady Bsherman," 
chuckled Joe, "baiting Ms hook with a, 
worm. Pretty good. Lucky, old boy! 
You really had him under cOntTOl! " 

I stared at them wildly. 

"Had me under control!" I yelled. 
"Why, I was the only one aboard the 
ship who was awake! Every damed 
one of you was as dopey as a — " 

But that only made the laugh the 
louder. I thought Sanderson was going 
to fan right out of his baote. "Listen 
to Wki! He thinks we were asleep and 
he was awake! Oh, what a party! 
Oooh — " Then his face sobered. "If 
only this — this other thing weren't 
hanging over our heads — " he said. 

I realized suddenly I could still con- 
vince thmi I knm om tMmg they 
didn't. 

"If you mean about the comet," I 
bawled, "it might interest you guys to 
know that — 

But tmsmst da^J»d to finish my 
proof. For at that moment the visi- 
plate flashed Oft, and a happy Cap 
Burke beamed down upon us all "La- 
dies and gentlemen," he cried in a tri- 
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umphant voice, "I am happy to report 
to yon that a peril which threatened 
all our lives and homes has been suc- 
ftessfully averted. 

"A tremendous comet, information 
concerning which was withheld from 
you in order not to occasion undue 
9km, ciMSsd ^eatiwr ttooij^ui the 
Sfl«r 8|«tei«. But I have Just mow 
received a radiogram from Lunar HI 
advisitlg rm ftat om hmtt Sgo the 
cosmic visitwr 'mystetollSy thanged its 
course, swept toward water space, and 
is fast disappearing. Observers are of 
the opinion that its course was deflected 
by some hithertofore unsuspected dark 
body, search for which will be made." 

I groaned. With that statement went 
siy Jatt Ebaros of -msr £)rcwfcg {bst 
tl%— not I— liad "difflibettd tiawigli 
the wEdest experience any aaa had 
everfenown. 

And do you know what one damned 
fool said? One of the fat, foolish 
passengers? He yawned and said, 
"Listen to that! Isn't that just like a 
professional spaceman! Always trying 
to pretend their job is more ha«rdoH* 
than anyone else's. . . ." 

^FTERWASD, I got Lucky Logan 
alone in his cabin. I didn't mince 
words. I said, "O.Q., pal, thanks for 
the buggyride. You certainly made me 
look like a Grade A dope. Next time 
you want a sucker, please get somebody 
else to do your dirty work for you. I 
don't mind saving a few universes be- 
fore breakfast — just to keep my hand 
in, you know—but it's not my idea of 
S^fciatioo {o kme ermyho^ think 
Tm the wMrtd'a prize riifwft when I do 
it." 

He said, "I'm sorry, Jimmy." 

"Sure, you're sorry. So what? So 
the hell with you, Mr. Logan. You 
had me buncoed. I don't know what 
to believe, mm. For a while I thou^t 


you and I had saved Earth, while every» 
one else slept. Then I wake up to find 
I was the Snow White and the universe 
was saved by a dark star — hell, I can't 
even trust the evidence of my own 
memories. Because maybe we never 
used the V-I unit, maybe we never made 
a wild M^A into outer space, maybe it 
was all me at tte hypnotic dreams you 
forced OB me. WiWi was iti Am I 
right, are they? Wte It a dreSm or — " 

He said, "I'hi sSaiy, Jimmy, but I— I 
can't tell." 

"You mean you won't tell?" 

His eyes were gray and calm as he 
lifted them to me. Surface-calm, that 
is. But behind their shadowy depths 
there was a sort of desperation. 

"Cm't trt> Jifflwy. Om't ym a* 
that if it were ever to be«MBe puWc 
knowledge that I — " 

And he stopped abruptly. 

But this was the second time that 
Christopher Logan had almost spilled 
the beans to me. And maybe I am a 
little slow on the uptake, but I'm not 
ripe for the Paper Doll Class yet. This 
time I pat two and two together. And 
got something more than four. I stared 
at him. A«idthi»,,Sl«wly; 

"I think Itn begHimng to understand, 
pal," I said. "So you're 'Lucky' Logan, 
hey? You get 'hunches,' and those 
hunches are always better and more 
accurate than anybody else gets. You 
never lose at games of chance , . , 
you seem to almost be able to read 
minds . . . you 'guessed' the secret of 
faster-than-light radio transiBissioa aod 
without prevfaas fastnictfan were able 
to p«t together a velocity intensifier 
unit ytm had mver seen. You saved a 
ship, once, by disabediently shifting it 
off its course. ..." 

"What do you mean, Jimmy?" he 
demanded nervously. 

"You know damn right well what I 
mean, Lucky Logan!" I said. "Let's 
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stigpose, just for the hell of it, that your 
fatker was a smarter man than anyone 
gave him credit for being. Let's sup- 
pose that he took his infant son off into 
the wilds and fed him a special diet, 
trained him in special ways, and edu- 
cated him along certain lines known 
only to himself—" 

"Leave my dad out of tid&P he said. 

"Oh, no ! Becaube he's very much in 
ft. my friend! let's further suppose 
that the old man did do exactly what 
he aimed to. He created a new type 
of superhuman. A sample of the 
'superman' to come. A man with tre- 
mendous extra-sensory abilities that 
would enable him to unerringly guess 
the fall of cards, dice, any gambling 
device. A man with great mediajucal 
ability, strong physique . . . 

"That's you, Logan ! You are a super- 
man! But you're afraid to reveal it 
to the outside world. Maybe because 
Man looks with suspicion upon any life 
form more intelligent than himself. 
Maybe because that examination in 
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least you ought to catch the errors in your sub- 
heads. In your March issue, Mussolini is spelled 
Moussolini." Mr. Rollins, that is not a typo- 
graphical error; that is just how we feel about 
the whole thing. H the Dues isn'l^ a mcms, what 
Is. fee? 

COMETIMES we wonder how we ever get any 
coherent thought into these Observatory notes, 
or do we? Just as a fair example of what we 
mean, we'll describe the past few minutes: 

Mr. Herman R. Bolhn, who is a craclterjacli 
art director and an aviation artist par excel- 
lence, comes rushing in with a simple request: 
"Quick, an idea for a front and back cover for 
Amazing Stories Quarterly for Summer, 1943 !" 

Obviously Mr. Bollin knows, as do the readers, 
that I have nothing at all to do. We appre- 
ciate his concern for our boredom. We dash 
out a few ideas for him. Rushing into his office 
to give them to him, he informs us: "Oh, thatl 
I just got a couple of your ideas of 1939 okayed 
for those, j^veis." 

"WtU," By -m, aotUajj daunted, "tadt tiMM 


your childhood was such an embarras- 
sing, terrifying experience to a sensi- 
tive person. But / kno*! You're 
more than a plain man. You're a super- 
man. That's the secret you conceal be- 
hind a wisecracking exterior. Now, 
isn't it?" 

But Lasky liogan had completely re- 
gained control of^jimself. The tortured 

look te^ fcft ^{^5 85^ th^re -was t6# 
ghost of a smile 'oil fcls lips. A Smite 
in which — perhaps mistakenly — I 
thought I could read a subtle meaning. 
Maybe I was completely wrong, and he 
was laughing at me. Or — maybe I was 
right. And he was happy that in all the 
world, at least, one person undergtoof 
him. And he was less lonely. 
Anyhow: 

"IffWhe tougfted. "Why, I wo«3dnt 
know, Jtomy. Say, how about a 
driiii?" 

And that's all I m\M get oaf of Urn. 
Except the drink. I had three of 

tho». . . , 

nesf Was awy h foar 19M » J« oisf 

IXTE arrive there to find eight authors, four 
artists, seven fans, and no beautiful girls wait- 
ing for us, on some business or other. The 
authors want : (a) To know why we turned 
down their story? (b) We seriously destroyed 
their last story by placing a comma after peach 
when it should have been after pear, (b) Oh, 
just looking around your new offices, (d) I am 
suing you for plagiarism, (e) When is the next 
issue coming out? All this business relegated to 
its limbo, we return to our column And what 
do we find? That all our ideas have fled, and 
we have to write Iripe hke this. But maybe 
you'd like the inside story at ttrat? Well, tbew 
it is! 

P.S. Don't forget to get your cop^ i^i^mtiis^ 
Adventures this month. It's a special giant isstte 
— 244 pages, cover to cover 1 

VXTHICH brings us to the Observatory's end for 
this month. We'll be back next month, and 
with plenty of great stories, not the least of which 
will be "Lord of the Crystal Bow" by David 
Wright O'Brien, and the advent of the famous 
Mac Girl to immms A«l-tl»t itt-SaSf 

U enougli to mlEc ssse ta^^~$tef. 


« ABOUT BEETLES » 


By JACK WEST 


An aiKcHiiig er^afure is the lowly beetle. 
Here are some facts about him you may not 
have known. Some amoilng facts indeed! 


BECAUSE he is such a small and 
insignificant looking insect, the 
beetle has often been forgotten 
in the chronicles of insect lore. But 
consider the facts: Beetles constitute 
nearly half of all known insect species; 
there are between three and four hun- 
dred thousand different kinds of beetles 
gallivanting around this earth of ours; 
they make their homes where you'd 
expect any good beetle to live — under 
treebark, stones, in the burrows of ro- 
dents such as the kangaroo rat and the 
pocket gopher and sometimes he'll be 
the roommate of the Florida land turtle. 

As well known wri as pnwalent as 
the beetle is, comparatively little is 
known of his habits. One beetle fam- 
ily called the Histeridae group, or more 
commonly nick-named hister beetles or 
histerids, are perhaps the strangest of 
all beetles. This beetle is supposedly 
named after the Latin word histrio, 
meaning actor, because of this insect's 
sliai^ Mbit of playing dead when 
disturbed. Scientists have been paying 
a good deal of attention to this beetle 
of late because of its strange appetite 
for other more destructive insects. The 
hister beetle lives on decaying animal 
and vegetable matter and under bark, 
where he feeds on the larvae of flies 
aid oth« haeotSi 


Scientists have long sought an insect 
to fight insects. Take, for instance, 

the termite, that devili^ Dttte wood 
borer and builditig crumpter. Well, 
there is a breed of hitter beetle that 

likes nothing better than to make a 
meal of about fifty termites about four 
times a day. This battling beetle is 
a real smoothie. He actually makes his 
home in the termite's headquarters, 
and while he is eating up his hosts one 
by one they eagerly seek his company. 
The reason for this is the hister beetle 
emits a strange glanduleu: fluid which 
dopes the termites in such a way that 
they go for the fluid with the same eag- 
erness that a dope addict craves a shot 
of cocaine or a sniff of "snow." 

Speculation on this strange power has 
led some scientists to believe that this 
fluid may have the power to make hu- 
mans more docile and acceptable to 
each other. Experts hope soon to be 
able to experiment with this fluid. Can 
it be used to make prisoners of war 
more willing to confinement after their 
capture? Can it be used to subdue in- 
corrigible criminals? What bizarre re- 
sults will come from this strange little 
insect that has been prowling around 
underfoot for so many years unnoticed 
in a world of advanced technological 
progrei^l 
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DESTIHY 


BY 

DON WILCOX 



Grsygorlch, masier of 
evil, draws his disciples (e him 
at laif. Vfhai Is Ms purpose? 


THE jaws of the trapdoor swung 
halfway open — and stuck there. 
Ross Bradford, half falling 
fought to catch himself. His outthrust 
wij^i down on the solid fiow^ 
for m fastaUt his body dangled, then 
he swung himself up over the edge. 

"Who snapped the juice off?" Jag 
Rouse, the big captain, bawled, jerking 
his head around as if to bite somebody. 
His bandaged arm was a white flash in 
the dimmed lights. At the same in- 
stant the trapdoor had caught, the dec- 
orative wall lights had gone out. 

The irate captain flung a broadside 
of orders. "Tie that bird upl Gp see 
about the lights! Find out who pulled 
the switch and send him in! Do some- 
thing, somebody! Watck him, therel 
Look out!" 

There was a wild scramble just be- 
yond the trapdoor. A pudgy guard with 
a squint of inspiration had taken it upon 
himself to complete the job which the 


ailing trap had bungled. He flung him- 
self at Ross Bradford, in the maimer of 
a football player, intending to bump his 
victim into the half-open square. 

It was w almost fatal mistake far tlie 
pudgy guard. His onrush was too low, 
Ross hurdled him, and the guard stag- 
gered off-balance toward the gaping 
trap. 

Three other sailor-suited guards 
rushed forward to try to stop him. 

But Ross didn't stop to analyze their 
motives. He knew he hadn't escaped 
the trap, he had just i>ostponed it. Noth- 
ing short of a free-for-all fight with some 
lucky breaks could pull him out of this 
jam, lie thought. And here the sailors 
came plunging at him — 

He swung his fists, struck the first 
two assailants with the clack of a ham- 
mer smashing skeletons. The two went 
down in a heap, but others came on to 
swamp him. 

Then it was a mighty dog pile, right 
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on the ragged edge of empty space, for 
the gaping square in the floor looked 
straight down a full five hundred and 
fifty feet to the dizzy ocean. The wide 
overhanging pordi trembled with the 
thump of tumbling filters, the uproar 
of sailors* voices. 

The clamor lasted scarcely a minute 
before it came to a sudden deadlock 
with the victim somewhere near the bot- 
tom of the pile. 

Captain Rouse's ugly bellow thun- 
dered out over the muttering agid gas|j* 
ing and punching of fjsts. 

"Clear out of there, you hyenas! Get 
away from that trapdoor. I told you 
to tie him. Get up — " 

Synopsis of Part I 
a starry sky to deliver a bom- 
ber to the British, ROSS BRADFORD, vol- 
unteer American pilot, and his writer friend, 
HANK SWITCHER,, were disturbed by a 
strange radio warning of a midnight storm 
over the Flinfiord island. The girl's ominous 
words, "Storm . . . Danger," were followed 
by vast flashes of light stabbing out ftom a 
castle above the island promontory. The 
deadly rays caught the tail of the bomber, dis- 
integrated it instantly. The bomber crashed 
down through a terrific storm, the two men 
barely escaped with their lives. Ross swore 
he would get to the bottom of this destructive 
phenomenon. 

Hiking up to the castle, Ross encountered 
iht brutal guar<fe or "sailors." One of them, 
S(^HUB£RT, welcomed Ross into the castle 
u a candidate for marriage to VIVIAN, the 
pretty spitfire niece of old BltL GRAY- 
GORTCH, master of the castle. Ross dis- 
claimed si^ such purpose but he was chan^ 
by this siHilted girl who was putting up a val- 
iant scnip against the castle's hotbed of dan- 
gers. It was she who secretly broadcast the 
warnings whenever her aged uncle climbed the 
tower to unleash the mysterious storms and 
earthquakes. Occurring off and on for the past 
nine years, these storms were becommg in- 

Ross v^as ait once eniHoile^ in cHi^&H 
danger. He was warned that Captain JAG 
■ROUSE, in charge of the "sailors," would 
make short work of him; for Rouse, plotting 
to xiaaxiy Vivian, ^^4 grown suspicious of the 


The captain's bellow choked off. His 
eyebrows jumped. As the dog-pile un- 
tangled itself, there was Bradford at 
the bottom of it, his arms hanging over 
the floor's edge, clutching the wrists of 
a sailor wko had almost taken the grand 
slip. The sailor was all out of sight but 
his blood-red fingers. 

"Better give us a hand, here," said 
Ross Bradford, "or you'll lose another 
buddy." 

''Give him a hand." 

TT WAS not Rouse who spoke the 
command. It was the deep sonorous 
voice of Graygortch himself, standing 
like an ancient statue in the corner door- 


slippery Schubert's intrigue to bring in can^-^ 
dates from the outside, Ro^ 8radf<H<l was 
forced to hide out. 

By this time Ross realized that the castle 
storms represented something more deadly 
than a Nazi war instrument over a small patch 
of ocean. There was «vjttense 0|tf. men J^fe:^ 
from all parts of the earth were strangely at- 
tracted to this place. The "sailors" were 
criminals drawn from everywhere; so were the 
dwellers of the eastern village of the island- 
men of evil who had failed to get through the 
castle gates. Indeed, Vivian insisted that 
Ross Bradford, too, must be a villainous per- 
son at i^rtl^ _^m^- ^ ^ 
come here in answe* to Ihfe Strangfe poWet 
which no one but Graygortch himself under- 
stood. 

Nevertheless, Vivian gave Ross the benefit 
of the doubt and helped him to hide. Captain 
Rouse's pursuit grew hot. Ross escaped to the 
roof. He discovered that the shiart crippled 
JIMPSQN, who had miraculousl7 survived 
Uie five-hundred foot death-fall from the trap- 
door of the overhanging porch, made daily 
climbs by his secret passage up the promon- 
tory wall to receive food from FANTELLA, 
the cook. Ross and Jimpson exchanged mes- 
sa^s; by a drop cord, Jimpson sent ropes up 
to Ross, Ross sent wire and some tools down 
^ iflte cripple. Then Ross te- ^ 

tower that held the storm mysteries. 

Meanwhile Hank Switcher, who stayed at 
the fishermen's village, met SUSAN SMITH, 
a snappy American news correspondent, who 
had followed HINj^Q, a. Japanese, Haa-Ki4 
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way. Ail eyes turned on the aged mys- 
tery man for a startled moment. Ross 
almost lost his grip on the sailor's wrists. 

But the obedience to Graygortch's 
command was immediate. The pudgy 
sailor who had opened the attack was 
hauled up, pale and breathless, from 
tiie hole in the floor. 

"Close the trap," said Graygortch 
quietly. 

*^es, cldse the trap, close the trap," 
Rouse barked, as if that were the very 
thing he'd been trying to get done all 
along. But the electricity was off, and 
the trap wouldn't close. However, Schu- 
bert came to the rescue by rolling a 
»oss the floor and invertii^ it 

(ffomoter to this island, whence he had been 
drawn by the mysterious, urge. 
Hank and Sue followed the Japanese to the 

killed a ''s^ilbr*'— mod tb fes Vegret. ffihko 
fled. Sue was left outside the castle gate. But 
Hank was chased by the sailors and was in 
danger of being clubbed to death when Ross, 
perched on the porch roof, rescued him with a 
rope. The two men managed to throw off their 
pursuers and gain temporary safety in the top 

over his killing, Ros3 cauG^t sight of the huge 

rirci]iar inetaHic instrument that filled the 
whuli: (;in:iHi!iiTL*nce of the tower like a vast 
tionzontal wtieel. 

A moment later Hank accidentally stepped 
on the top liinding of the tower stairs, which 
caused the highest of eight loud gongs to ring 
&ut m. ones. Rouse and hit W^- 
where the two men were Mdii^. 

Machine guns on the roof forced Ross and 
Hank to risk descent by a rope within the 
blackness of the tower's velvet draperies. 
Rouse was frustrated in his attempt to take 
the two men singlehanded, but they yielded to 
the inevitable capture and were bound hand 
mi "fest. Mms^^ over bungling the Jpfe 
and receiving some oroken bones in the bat-' 
gain, announced a trapdoor disciEdinary cere- 
mony for the following mormng. 

Rouse was in the mood to dish out cruelty 
Uberally. He hoped to be made the thirteenth 
disciple of Graygortch. He wanted to enter 
mto that mysterious vtsHaxL of eyil through 


over the danger spot. 

Everyone breathed easier, and the 
sailor who had so narrowly missed death 
gazed at Ross with a puzzled expression, 
whispered, "This doesn't make sense, 
pal. I tried to bump you off. I over- 
reached myself and was on the skids 
when my jfiageatips caught me. Thm 
you broke off a fist fight to save me. 
And you're the culprit thal's booked for 
death. It doesft*t nlake sen^ — mot 
around this joint." 

No one spoke aloud. For Graygortch 
was still standing like an ancient caFv- 
ing of marble in the doorway. Evel^- 
one was waiting for him to speak. 

"I saw what happened/' said the old, 


Hi[Ier and his war godii and other lords of the 
earth's evils to blend and merge their diabol- 
ical spitit^ 

Wmtdh^ the go^^atted old 
GerraaA cook, Brought Ross word that \^vian 
meant to take his advice and run away from 
this place. 

Later in the night Ross and Hank got their 
iirst look at the legendary Graygortch him- 
self. The feeble old man, waikif^ in his sieep, 
entered his living room, asked for his old 
friend DR. ZIMMERMAN, who used to 
checkers with him. "One mo« game before I 
die." To Ross, old Bill Graygortch looked 
gentle and harmless. 

Dr. Zimmerman, of course, did not appear, 
for he had said goodby to this castle nine years 
ago. 

After a few minutes of waiting, the old man 

me mysterious Gfraygortch 'Ehat eveiydue 
feared — and tottered back to bed. 

The following morning Captain Rouse con- 
ducted the trapdoor disciplinary ceremony. 
He forced Schubert, suspected of traitorous 
behavior, to press the switch that operated 
the trap in the floor of the overhanging porch 
hmjdreiS f£^| the 

Switcher was marched across the 
floor, halted over the tx^^ Rouse |)»3m>utc®ed 
judgment, Schubert {uress^ ^ switch, Baxlk 
fell through. 

Then came Ross Bradford's turn. He was 
forced to walk the line, was halted on the fatal 
spot. Rouse barked the fatal order to Schu- 
1^;^ ,€>k^eiitl? pre^d ^ a^c& 
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old man in his low dry-throated rumble. 
"You ... I want to talk with you." 

His arm lifted slowly, seeming to 
creak audibly; the fingers pdnted ba- 
ward Ross Bradford. 

"You . . . come with me." 

Gray^ortch's arm slid part way down 
to his side, but turned with a slow 
sweeping stroke that referred to Schu^ 
bert and three other guards nearby. 
"You four . . . actrompany Mm . . . 
with respect," 

Ross marched forward, Schubert and 
the other three sailors fell in beside him 
like a military escort. 

"Conduct him to my study," said 
Graygortch, turning to follow. 

Captain Jag Rouse scratched his head 
perplexedly, then blurted, "Graygortch, 
your honor— wbat's the big idea? It's 
my job to execute him, not yours. I 
was all set to do it, but the damned elec- 
tricity went off — " 

"Don't apologize," said Graygortch 
hoarsely. "I need this man." 

"Huh?" 

The big captain was so dumbfounded 
by this remark that he forgot all about 
his broken forearm and sprained shoul- 
der, not to mention the bundl* <}{ pains 
in his side. He strode aoeoss toward 
Graygortch in great a^tion^ 

"Lemme set this straight. You told 
me the other day to put some teeth in 
the discipline, didn't you? You told 
me your thirteenth disdple hadn't been 
chosen yet, and M I wanted to qual^ 
ify-" 

"Rouse! Hold your tongue." 

The old master's snarl was hint 
enough; but the burly captain was tan- 
gled in his own mental underbrush. He 
stammered. 

"Dammit, what'd you want me to 
do when the trapdoor stuck? Shoot 
him? Hell, I'd have done it in, a min- 
ute, but I—" 

"Mime f TUm Bi0y mnaae made 


the walls vibrate. "Lucky for you you 
didn't. Lucky for you that my niece 
switched off his death in time. / need 
this man," 

Jag Rouse stood glaring, red-faced, 
breathing humiliation and confusion. 

"Stay where you are," Graygortch's 
parting words crackled. "I will take 
care of you soon." 

CHAPTER XVI 

TAURING the ten minutes that fol- 
lowed his exit from the overhang- 
ing porch, Ross Bradford endured the 
swiftest whirl of thoughts of a lifetime. 
His brain was like a photomontage 
movie, crowded with action scenes that 
raced and collided and tumbled mms 
each other. Out of the bkir he snaMied 
for wisps of ideas. 

Hank had gone down. Would there 
be a chance to rescue his body? What 
was in the air now? Was Ross himself 
on the way to a crueller execution than 
the one he had just escaped? Was this 
master-demon, Graygortch, taking over 
because Captain Jag Rouse had failed? 

Echoes of the captain's bitter growl 
■owitink Boss as he inarched away 
iwm the porch, 

". . , some teeth in the disd- 
pline . . .« 

"Shoot him? Hell, I'd have done it 
in a minute . . ." 

But Ross marched on out of hearing, 
and Schubert and the other three guards 
at his side whispered expectantly as if 
something surprising and tmprecedent- 
ed were in the air. 

That, too, was Ross'» guess. The 
curious contradiction of authorities tlrat 
he had sensed from the day he had en- 
tered this castle seemed due for a show* 
down. If that was it, he was on the 
right side — Schubert's. 

Unless Schubert himself was operat- 
ing some undercover plot more atrocious 
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ig»;%ptain Rouse's! 

^Aat a contrast in the way tfeose 
two men worked. Jag Rouse was a 
bellowing warhorse, clumsy and cruel, 
loud and brutal. He would plow into 
trouble for the sake of raising a dust, 
expecting the master to honor him for 
it. Schubert, on the other hand, was as 
streamlined as a submarine, as silent, 
and as much under the surface. 

Both men were -working hand in glove 
with Graygort(A. But their cross-pur- 
poses had been evident to Ross from 
the start. 

"Here you are," said Sdlilbert, open- 
ing the study door, "with our respects. 
It's like I told you that day when we 
guards met you at the gate and I took 
you in charge. The big boss has been 
waiting for a high-class criminal like 

"Bvit Vm Mm—* fess decked hta- 

self. He had nothing to lose, now, and 
everything to gain, by playing the game 
jrom the inside. He would never find 
what lay back of those leviathan flashes 
of death from the castle tower until he 
got next to the central mystery — the 
mystery that was Graygortch himself. 
;AU ri^, he would be a high-class crim- 
minal^^like nobody's business. 

"I knetr the minute I saw you," said 
Sdiubert, "diat you had the stuff thg 
big boss was looking for. Of course 
you tried to lie out of it, because you 
never knew / knew you'd got the mys- 
terious call to come and marry the girl," 

"You've got my number," said Ross, 
feeling a bounce in his blood pressure 
that would certainly have registered on 
a lie detector. 

"Well, now that you've won over the 
captain's dea& trap, loots like you've 
got clear sailing. And don't forget me 
if you want someone to sing at your 
wedding." 

Schubert whistled a strain of a wed- 
WaS rma^ tiirongli his i^resstonle^ 


mouthful of overhanging teeth. He fell 
into step with his three companions and 
th^ marched away. Ross was alone 
in the master's stu^. 

COON Graygortch arrived, closed the 
door behind him, sat down to face 
Ross across the table. The lights had 
come on, and the low table lamp, to- 
gether with a generous stream of morn- 
ing sunlight, gave the old man's face a 
unique brilliance, highlighting his crag- 
gy features with white gold. 

"1 have few words," the old man be- 
gan. "My days are numbered. You 
have your life ahead. Tell me, did my 
power draw you here? Did you find 
yourself unable to resist coming?" 

'tl emM have resisted," said Ross. 

A %o^ty he might have added that 
be :tettft Has 'raapKfc «tt«K!ng< 
pemt % sllghfet He M seen 
the repulsive glare of evil eyes during 
his fall with the bomber. But evidently 
Graygortch, like Schubert, believed him 
a man of evil, whose coming was a 
sympathetic response to the world-wide 
magnetism of the master. Rj»s addeij 
"I wanted to come." 

"You wanted to come because / 
wanted you to come." Graygortch 
blinked his wrinkled eyes complacently. 
"You were responsive to my call. Your 
past. I assume, has been a dark one. 
Dark, as judged by your fellow men." 

"Very dark," said Ross, with another 
throb for the lie detector. 

"A few minutes ago I watched you 
fight." 

"Yes?" 

"You are seasoned to fighting. Your 
strength and daring wrung respect from 
Jag Rouse's toughest guards-^ven the 
one jrou might have dropped — ^but it was 
cunning of you to save him." 

Ross nodded. The old man seemed 
to intend a compliment, though it was 
stwige he Amild we, the word "wm- 


120 


AMAZINS STORIES 


ning" instead of "decent" or "sporting." 

But Graygortch's next remarks, 
spoken with great deliberation, were far 
more mystifying. 

"I would have enjoyed seeing him 
drop. Still, yOTi no doubt had your own 
purpose in saving him. I do not always 
profess to understand the motives oj 
mortal men." 

Ross' hands, pressing hard against 
the edge of the table, slipped off with a 
jerk. He moved imeasily under the old 
man's penetrating glare, and shifted his 
attention awkwardly. He noticed his 
wrists, cut clotted from the ropes 
that had bound tliem; but Graygortch 
went on talking. 

"You have, I believe, the rare eombi- 
nation of abilities I have been seeking. 
I assume that you are accustomed to 
killing swiftly and cruelly." 

"In my stride," said Ross. He dared 
not look Graygortch in the eye. But 
the lie had gone too far for any com- 
promises now. 

"And you came here hoping to marry 
my niece?" 

"I understand that I am a candidate, 
your honor," said Ross. 

"The candidate," said Graygortch, 
decisively. "You have the strength to 
protect her, the manliness to win and 
hold her love. You have the heart of a 
fighter, the swiftness and toughness of 
decision to beat off the swarms of in- 
vaders who will come to these castle 
gates— even as yoo have come — " 

"Drawn by your magnetic poWPr," 
Ross interpolated. 

"Yes — but soon it will be my niece^s 
power, for I will be gone." 

pOR a moment Ross stopped breath- 
ing. Chills cascaded from the base 
of his skull down to his fingertips. The 
fanciful vision of this mountaintop 
estate left in the hands of Vivian Gray- 
gortch and himself was paralyzing. 


"My niece, you see," said GrayJ 
gortch, "is going to inherit my work."! 
Ross stammered, "Does — does she| 

knuw?" 

"Not yet. The first step is for her j 
to marry. With a partner to lean upon,! 
she will be more receptive to her com- 1 
ing responsibilities — or I might sayJ 
glories. As to your character, my hu-f 
man sources of observation have as-| 
sured me — " 

Ross' heart skipped a beat. There ill 
was again — that weird implication that | 
this tottering old man held himself re- 1 
mote from ordinary human beings. He I 
mm% be, nlterly crazy. 

"My human sources -of tibservation, I 
especially Schutiert, have assured me] 
that you— in spite of your audacity and ] 
your recklessness where your own life I 
is concerned — are as near the answer to j 
all requirements as we will find. I do j 
not mean that my niece considers you I 
a perfect marriage—" 

"No?" 

"But she considers you the least ] 
among the evils from which she must 
choose. This, of course, is a very su- ] 
perficia] judgment"' 

"Of course," said Ross, bewilderedly, 
"if you mean-^'* 

"That in essence you are the most 
evil, otherwise you would not be quali- 
fied. Vivian is childlike. Her eyes have 
not been opened to the world that I live 
in. She sees only the shadow of me. 
And of ym" 

"But what of Jag Rouse?" Ross 
asked, beginning to catch the old man's 
line of thought. "Does she understand 
him?" 

"Rouse is so bluntly honest about 
his intentions of evil that my niece sees 
him for exactly what he is. Conse- 
quently she is terrified by him. He 
has thus eliminated himself as a pos- 
sible husband for her." 

Ross gulped. This line of reasoning 
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was a tortuous one; strangely, it was 
complicated by a lack of normal hu- 
man insights. Anyone should know 
that a young girl like Vivian would 
not be attracted to an arrogant, boast- 
ful beast of a man like Rouse. But 
that was the angle that this old man 
missed. He seemed only ta WBJ^ ab- 
stract evil against abstract good, MiM 
it was only the evil that he prized, 

"You," iSraj^ortch continued, %»! 
only possess potentialities for greater 
evil than Rouse. You also possess the 
cleverness to conceal your boundless 
wickedness by an innocent manner. So 
you are our man. You have the power 
to win Vivian over while she is stiU 
innocent of what is befoj* her." 

"I have the power to win her," Ross 
echoed. 

"After her eyes have been opened, 
and she sees my world for what it is, 
then she will also know you for what 
you are, and she will respect you in 
a new light. Do you understand?" 

"I understand," Ross nodded, touch- 
ing his fingers to his sweat-streaming 
forehead. 

'"ylME is growing very shortj" ^aid 
tie old man. "I have had to give 
you these confidences briefly, almost 
before we are acquainted. In a few 

days I shall die." 

"Will there be any more Stmotf" 
Ross asked anxiously. 

"Not many, I hope. I am trying to 
bring all of my thirteen disciples into 
a ^i^le focus — a single mind that will 
serve as a storehouse and boiling pot 
for the earth's high lords of ewil who 
commune wiih me — my dis<iiples of 
death. Do you follow?" 

"I think so," said Ross, narrowing 
his eyes. "This mind that the disciples 
enter will be a place fOr thetn to; diare 
their power — " 


other, like cells of a battery, '^i^ 
years 1 have labored to brtog A«» 
closer together. It has been a super- 
human task. But in recent storms I 
have almost achieved it, in spite of dif- 
ficulties." 

Graygortch closed his eyes in heavy 
renjinwcence. His stiff old fingers 
pr€^d hard against his wrinkled fore- 
bead 

Ife ffiS insanity? Was ft rfmpty 
a mass of highly organized delusions? 
Ross Bradford tried tu weigh every 
word. He hoped the old man would 
say more, for at last the talk had come 
close to the very heart of the old man's 
jnysterious workings. 

"Among my disciples," GraygoriA 
-wmA. £1% Hate! A fcif vm .IiwtBa te 
Qermany niio are so preotcupW that 
they unwittingly resist my drawing 
power. If Hitler and a few others only 
knew how much more fully their poten- 
tialities could be reaUzed if they wonW 
yield a little farther to my call — " 

"Hitler?" 

Ross echoed the name blankly. The 
teeath was gone out of him. He felt 
dreaclfully -sick, fainty. "Then your 
disciples are enlisted from — " 

"Anywhere on earth — even as far 
away as the land of the rising sun. 
I have limited myself to thirteen be- 
cause I know that the earth's most evil 
thirteen men, if I bring them together, 
are enough to plunge the whole earth 
into . . . my kind of world." 

Ross' trembling hands slipped to his 
knees. These words were firebrands 
shooting throu^ his brain. He could 
scarcely trust himself to speak. 

"Once I have succeeded in bringing 
all of them in fully'' Graygortch said, 
"I sh^l be able to transfer the focus 
to my niece, Vivian. Then I shall die 
— happily." 

Ross felt the force of Graygortch's 
on binj, like aa eketris pressure 
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crowding him against a barbed net. 
Crowding him to see whether li* WsMld 
pass through, or catch. 

Ross tried to breathe. The room 
was hot and unbearably stuffy. He 
waateii to outi to sway, to 
sh'ake off these hideous Wnjs, to bathe 
his steaming face in coal mtAev-^ 

Cool water! That's where Hank's 
body was — somewhere in the chill 
ocean. Maybe it had washed up on the 
rocks, maybe it had sunk. Probably 
the latter. Ross thought of the crip- 
pled hermit, Jimpson, who kept sta- 
tistics, counting the bodies that sailed 
down from this castle and crushed into 
the water. He wondered if Jimpson 
had seen Hank fall? 

J^OSS looked up. That stare was 
still pressing him. He tried to 
meet it. A knock at the door saved 
him. 

Fantella entered, talking boister- 
ously. 

"Mine goodnuts, vy don't you got a 
viadow open? It's hot in Ifere like der 
tifisB, Va te yea cooking up— a 
private hell?" 

She clattered across the room and 
flung a window open. 

"Dare. Dot breeze makes you veel 
better already. Lucky for a man ven 
he got a voman to take care uff him." 

She deftly slipped a note under Ross' 
hand as she blustered out. Ross 
moved his haai i»ab{nsi»rty toward, 
his pocket. The note would have to 
wait. 

"And now a word about your im- 
mediate duties," said Graygortch, 
quite oblivious to the cook's intrusion. 
"You will proceed without delay along 
three lines of action. First, you shall 
take charge of the guards as soon as 
I have dismissed Captain Rouse. He 
is through. He will leave today." 

"I— the mpain of thi»e-^' 


"Choose your own title. The im- 
portant thing is to maintain a well-f 
disciplined body of sailors so you can 
defend the castle against any party of 
trespassers. Use whatever disciplinary 
measure you wish, to keep order. The 
trapdoor is at your service when yoii 
msxt^ Jtv* 

"Ves, yoitr honor." 

"Secondly, you will accompany nj6 
to the tower for my meetings with my 
disciples. Very soon I will hold aiM 
of these storms to igive ym a gltepss 
from the inside." 

"Yes, your honor." 

"Thirdly, you must arrange for a 
TOirl^ with Vivian. There. That 
is all. Mind you, don't reveal what I 
have confided in you. But make all 
possible haste in cmnpleting arrange- 
ments — " 

"Vivian, of course, has a mind of 
her own — " 

"She has a mind for you, Bradford. 
She cut off the electricity to save you. 
Then she came and appealed to me to 
get you out of danger. That's proof 
eaoH^ she you. to her at 

once.'* 

"I will," Kass said. "I'll — et — pro-- 
pose immediately. If sh« tnrns tm 
down — " 

"She won't. I've given her a cur- 
tain lecture." The old man glanced 
at an antiquated time-piece on the 
table. "It is now high noon. If you're 
the man my agents liave sized you up 
t-o bei youil bring Vfv«a» to me tor a 
marriage ceremony by sundown fliis 

eHAPTER xvtr 

J^OSS planted his elbows in the 
grimy dust of an east window and 
gazed across the castle grounds. He 
saw the party of five moving briskly 
out of tjie gate— ^asjr nwrds, tod Jag 
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Rouse. The ex-captain was stepping 
along without being prodded. He 
would reach the East Village before 
dark — ij he didrt t^e it Jb Ws SmtA 
to turn back. 

But Ross, watching from the castle, 
guessed some of the bitter thoughts 
that plagued the ex-captain. He fcnew 
only loa well that his own troubles with 
■ Ja^ &mis§ weren't at an end . . . 

* * 

As far as ex-Captain Rouse knew, 
during that afternoon's march, the sky 
was red, the trees were red, the stone 
bridge that crossed the tumbling head- 
waters of the Flinfiord river was red. 

^Stora, tea. If ever in his life 
Jag Souse had seen red, it was today. 

And yet it wasn't altogether the dis- 
missal that burned him up. Nor Gray- 
gortch's send-off, though the aged mas- 
ter's words had been a hard jolt. More 
than anything else it was the sting of 
losing — losing to that damned schem- 
ing trespasser, Ross Bradford. 

Jag Rouse muttered to himself. This 
put him in a class with a stray bull 
itet has to be driven to another herd 
tecause he's the wrong breed, or his 
brand has grown over, or he's been 
sold — 

That was it. He'd been sold out 
by that goddamned Romeo who should 
have taken the death drop, according 
to the rules. 

What a turn. Here this hare-brained 
Schubert and three other sailors w^e 
giving him the bom's rush across the 
mountain trails. And they were al- 
ready talking about what a swell cap- 
tain that new man Bradford would be, 
and what a fancy killer he'd been back 
in America, and what a handsome dare- 
devil of a husband he'd make for Viv- 
ian, and what snappy starch he'd put 
into the sailors. 

"Yep," said Schubert, "we're in luck 
fit have a new chtel like bim, now that 


our old captain has decided to leave 
us. We'll miss you, Jag, you old tur- 
nip, but I hear the big boss promoted 
you to a better set-up." 

"You'd be surprised," Rouse 
grunted. 

"That's good," swd Schubert. "As 
long as you've got that extra disciple- 
ship coming up — " 

"Who told you?" Rouse snapped. 

"So that is it!" Schubert chuckled. 
"I figured it was. A guy don't walk 
off and let another fellow cop his girl 
unless there's a better prize in the air. 
But that discipleship hangs pretty high 
in the air, I'm told. You think you can 

iBak% Ike juap?" 

Rouse sBafled. *Why don't yoa, 
chase yourselves back home?" 

"Because our new chief told as lo 
give you a military exit all the way to 
the slope. He figured you needed it. 
Otherwise you might not have gone be- 
yond the gate, and you aii^t have 
sneaked back — " 

"I mig^t have, at that," said Rouse, 
"and I'd have licked the tar out of 
him, in spite of an arm in a sling." 

"I'm sure that's what he was afraid 
of," said Schubert sarcastically. "He 
knows you'd never resort to any knife^ 
in-the-back methods. Oh, no, not you 
. . . Well, here we are. You're on your 
own. The next time we hear from you, 
maybe you'll be one of Graygortch's 
chosen men — the thirteenth. And 
don't forget the chief's advice — better 
take fhat arm to a doctor for an X-ray. 
An X-ray for an ex-captain!" 

Rouse trudged down the long 
crooked trail toward the East Villagf 
muttering to himself. 

"The chief," he growled at the pass- 
ing stumps and stones. "They're gonna 
call this young upstart the chief! All 
right, they can call him that — while he 
lasts. But I know a way to make an 
es-shief out «{ him— and It'll either 
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blow up my chances for that thirteenth 
niche, or clinch the ggA, «ri I don't 
give a daiBo IftBsA." . , . 

* # -* 

jgACK at the castle Ross Bradford 
stood at a window gazing through 
field glasses. The afternoon shadows 
were lengthening across the mountain- 
ous island, but Ross could still follow 
the progress of the big-shouldered ex- 

"Is he still going the right ditee- 
tlon?" asked a passing gimrd. It was 
Pudgy, the sailor that Ross had saved 
from the death-fall at the disciplinary 
ceremony. 

"He's moving down the slope toward 
the East Village," said Ross. "Take 
a look." 

Pudgy lifted the field glasses. "It 
looks to me like someone's foUowin' 
aim^ Iwifc wt Mm. -'Bout a ^a^tEsr 
rf" « tnie "back." 

*Good," said Ross. "That's Sctm- 
bgrt. I ordered him to follow. GueSS 
we can check Jag Rouse off the trouble 
list for the present." 

Pudgy responded by batting his eyes 
curiously. He was probably itching to 
know — he and all the other sailors of 
the castie'a guard— what the new 
chiefs teoubk-list might tsjatain. 

"Pudgy, I Tsrant yoa to ma 4am to 
the kitchen department," said Eta, 
"and tell Fantella to make me a speeill 
four-three-0 cake." 

"A jour-three-O cake?" 

"Right. I'll drop in and pick it up 
this evening." 

The stubby sailor memorized the 
figures on his fingers as he hurried 
down the steps. He paused on a land- 
ing to sciatiSi "Mt puzded l>«td, then 
hurried on. 

Ross took auofter took ttt th« eve- 
ning shadows stretching met tl» castle 


grounds and did some counting of his 
own. 

fx fee flnree things Graygortch had 
^•wen hiai- to <to, pj» i^A Steady been 
checked off. He had established him- 
self as the chief of the sailors. They 
had accepted him with unquestionable 
respect. He had turned the routine 
of drill over to a competent lieutenant 
and had stiffened the hours of duty. 
But the game of guardsman's hockey, 
which had previously sent most of the 
would-be intruders down the mountain- 
side ■wth battered heads, he had vetoed. 
In plare of that treatment, he had 
ordered that any and all intruders be 
held at the gate until the nature of 
their business had been reported to 
him, so that he could pass upon each 
and every comer personally. 

His second and third duties, as Gray- 
gortA had outlined them, were: To 
assfet tite master in every storm 
jjftisl To maiiy the master's niece 
% ainfeiFii today. 

With a final glance at the suftset 
shadows he turned from the window. 

J^EACHING his newly assigned 
room he spent a few minutes wash- 
ing the grime from his hands and face, 
combing his hair, salving his sore 
wrists. 

He keenly wished for a bath and a 
change of clothe*. Thi« pBtit's outfit 
he had been wearing for several days 
was hardly appropriate wedding 

As he strode down the corridor 
toward Vivian's playroom he passed 
the entrance to the culinary depart- 
ment. He caught the furtive eyes of 
the maids watching him expectantly. 
They had heard, all right, and were 
BO imiat .OR fise with gossip. 

"Keester Bradford," Fantella shout- 
ed, btBtliag out into the corrfdot W,itii 
her hands Ml of cookbooks. In 
de vorld did you mean By a vor-tree-O 
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f cake? Dere ain't a cookbook in de 
: house — " 

"Quiet, Fantella," Ross snapped. 
"I'll see you later." 

"Later, huh? After all der time I've 
vasted on you, you be lucky if your 
dinaers ain't later vor a veek." 

"Fan£«Ba, if you don't Ime a wei- 
ding dinner ready for Vivian and me 
right on the dot, I'll be tempted to 
wring your funny neck." 

"Vedding dinner! Vedding dinner 1" 
Fantella gasped and swallowed and 
looked as guilty as a child about to 
be spanked. "Mecster Bradford — " 

"WeU, what is it?" 

"Hain't yon read my note?" Her 
voice Iwewid ta an excftetf wMsger. 
"Vivian iss gone." 

"Gone? Gone where?" He unfold- 
ed the note. Its simple message read: 
"Vivian has got away now." 

"Just — gone." The cook rolled her 
eyes innocently. "You jemeniber vat 
you told her to do?" 

Bradford raised his eyebrows with 
sudden insight. Yes, of course he re^ 
tnembered. He ha<} told Vivian Gray- 
gortch she ought to run away from 
home. This castle had became a dan- 
ger spot for anyone. It was no fflaee 
for an innocent girl. 

"But, Fantella," said Bradford with 
an exaggerated sternness that made her 
roll her eyes more than ever, "that 
was before Graygortch took me in. 
Now Via chief of the guards. And I'm 
under orders from the master to mawy 
Vivian tonight. So you see — every- 
thing has changed." 

"Haf you changed, Meester Brad- 
ford?" she asked, eyeing him steadily. 

It was a sharp question, and Brad- 
ford saw that he wasn't fooling this 
good-hearted old German cook one bit. 
She had seen right through his mask. 
She knew that he was faking his al- 
ienee to pld Bill Graygortcbi 


How much more did she know? Did 
she know he was on the verge of faking 
a marriage with Vivian just to carry 
on his own game? 

Did she know where Vivian was! 

"\\/'E'LL leave me out of this," sj^d 

.aiadiw4 '-^1^ is * -IK^i* 
jam. Jf IWvIan is gotM, and yoifte ihe 
only one who knows where she went — " 

"Who says I know vere she vent?" 

"S-s-sh. Don't get so excited," Ross 
advised. "You and I had better Come 
to an understanding." 

The cook scowled defensively. "How 
could ve haf a understanding ven you 
order der vor-^tree-O cake vot don't 
.Buist?" 

"Listen, Fantella, 111 have to repwt 
Vivian's disappearance to GrJiygortth 

at once. If she's hiding here in the 
castle—" 

"She ain't. She's gone. Maybe vun 
vay, maybe 6st CSSf W- I *0uldB't 

know." 

"All right. I'll send some guards 
out to look for her. As chief, it's the 
least I can do." 

"Vat's der most yba cotfld do?" 

"Go find her myself." 

"Vare vould you go?" 

Bradford searched her secretive 
face. "I'd go straight to the fisher- 
man's village," he said. "That's where 
she'd be most likely to go— if she meaat 
to get passage off the island." 

It was uncertain business, trying to 
tmA JIantella's expression, but Ross 
Bradford thought he had it. There 
was a faint breath of relief that was 
almost a safe bet. It seemed to say. 
Yes, go to the fisherman's village; go 
to the East Village too if you want to, 
but you won't find her. 

Ross Bradford smiled and made one 
more gesture toward their tsmmcm 
ground of imderstanding. 

"Thank yo% Fantella," he said, pah 
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ting her on the shoulder. "I'll post- 
pone my wedding. I'll send guards out 
to find Vivian, but they wmft Sad'hei, 
I'm sure. And if she h^peas to be 
hiding within a stone's thiow of tis 
right this minute — " 

"Ve von't know nothing abwtt it," 
said Fantella staunchly. 

"Exactly," said Ross Bradiftl4 

With that he strode off. 

He summoned a bugler who called 
an emergency assembly of the swlors 
and njaidi, Bwy cxsm m- th« ijift 
from t& dif^ttfoBS and fcil in befofe 
him at the South Pole Plaza, beneath 
the great storm tower. 

He paced before them, delivered the 
momentous news in a brJef thunderbolt 
announcement. 

"Vivian Graygortch is gone. I've 
made a swift investigation. I'm con- 
vinced that she ha* ruij sway to mo^. 
marriage. A thorough seariii isfiif 
ajmmence at once. The swiftest party 
•will go to the fisherman's village to 
see that she has no chance to catch 
a passage off the island. 

Meanwhile, I will confer with our 
master, the honorable Graygortch." 

He assigned several groups to search 
different parts of the ground and all 
the trails leading away from it, dis- 
patched a party to each village, and 
ordered the maids of superior rank to 
conduct a complete search of the castle 
JtgelJ. 

When he had finished .Ws orders, 

ht htfi ewp'ftd fl» teriftiay so com- 
pletely Ita-t a low rumbling voice of 
prafse souaded from one side of the 
pfaza — the voice of Graygortch. 

"You have done well," came the old 
man's words, and everyone turned to 
see him standing like a gray old statue. 
"If my niece ran away, she was fright- 
ened. But with Bradford to lead yow, 
you are sure to find her." 


CHAPTER XVIH 

gRADFORD circled around the wide 

porches ia the daikerfng twififht. 
From inside the castle the Inoessaot 
little bells were rto#»g, tfellfag Wm 
that search parties »i**e -cwBslsg hall- 
ways or turning corners, or passing up 
or down stairs. The effect of all these 
electric-eye-operated sound effects was 
never more weird than on this eve- 

What had happened to Vivian Gray- 
gortch? 

Every ringing bell seemed to ask 
that question. And so did every flash- 
ing electric lantern out on the castle 
grounds. The parties of sailors were 
spreading in an ever widening circle 
trying to catch some telltale clijfi JJ4- 
der the beams of their lights. 

a»adl9KJ saiiW gnmty. It was a 
strange contrast to Save everything 
going his own way for oaee. 

Yes, he was the boss of the hour. 
Not forgetting, of course, that the mys- 
tic Old Bill Graygortch was the real 
boss, with a magic power up his sleeve 
that could sink ships and djsint^rate 
airplanes. 

Howl 

Bradford wondered if he would ever 
know. 

Somehow he felt cfeser to the answer 
tonight than ever before. This day 
had brought him some revealing words 
straight from the lips of the mad old 
mystic himself. And now the decks 
were being cleared for a more intimate 
glimpse. The very fates seemed to 
%me conspired to bring him closer to 
the tmt, af the aiysteyv 

But at what a costl 

This morning Hank had gone down. 

This afternoon Schubert, the one 
sailor out of all this gang of criminals 
that he was most inclined to trust, had 
departed on the most perilous mission 
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—that of shadowing Jag Rouse. Schu- 
bert would be lucky if Be gjOt liaek 
alive. 

And now Vivian was gone . . . The 
courageous little spitfire must have had 
a lot of confidence in Ross to take his 
advice and cut loose. But perhaps, as 

Fantella had come so near admitting, 
she wasn't more than a stone's throw — 

"Pudgy!" Bradford called. 

An answer came across the parade 
grounds from the group of sailors on 
inmrd duty. In a moment Pudgy came 
up the porch steps and saluted. 

"Take over for me, Pudgy," said 
Bradford. "If anyone finds a trace ;oF 
her, make a record of it. I'm guessing 
nothing will turn up "before tfte parly 
comes back from the fishing village." 

The sailor saluted and took up his 
station on the porch. Bradford took a 
circuitous route through the hajlsj tiiade 
his way to the kitchen. 

LJE FOUND four maids finishing up 
the evening's work. Back in tibis 
pantry Fantella was checking over tse 

s«{^li«s. 

'*Stafl« ttai esfe fm, Batiteaa?" 
Ross called. 

"Cake in der pig's eyes," she snorted. 
"I ought to dumbust you ofer der 
head." 

She dismissed the four maids, then 
turned on Ross. "Veil, vat iss?" 

"Four-three-O," said Ross pointing 
tet tatsil)^ of !w kitoteei 
'"ffleans fiSUr-ttfrfy— tefflflrfow fnofil- 
■ing." 

"Veil?" 

"You know who comes for breakfast 
at that hour," he said, nodding at her, 

"Ugh?" she blinked. 

"See here," said Bradford. "This 
cripple'd fellow, Jimpson, who lives in 
a cave down the side of the cliff, is my 
friend as well as yours. I know that 
^ou pat out food for Mm, and I knoR 


he climbs up the cliffside by a secret 
trail," 

"You know vun lot," she grunted. 
"Jimpson has done me favors before. 
I need his help some more." 
"Vat do I do?" 

"Deliver a message for me aldlig with 
his four-thirty breakfast. It's very ur* 
gent. It's about my pal — the one 
they sent down through the trapdoor 
this morning. If his body hasn't washed 
away, Jimpson might recover it. The 
sea has been calm all day — " 

"Der sea iss calm, you tink?" Fan- 
tella made a sarcastic mouth. 

"I don't suppose there'll be a chance 
1^ mormng," a^d Ross. "If there was 
mf way to get word toftfrnyet tonight, 
I'll risk my neck to do it." 

"Vould you risk your neck down 
Jimpson's secret cliff trail in der dark?" 

Ross considered. "That hidden trail's 
on the south and west side of the cliff, 
so I could use a flashlight without beii^ 
seen by the search parties." 

"Oer maids could see you if dey 
leoked down vrom der vest vindows." 

"That's true, but it isn't lik^. Any- 
way, I'll take a chance." 

"Und I'll chase der maids off der 
Oder vay." 

"Good girl, Fantella. Here we go." 

13 OSS strung a cord through a fresh 
flashlight and hung it from his 
neck so that his hands would be free. 
Fantella held the door open, and the 
spray of light showed the first footsteps 
down the ragged cliffside. Ross felt his 
way down into the blackness. A brisk 
sea breeze whipped through his hair. 

"Don't you go vlying off into^tce." 
The warning note in Fantella's voice 
revealed a sentimental nature that she 
usually kept hidden under a hard-boiled 
crust, 

"I'll be careful," said Ross. "If I 
caa't-taakfi it I'll be back socw." 
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Sis 8sre hands gripped like claws as 
llse wdsy ajjrfaces ste^iBwd. 

"I Vdttldn't go too far," came Fan- 
tella's final warning. "You shouldn't 
bai to." 

"Now what did she mean by that?" 
Ross muttered to himself. 

Presently his foot struck a rope and 
he made his way down to where he 
could get a firm grip on it. He re- 
membered having seen the crippled 
Jimpson see-saw along with the, aid of 
rapes, like a jhantom climbing vp 
through the early morfijng fog. If a 
crippled person could fight his way 
along this trail, Ross should be able to. 

But Jimpson knew the trail. Ross 
didn't. And trying to learn it in utter 
darkness was perilous business. Where 
the devil were those footholds that 
Jimpson's twisted "mud-chain" legs had 
meii Ross' toes dug at the wall for 
a footing, and slipped off into space. 

Ross- c«i#t his teath. For s mo- 
menf he was lian^g over black empti- 
ness, clinging to the rope for dear life. 
The rope began to give. Ross thrust 
his head forward and clamped his teeth 
down on a tuft of grass rooted in the 
perpendicular wall. The rope ceased to 
slip. He dung desperately. He couldn't 
remember that Jimpson had ever de- 
pended entirely upon the ropes, and he 
was no doubt fifty pounds heavier than 
J'mpsm. 

Cautloudy he swayed Ms torso until 
the flashlight began to swing like a 
pendulum. His teeth released their 
tenuous hold, his head bowed enough 
to take advantage of the light. 

Again the rope was slipping — slip- 
ping. He was going down with the sag. 
If that rope tore free, he'd get the very 
death'plungB he had escaped twelve 
homs' e«M«r. Suddenly one end broke 

Bttt tie*e w aa«tte (ope Iwnesth 
him— and a bit of ledge fcenieath St. His 


clutching hands caught hold, his feetl 
caugto; Bwyht hel^tlhe new n^> 
was put to a test. Again he was on $> 
solid station. 

JTE HUGGED the wall until he got 
his breath. He was only four or 
five feet below the end of the dangling 
rope. He had succeeded in taking a 
shortcut to this lower level. But short- 
cuts were invitations to death. More- 
oyer, leaving a half-ruined trail behind 
him wooW defeat his am purpoiB, 

Should he fry to go on? It wasat 
often that Ross Bradford stopped in 
the middle of a course of action to re- 
consider his decision. He held the flash- 
light as far out as he could reach, to 
study the zig-zag trail below him. The 
wall extended endlessly, to %»sie«n@!S€c[ 
up in purple mists. 

He shot the: beam upward. He had 
traversed less than a tenth of the trail. 
Mo, it wasa't worth ti>e risk, Jin^jsw 
might have r«c»»«<11hA Swaeiet's 
crushed body already. If so, Ross 
would get word by ftmr-thirfy in the 
morning. 

If the body was lost to the sea, as it 
probably was, then nothing could be 
done. Nothing except to make sure that 
body hadn't been sacrificed in vain. 
The way for Ross to make sure was to 
get back «n the job with Graygortch, 
and avoid every avoidable risk. 

Now he found the tipward trait that 
he had missed on the descent. A few 
feet along the way he stopped, startled 
by a faint light that was growing otit 
of the rocks below ike hid of Ike 
castle. 

He snapped off his flashlight, clung 
to the wall, waited. He was breathing 
heavily, his swollen wrists were throb- 
bing, but he thought nothing of that 
The Jiglit was. woving, growing brigbtet. 

SodAfoIy it •ewstged ttma. what ap- 
peared to fee a narrow t^jeaiug beneafh 


DISCIPLES OF DESTINY 


129 


the foundation of the castle. It was a 
candle beam. Back of it was the brown 
weather-leaten face of Jimpson. 

The crippled man was partly con- 
cealed by the ledges, but Ross could 
3M that ie was slogging along on Iiis 
kbces, holding up the candle with one 
hand. His eyes were peering down into 
the blackness. 

So Fantella had somehow communi- 
cated with this curious fellow, telling 
him that he was about to have a visitor. 
Either that, or he had been hiding un- 
der the castle and had heard Ross clam- 
bering down among the ropes. 

Ras a»wefe<i the candle with a 
flashlight signal, and after a few min- 
utes' return climb he joined the tarip- 
pled man. 

'•This way, Mister Bradford," said 
Jimpson as pertly as if he were a bell 
boy conducting a guest into a swanky 
hotel. "We've been expecting you." 

"Did you say we?" 

"We've been expecting you," Jimp- 
SK; ir^^)i4f. '^jWjS » ptes oi S^- 

CHAPTEI? XIX 

D OSS took the candle and followed 
after Jimpson, who made rapid 
progress on his hands and twisted knees. 

"Low bridge," said Jimpson. 

Ross bent low as they passed under 
massive timbers. This subterranean 
area was all new to him. He had once 
visited the castle's basement, and 
glimpsed the miniature power stathm 
and the lead-in pipes that brought water 
power from the Fliniiord river. But 
this cavern was on a still lower level — 
a sub-basement hideaway among the 
stone columns that formed Hie castle% 
foundation. 

"Wouldn't it be easy for a man to 
get caught down here?" he asked. 

"Not so easy," said Jimpson. 


"There's lots of tricky passages. But 

a man did get caiBghtheli,'' 
"When?" 

"This morning," said Jimpson, tuni' 
ing to give Ross a cocksure nod, "I 
caught him myself." 

"I don't know what you're talkteg 
abou — " Ross broke off with a gulp. 

Out of the cavernous shadows a 
man was approaching — a stocky, turtle- 
like figure. H was Hank Siviicker. 

"Merry Christmas," said Hank, grin- 
ning. "How's the weather up on top?" 

"Well, blow me down ! " Ross stopped 
in his tracks. "Am I seeing ghosts? 
I never believed in them 'before, This 
must be a dummy — " 

"Bon't start calling me names," 
Hank snorted, grabbing Ross by both 
hands to prove that he was real. 

"I still think you're a ghost," Ross 
laughed. "I can't figure it out unless 
Jimpson picked you out of the sea, 
piece by piece, and pasted you to- 
gether — " 

"Ktat sAtt of Ite sea, oat of the air," 
said Haik. "Jimpaon's keeping the 
honor of beating the death-trap all to 
himself." 

"How'd you do it, Jimpson?" Ross 
asked. "You must have some other 
hobbies besides collecting statistics." 

"This way, gents," said the crippled 
man. "My newest secret invention." 

The cavern opened over a wide slop- 
ing rock beneath the overhanging pordi. 
Several upri^t thnbers formed an ar- 
cade to support the overhead structuret 
Here the brisk sea breeze swept through 
and the dull roar of the waves echoed 
up from five hundred feet below. 

"I recognize that floor above us," 
said Ross. "That's where Hank and 
I walked the chalkline." 

They moved out along the wide slop- 
ing rock to the limits of safety, and 
Ross pointed his flashlight up to the 
timb^<d surface that extended beyond. 
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"Yes," he said, "there's the trapdoor. 
But it's a full ten feet out of reada. 
How in the name of common sense— 
;M*m*nwn." 

Ross became absorbed in the appara- 
tus at his feet. 

"These beams swing out," said Jimp- 
son. "That's my invention. See?" 

He gave the beams a push with his 
twisted legs. They swung slowly, with 
a low scraping sound. 

"You see, it's like a big basketball 
net on tm WJUS," mi Jimpson proud- 
ly. "K«aiftmte time I had yon 
return me some lAtef Ym we» en 
the roof and you sent me down some 
pocket tools, too. Tools and wire, that 
was all I needed. There were plenty 
of scrap timbers here under the castle." 

O OSS passed an appraising eye over 
the intricately spliced scraps of 
poles that formed the two beams. He 
mtM the crude maJafshif t lj»g«s, se- 
curely anchored tf> «»A siefe e£ s isaa- 
dation pillar. H« Wtaeii tie flash8fl»t 
on the outer ends of the beams to ex- 
amine the loose network of wire. 

"A catch-basket," he mused. "How'd 
you manage to build it out on those 
ends?" 

"Crawled out," said Jimpson. "That 
wasn't nothing. These of mine 
me sfcid-proof." 

"So there's fte-awwar," «aM Baafc, 
hooking his fhumlis in Ms arntpits. "I 
fell through the floor, and pop, here I 
was, right in the net." 

"You came up laughing, I suppose," 
said Ross. 

"I fainted," said Hank. 

"By the way," Jimpson explained, 
"it's a good thing you postponed your 
trip, Mr. Bradford. You see, I had to 
get this gent out before you dropped in. 
This is only a one«ian <atfih bstslwt." 

"Then !f I tad irm^ Oamgt, 
ixAh of us ■mxM have gone down." 


"Exactly," said Jimpson. "Next, you 
remember, the trapdoor stuck while 
hall open. Luckily I had succeeded in 
• swinging the beams, together with. Mr. 
Switcher, out of sight. Otherwise aiy 
game would have been discovered." 

"If I ever give out any medals," Ross 
smiled, "I'll see that you get one, Jimp- 
son." 

The clatter of footsteps sounded omi- 
nously from the floor overhead. 

"That's the maids," Ross whispered. 
'-'The/re searching the castle for Vi- 

"We'd bettej get back into the shad- 
ows;" ssid Jimpson. "If they should 
think of looking under the castle, you 
two gentlemen would be on the spot." 

"Only Hank," said Ross. "He's still 
wanted for the murder of a ss!l»ft Bja 
I'm no longer a fugitive." 

"How'd you square yoursett aStt Jag 
Rouse?" Hank asked. 

"I didn't. He's still on my trail. But 
I fettf -Qen extreme pleasure of seeing 
him dismissed. Four of guards con- 
ducted hfa halfway to the East Village, 
and Schutet, mf confidante, shadowed 
him the fert of the way." 

Hank was gasping. "Your guards! 
Your confidante 1" 

Ross shrugged modestly. "You see 
I've been promoted. The big boss, 
Graygortch, fancied me as an A-one 
killer, so he's mgde me tdnef af the 
guards, replacing Roiffie.* 

"No! You don't meajt ft!" 

"Not so loud, Hank," Ross -wsSTifed, 
"If they found me here with you I'd 
have to bring you back as a captive. 
And I might have to execute you." 

"Verily ye little bullfrogs!" Hank 
panted. "I'd better tie something over 
my mouth so I won't even whisper. 
Hey, wait a minute. You wouldn't have 
Bay tepi gcamA to eaejatife-^" 

"Ufa ^toce h « law aato itself," 
Ross whispered. 
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"But I mean— look at this, Ross. I 
ought to be up for a reward instead 
of a trial." 

tJANK produced an old printed sheet 
of paper and held it in front of th« 
flashlight. Ross recognized the pic- 
tiire as the sailer that Hank had diot 
and killed. The gailor was wattled for 
murder and embezzlement back in the 
United States. A Jiberal reward was 
offered. 

"That," Hank whispered, "is what 
our friend Jimpson dug up for me." 

Jimpson, leading the way through 
the under-castle maze, turned and 
bowed a proud ^nosfedgBant. "I've 
pt dozens of tTiem,* he said. "Col- 
feeting useless junk — that's another of 
my hobbies. They throw stuff down a 
waste chute from the basement, and I 
paw through it just to pass the time. 
Most of these sailors are so proud of 
their crimes that they brought some 
credentials with them. I've got a regu- 
lar library up here. I'U show you." 

"Is this where you live?" Ross asked. 

"His b. <»ly ay peaftoiBe," s^d 
Simpson. "My regttlar hAme a bit 
of cave down near the watePi^ 

Ross folded up the printed sheet and 
handed it back to Hank. 

"Keep it. If you ever get back to 
the States it might do you some good. 
But it doesn't mean anything around 
here. This place thrives on criminals." 

Hank stopped with a puzzled frown. 
"Of course you'll change all that, now 
that you're the cMef ." 

"Nbt at all," aaid RoSs. "I'm the 
biggest criminal o! the bunch. Just 
ask Schubert — or Graygortch himself. 
They've got my numlDer." 

"Have you been hit on the head 
since I saw you last?" Hank asked. 

"S-s-s-sh," Jimpson warned, extin- 
guishing his candle. "They're searching 
the hawjHWt. Thay might look down 


the waste chute — " 

Ross snapped off his flashlight. He 
could hear the footsteps thudding lei- 
surely along the basement floor. The 
waste chute, which he had barely 
glimpsed a, moment previous, now gave 
Atsw' S 1W» shaft of light. Voices 
ected Awn with a rain-barrel effect. 

"B«'s Aet wste dwte," Fantelfa'g 
tone was one of disgust. "It's not 
likely she vould hai slid down to der 
dirt heap." 

"But it is possible," the low rumbling 
voice of Graygortch rejoined. 

"Bah! Dot's silly. If she vent dot 
vay, she could hai slid right on down 
der racks, ctast life der dfct^ terispla* 
in der ocean." 

"If they don't find her at one of the 
villages," said Graygortch, "we must 
send a sailor down to look." 

"Veil, maybe a sailor, but no maid. 
I tell you, no voman vould choose to 
go swiioninf £«■, d«t }n«9S^'* 

"tJELLO, up there," Ross broke in. 
*■* He moved toward the chute, 
tawJn| hi* Bashligiitfeeam en it. "I'm 
down here looMog f<* Vivian." 

"Ach! It's dot new chiei, Brad- 
ford," Fantella's voice sounded clear 
through the opening. 

"Good," said Graygortch in a satis- 
fied tone. "I should have known that 
no hiding places would escape him." 

"I haven't found a trace," Ross 
called up to them, shcdHiBg te flash- 
light around the premiaw, "A fewttore 
minutes and I'll be thrdu^t-^** 

He swallowed his words. His fltsij- 
light stopped pointing straight at Vi- 
vian. If it had been a camera it would 
have caught a perfect picture of a 
frightened girl half-crouched at the fur- 
ther side of a heap of trash, clutching 
a small gray book against her breast. 
Her clothes were soiled, her face was 
streaked with dirt, her ^es w«e wild 


with the light of terror, looked 
as if she were about to scream. 

"Not a sign of her," Ross repeated 
loudly, his voice suddenly taut. "I 
don't think she's here, but I'll keep on 
looking." 

"Dot's right," Fantella called back. 
"Keep, mx loojtiii|," 

"And if there's aay mm Stem tie 
village, I'll come up at once," said 
Ross, moving back from the cfaatB, "I 
think that's where she's gone." Ha 
turned the flashlight on his own face 
and placed a finger across his Hps as 
he talked — a signal of silence that Vi- 
vian couldn't miss. 

There was a short stillness. Then 
the low rattle of Graygortch's words 
smU be kmfit 

rtgllt 7". . WiV go fcack and 

"isit." 

As soon as the slowly retreating foot- 
steps from overhead fsided away, Ross 
turned the light back to Vivian. 

"Oh, Ross," she gasped, "what a 
scare you gave me. If it had been 
anybody else but you — " 

"Don't worry," Ross whispered, 
"yantella and I are working together 
Htm, She ceuldn't have come any 
nearer confiding in me if she had drawn 
a picture." 

"Fantella, bless her heart,'* 
sighed. "I'd have been too scared to 
run away if she hadn't helped me. And 
then I'd have had to marry you. 
Wouldn't that have been awful?" 

"Not so awful," Ross grinned. 

"But they won't find mc now, will 
they, Ross?" 

"Gort, yott s« « bit scared,- aren't 
you?" He &n. the trembling of her 
body as im took her arms gently in 
his hands. "Did my friends Jimpson 
and Hank know you were hiding down 
here?" 

He glanced back toward the two 
men, Jiapson was relighting his can- 


dle. From his agreeably surprised 
countenance and Hank's puzzled blink- 
ing it was apparent that both men had 
been unaware of Vivian's presence. 

"It's been many years since I've 
talked with you, Miss Graygortch," 
said Jimpson brightly, crawling on his 
hm6s and knees into l»r p)»?n» "I 
Sos't suppose you retiWBlber im.?' 

"Of course I do/'saldWIwtofiialdly, 
"I remember the (tey that yotl fell 
through. And the better days, too, that 
we used to have before all these troti- 
bles began." 

"I'm surprised you remember," said 
Jimpson. "But you were a bright lit- 
tle kid." 

"And you were the best engineer 
that we ever fagf}, Vntle Bill to 
say so himself. A«d I Wrote It ^Mi 
in this book." 

CHE handed the little gray-backed 
volume to Ross, who tiumbied 
through its ink-filled pages. 

"It's a diary," Ross mumbled. 
"Yours?" 

"Yes, one I'd forgotten all about," 
said Vivian, passing the book on to 
Hank and Jimpson. "It got lost years 
ago. But I ran across it this after- 
tioon in a pile of things over there by 
the waste chute." 

"My library," said Jimpson. "The 
best gems from many a year's trash. 
Your diary's my choice volume." 

"You've read it?" Vivian raised her 
eyebrows in alarm. 

"Read it and memorized it, by 
George," said Jimpson. "It's all true, 
and daroefi eiirioBs, too; especially that 
part about the tJrae your Uncle Bill was 
going to die and had his gtasB already 
dug—" 

Vivian nodded, and she seemed to 
grow pale. "I was re-reading all that 
this afternoon," she said. "And siBo* 
it got dark I've, been thinking il all 
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over. It seems even stranger now than 
when I was a child." 

Hank was scratching his head. "Did 
I hear you right? DM your uncle have 
Ms grave dug?" 

"¥es , , , ¥«, you san sSO see it, 
that's left of h— out in the yard. 
After nine years it's nearly filled in." 

Vivian's eyes glowed with a mystical 
light. Only the candle was burning 
now, and the four of them were hud- 
dled around it. She sat near Ross and 
her half-shadowed face reminded him 
of some painting of a beautiful female 
^eeter lost in far-away fantasies. 

"That's what I've been thinting," 
she went oa, "I nwati, imf citrioos it 
was that 0Hde MI dUtf^ diff— when 
he was so sure he was gtring to — atld 
Dr. Zimmerman thought he was dy- 
ing." 

"And then your unde rallied," said 
Jimpson. 

"Yes ... in the strangest manner," 
said Vivian. "It was almost like a 
dead mm coniiag bsA to liie. Bat 
it was tmm <haa fliat. He, aJlie^ wftk 
a btirst of bad tmip€t, md liAgoj to 
glare at everyone w^tli eyes that we*e 
somehow different. For a long time 
we couldn't get used to him. There 
was such a hard, insane glitter about 
his staring eyes, and such a hea^ bit- 
terness in everything said." 

"That's the way I remember it," said 
Jimpson. "That's when Dr. Zimmar- 
tWB and' to ottier friends deserted 
ftfw."' 

"They had to," said Vivian. "He 
insulted them so terribly. He was as 
hateful as Satan." 

"As hateful as Satan," Ross echoed 
under his breath. "What a compari- 

"But gradually we got used to him, 
mi he began to distribute his mad 
spells at various intervals," said Vi- 
viaa. 
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"A typical trait of many insane peo- 
ple," said Hank wisely. "Tim doetors 
would have a name for it." 

"I'm not so sure," said Ross, goang 
itttjj the darkness. 

her nightiiadsli Temirfscenees, 
"Uncle Bill wasn't himself at all. At 
times he appestred to have forgotten 
things be had always known — " 

"An amnesia victim with paranoic 
complications," Hank interpolated. 

"He even seemed surprised, one 
time, to learn that you, Jimpson, had 
set up the power plant. And when you 
mainded him that you had pat^si, 
several inventions, he gave you a Ittt 
of new work to do." 

Jimpson nodded. "That's when I 
installed all the bells and gongs thii 
turn the castle into a jangle whenever 
folks cross the halls." 

".^nd then he put you to work on 
the big machine up in the top of the 
bwtr," said Vivian. 

"Bioss caught his breath, "ftta I to 
BjKJffstand, JiBipstin, that 8t# the 
ihvefltfir of that—" 

"Not so fast, Mr. Bradford," Jimp- 
son lifted a restraining hand. "I've 
been hurled over the cliff once lor that 
job. I don't want ta get in uts^ tmte 
trouble over it." 

"Sttt you did invent it?" 

"t did aot," said Jimpson. "As God 
is tay -wftitess, I de not knw what, un- 
der high heaven, OjuH tnake that tower 
maehiae do the things it does. When 
I was putting the parts together I fol- 
lowed one detailed specification after 
another. Every instruction came di- 
rectly from Old Bill Graygortch's lips. 
Nothing was ever blueprinted." 

"Then you just followed his orders?" 
Vivian asked, for on this obscure epi- 
sode she was as curious as Ross and. 
Hank, 
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"I followed them to humor your 
uncle. I was sure he was crazy. After 
all the bells and gongs I had set up, I 
supposed that big tower wheel of thir- 
teen gun-like tubes was going to be 
stiine sect of electric whistle. It 
wasn't. It was a cataclysmic death 
gpiay. If you want to. know how — at 
why — don't ask me. I only made the 
thing. I sure-as-hell didn't invent it." 

Ross studied the twisted, warped, 
weather-beaten man with a respect that 
was almost reverence. The fellow was 
telling the truth, there was no doubt 
about that. In his brain and hands 
were a skill that any engineer might 
envy. In bis tart was « heavy stcme 
of resetttaienl becsase thai sWll itsd 
been misused by a weird gemuj ol 
death. The wonder was, thought 
Ross, that the fellow, staying on 
through the years to see what destruc- 
tion his handiwork, through an ironic 
fate, brought about, had buried his 
inward bitterness in an outward sense 
of humor: his statistics, his mud-chain 
legs, his library of gems from the trash 

"Bat ay XJjitae Hill," saJd ^rfan; 
still lost in her unhaj^y reyerie, "was 
afraid that someone might understand 
the invention." 

"Yes," said Jimpson "He suspected 
me before we got the thing finished. 
As soon as he sent out the first big 
storm he knew that I was on fire to 
aoajjfze the thing t» tJw last wit %a 
that m» W krf Captain Sause 
find me gmlty-^and you know the 

llTANK, supporting his head in his 
hands, came to life with a jerk 
"I don't get it," he said. "Was 
Graygortch an engineer before he went 
batty?" 

"No," said Jimpson. "He couldn't 

cwn tbreai. a pipes-" 


"Did he study up on engineering 
after he w«t billyf* 
"No." 

"Then how in the name of Edison 
and Einstein could he give you instruc- 
tions that would turn into that nifty 
little earthquake gadget?" 

Jimpson ^ead his fingers in a ges- 
ture of helplessness. Ross mMttered, 
sarcastically. "Aceidemt,'* 

"About as likely," said Haafc, "as. 
going into a print shop, dumping a 
dozen cases of type into a press and 
seeing it print off a Shakespearean 
play." 

"Some day Graygortch will die," 
said Jin^on, "and then I'm going to 
eBttih tt> the top of the tower and see 
wiiat makes that machine tick," 

For a few minutes no one spoke. The 
mention of Graygortch's anticipated 
death, Ross noticed, caused not the 
sUghtest change in Vivian's intent face. 
But the thought had stuck in her mind. 

"I wonder," she said wistfully, "what 
will happen when he does die," 

Ross rose, planted his hands on his 
Mp») luofced Itsm 0B« to aaolher of 
Ms three listemers. 

"Today Graygortch has taken me 
into his confidence," he said quietly, 
"His plans for you and me, Vivian, are 
clear enough. But they're not our 
plans. They're plans so fraught with 
death and destrartirai Swt I ifaifdly 
dare tell you." 

"I'd bete l>«t tie. worst," said Vi- 
vian. "Vm desperate from guessing." 
Her dirt-streaked face was pale in the 
candle's gleam. 

"Perhaps I'll tell you, then, later. 
But I have a plan of my own. You 
three are the only ones I dare con- 
fide in. And time is growing short," 

Ross paused, drew a slow deep 
breath. 

"You three must trast me," he 
coulda't hold back the ominous tone 
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that crept into his voice. "You must 
believe that I have come to know Bill 
Graygortch as none of the rest of you 
know him. I'm convincei mttsts't 
wait for him to die." 
Vivian gasped, "You mean — " 
"Fo» the good of all people, Vivian 
—-the peapje you've warned oa yma 
radio against coming storms— »tt4 
millions of other people like them, Vve 
got to do it — the sooner the better. Fm 
got to Mill Bill Graygortch." 

CHAPTER XX 

^CLATTER of footsteps sounded 
on the basement stairs and a fe- 
male voice sang Avm. through the 
*aste chute. 

"Meester Bradford, vare art you?" 

"Here, Fantella." Ross marched 
over to the waste heap and looked up 
through the shaft. "What's up?" 

"Iss everything safe?" she whis- 
pered. Reassured, she said, "Maybe 
it's ghosts, and maybe it's visskey, but 
der guards haf come back from der 
Ea?t Village saying Viviaa mi^ be 
hiding at dt* place. Effry vun dey 
asked say he has seen a beautiful girl— 
a strange girl. But dey couldttt find 
her." 

"A strange girl," Ross echoed. 
"Well, we won't be bothered, Fan- 
tella." 

Hank spoke up. "That must be Sue 
Sniti. 5Bre— tilM's wb© It is. She's 
«tJn tte flie tmil of tiiEtf; screwball Jap- 

"You'd better come up, Meestef 
Bradford," said Fantella. "Dere's 
bad news about Meester Schubert, vot 
followed Rouse to der village." 

"What happened?" 

"Rouse dumbusted him ofer der 
head. He's at der doctor's in der East 
Village, and dey say he knows some- 
thing, but he ww't talk to nobody but 


you, Meester Bradford." 

"Thanks, Fantella. I'll g* wet to 
the village yet tonight. I can depend 
on you to keep things going." 

"Dot's me. I'll keep 'em looking 
vor der right people in der wrOJig 
places." 

tliii" castfe fejr tSe fitBe R6SS ascended 
to tlje South Pole plaza. The situa- 
tion was a delicate one. It was up to 
him to pretend great concern over the 
story that Vivian was hiding in the 
East Village. 

But the rumors didn't stop with 
that. Why, everyone was asking, had 
she run away to the East Village? Was 
it because Jag Rouse had gone there? 
No one belies«d, ft£ coarse, -that Vivjaa 
was secretly in lows wSSj tJie ex-eap- 
tain. But perhaps he had a leverage 
on her, and had somehow frighteBed 
her into following him. 

It seemed likely, too, the sailors and 
maids were telling themselves, that the 
report about Schubert dovetailed with 
this line of reasoning. No doubt Schu- 
bert had secret knowledge of Rouse's 
designs upon the girl, which knowledge 
he would impart only to Ross Btgd- 
ford. 

Ross listened to these ingenuous ru- 
mors with an attitude of creduhty. He 
hastened to confer with Graygortch. 

y^GAIN, the same story. The old 
man was twitchy from his withered 
old face down to his toes. He sat 
huiKbed weakly over his desk, crush- 
ing Tiis thin fingers against his gray 
forehead. 

"Take att the guards with yoJl, 
Bradford," Graygortch said, "just so 
you bring her hack. My time is grow- 
ing short." 

"I prefer to go alone," Ross said. 

"As you will," said Graygortch. "But 
do yoa know why your search party 
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failed to bring Ijer back?" 

"They were afraid of violence," said 
Ross. 

"And riglitly so," said tlie old man. 
"Tliey were too badly outnumbered to 
risk a fight. That East Village is in- 
fested with desperate men. I advise 
that you take the whde force of 

''And leave the castle unprotected?" 

"This castle will stand — and I will 
live — until I have transferred my pow- 
ers to Vivian. Bring her back." 

"I will," said Ross, "but I'll go alone. 
I've picked up a dependable we^ou 
and I know how to use it." 

As he spoke he drew a light revolver 
from his pocket and weighed it in his 
hand. The ©Id man hajely ^aoced at 
it, then he again buried his tronlW 
head in his hands, muttering, "Go On. 
■you've no time to lose." 

Ross looked at the revolver, glanced 
at Graygortch. Impulsively Ross' 
steady hand tightened on the weapon. 

"Right," he said in a IflSj flgll 
"I've no time to lose." 

"Well?" Graygortch spread Ms.#ra| 
lingers and slowly raised his head. His 
wrinkltt) old «yes Hftad «nd he might 
ii'ave looked iAtd the bats-el of Ross' 
revolver, but at that moment a knock 
sounded at the door. 

"Shall I valk right in?" Fantella 
called. 

As the door swung open Ross thrust 
the gun back in his pocket. Fantella 
breezed into the room with a tray of 
tea things. 

"Maybe you vasn't ready tor der 
midnight lunch yet?" 

"I'm ready," said GraygBtteh. 
"Bradford was just leaving." 

Ross stormed down the hallway mut- 
tering to himself. With all the real 
trouble he had on his hands he was 
going to have to chase off on a false 
miasioa — ^to rescue a girl who wasn't 


there— just to keep his own private 
hoax from falling through. But he did 
want to see Schubert. 

Moreover, if it was true that Dr. 
Zimmerman, the man who used to care 
for Graygortch, was in East Village, 
there might be a chance to get some 
new light on these strange happenings. 

DOSS waved aside Qte jwty- of 
sailors waiting oa the ptorch, ex- 
pecting an order to accompany him. 

"I'll make it alone," he snapped. 

They grunted with surprise, but 
were obviously relieved. He also re- 
fused their offers to sketch a map of 
the mountain trail for him, but paused 
long enough to catch a description of 
the doctor's office where Schubert was 
being cared for. Then he" matched oft 
around the castle walk, out of their 
sight. 

He hurried back to the rear porch. 
There he found Jimpson, Hank, and 
Vivian waiting. A moment later Fan- 
tella joined them in the heavy shadows 
of the cliff's edge. It was just mid- 
night. The sky was black, the light 
breeze of the early evening had ceased. 
The lapping waters five hundred feet 
below were barely audiWe. 

"It'll be easier by boat," said Jirnp- 
son. "This way, gents. And are the 
ladies going too?" 

"No," said Ross. 

"I want to go with you," said Vivian. 

"You mustn't," said Ross. "It's too 
dangerous." 

"That's whr Vm Wifm," Vivian de- 
dated with" a touch of fertiijer. 

"Since I'm going to look for you," 
said Ross, "I couldn't possibly take 
you along. I'm taking Hank. That's 
all." 

"Meester Bradford knows best," said 
Fantella. "Ve'll go only vun or two 
steps down der trail, to make sure dot 
Jimpson don't push you off," 
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Ross knew well enough that Fan- 
tella was simply keeping her eye on 
Vivian, to put her back in hiding as 
l»n as he and Hank were gone. But 
ftHe was no danger that guards would 
m<m Ifeeir paths afcng this dlfl edge. 
Ml searck palHes had turned in for 
flie night m the strength of the re- 
port from the East Village. 

"Here's the other hidden descent I 
was telling you about," said Jimpson, 
crawling along at the head of the party. 
"It veers to the east, and you'll find it 
a pleasure after trying the one on the 
face of the filifi. Whea you, gst to the 
bottom, my 'best is hMSesi among fte 
wags lj> ite right, ttaflat a pile of tree 
liBibs." 

"We'll find it," said Ross. 

"Best of luck," said Jimpson, and he 
crawled back toward the foundation of 
the castle. 

Hank took a light and jogged on 
down the trail. Ross turned to Vivian. 

"'Suscuse me," said Fantella. Evi- 
dently her sajy through this 
well enough to 'ktmw tvii Ross was 
M&ig the girl into hJs arms. "I link 
T go tat^ a vm steps and count der 
stars, vot dare ain't any at," 

Hank called from dosw tbfc trail, 
"¥du coming, Ross?" 

'■In a moment." 

TT WAS a breathless moment. Vivian 
was whispering trivial things to him 
30 earne.stly tliat he woadered what had 
happened to the little spitfire sJie tisetf 
to be. He reassured her. 

"Of course I'll be careful, Vivian. . . 
I know they're a bad bunch over at the 
tii^fe) but I can walk around trou- 
ble .. . Yes, I promise I won't get 
myself killed — not if I see Rouse first. 
. . . Pood kid, you're all scared, aren't 
you? I don't blame you. . . , Come 
on, give me a funny little SMlIa." 
Then he; was. kissing her, and the 


whole world must have stopped breath- 
ing while her heart pounded dose 
against his. 

"But what if you never came back," 
she whispered. 

"Th« Ckayfortdi cmiMat make you 
manry -me," Kcss gaM. '*Ba{ 111 be 
back before dawn. And if possible, I'll 
bring Br. Zimmerman back here with 
me." 

"Please do," said Vivian. "Maybe 
if you talked with him you wouldn't 
do that — that terible thing — " 

"For your sake I hope I won't have 
to. I had a chance only a few min- 
utes ago — ^with titis revolver — but it 
wasn't easy— and X knpw tar you feel. 
Yon think there's still a dhance to 
bring him back to himself — " 

"Yes, that's it," she gasped eagerly* 
"He does come back in his sleep, you 
know." 

"I know," said Ross. The old man's 
change of character during his sleep- 
walking of the previous night was as 
^?ffflj« as anyCMiq; had mm. 
"But whatever I have to do, I want 
yoa to believe I think it's for the 
best." 

"I will believe it," Vivian breathed. 
"From now on I'm trusting you all the 
way, Ross." 

"Do you mean it? Enough to pack 
your things?" Ross sought her face 
anxiously. "Then do it, Vivian. Have 
Fantella smuggle you back into your 
room. Pads for a }mS 

trip—" 

"A long trip? You meas-^^Sl (W* 
going to kill him?" 

"I don't know. But I'm sure of this. 
If something isn't done within the next 
day or two, he and his disciples of 
death will crack the world wide open." 

Vivian's hthe body trembled in Ross's 
msm, 

"I— I don't know what you mean- 
but I'll pack — i<x a long trip." 
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CHAPTER XXI 

T~\OWN at the water's edge Ross and 
Hank threw the tree branches 
aside, untied the boat, and pulled it 
out of the hidden cove. In a moment 
their oars were dipping rythmically. 
The waters were c^lm, the rowboat was 
a light, ttim craft that made good speed. 

"Uslen," said Hank. "If I had a 
pencil I'd jot down some local color 
for my next book. Got a pencil, Ross?" 

"Keep right on Wtftali'' said Ross. 

"But Ihten — " 

From somewhere beyond the black 
horizon came the low thunder of a sea 
battle, too far away for the flashes »i 
fire to be seen. Somewhere out in that 
Bodies* biackaess, coav<^ were taking 
ft tto t!ie chin. 

An itour later, as Ross and Hank 
wer« rounding a mountainous point, 
they saw five bombers soar over — 
American bombers bound for an Eng- 
lish airport. 

"There we go,'' Hank muttered, "but 
for the grace of God." 

"We've got our own war bow," saH 
Ross. "England and her AHtw irfl 
aeser ieaow haw much our war tt«ste 
to thetrs." 

"Meaning what?" said Hank. 

"Meaning that if this devil of a Gray- 
gortch puts his big purpose in life over, 
Hitler and the other twelve disciples 
of death will engulf us like wildfire. 
They'll have a power that all the good 
work in the world can't stop." 

■ You think Graygortch is a Nazi?" 

"He's worse tlian a Nazi," Ro.ss mut- 
tered. "He's some new brand of devil, 
if you want my candid opinion." 

Hank gulped weakly. "I'd like to 
argue that out with you but I'm sure as 
hell not up to it. I've seen that little 
earthquake tower of Graygortch's do 
enough calisthenics that I get a chill to 
tfe»k, of It." 


The lights of the village emerged 
from behind a shoulder of black moun- 
tain. Hank spotted a landing place; 
Ross caught his bearings from the sur- 
rounding scene. Then they pulled in, 
hid the rowboat, and struck out on foot. 
As soon as they found a path they ex- 
tiagtashed their flashlights. 

The village was Tar from asleep.. 
Lighted houses or taverns were noisy 
with raucous voices. Revelry and argu-, 
ment, drinking and gambling were evi- 
dently the rule all night long in these 
quarters. The place had nothing in 
common with the quaint little fisher- 
men's village at the farther end of the 

"Ctme OTJ «art nnt )dn as, 
camrils. We 4are you . . ." 

Robs hiA Hank caught sight of whsl 
appeared to be a twelve or fifteen-man 
mob parading down the single street, 
shouting and blustering their challenge 
to their fellow-citizens to come join 
them. What a notion, thought Ross, 
running around at one-thirty in the 
night organizing gangs for the sheer 
exsftemeot ef it. H« »Bd Hank- |aw 
tWs -(Wirt nl#l-»Biiftc a triAs brath'. 
The tmlighted outskirts of the village 
seemed the wiser rotite for strangers to 
take. 

npHEY spotted the lighted house on 
the knoll a short distance back 
from the village. That was the doctor's 
office. They found it barricaded by a 
fence of dose-set timbers, and a locked 
gate. 

But there was a bell a«d it bj»a^ 
a prompt answer. 

"Dr. Zimmerman?" Ross asked. 

"I'm his servant," said the man, un- 
locking the gate. 

"I'm Ross Bradford, and this is a 
friend of mine. I was told that Schu- 
bert . one of my guards — " 

"¥«s — eopje r^kt in," 
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The servant locked the gate behind 
them and led the way up the steps. 

"He's just about gone," the servant 
whispered, conducting them into the 
dim blue light of a hallway. "He was 
all smashed up when they brought him 
in. Broken back, crushed-in ribs — " 

'■God! ' Hank muttered. "How'd 
he get such a beating?" 

"Oh, it's no more remarkable than 
the average around here. They're al- 
ways going after each other with clubs 
of lead pipes. The doctor no more 
than gets one batch of 'em civilized till 
another batch breaks loose wli a shoot- 
ing or a knife act. H ft^sl only pay 
him for half the feandsg^s — " 

"Quiet." said ROSs. "I heaf him call- 
ing." 

"l^ot cstfling, choking. But go right 
in," the servant whispered. "His de- 
lirium has run down, iinally, but maybe 
he'll still recognize you." 

Ross approached the bedside, looked 
down at the battered mass. He'd 
hardly have known it was Schubert ex- 
c^t for the funny mouth with the over- 
testh, Death was taking over. 
"the fellow's face was chalk white, his 
eyelids were half closed. 

But as Ross spoke to him, the eyes 
opened and gave a little turn of recogni- 
tion. 

"I hear you wanted to tell me some- 
thing," Ross said. 

Schubert turned his eyes away. His 
time for talking was past. Evi # thw 
point the serv^vt interceded'. 

"He?s told it all, and the girl took it 
down. She claimed she was your friend, 
and this fellow knew the telling wouldn't 
wait." 

"Okay," said Ross. He placed a 
hand on the dying man's head. "Thanks, 
Schubert, old man, for all you've done. 
. . . But I sure didn't mean to let you 
in for this pay-off." 

Sctobett made a last effort to speak, 


but the words wouldn't come. Then 
his funny mouth, as expressionless as 
ever, emitted a low whistle — a bit of 
melody. 

"The wedding march?" said Ross. 
"Don't worry, Schubert. I'll see that 
that turns out all right." 

One of Schubert's eyes gave a faint 
hint of a wink, then both eyes went 
closed. 

TN ANOTHER room Ross and Hank 
held a brief twassiJtatiisn With the 
servant. 

"Here's some money to cover the 
poor fellow's burialj" said Ross. "By 
the way, what did the doctor do for 
him? Anything besides first afd ban- 
dages?" 

"The doctor hasn't seen him," said 
the servant. 
"Why not?" 

"He's gone — over to the other vil- 
lage. Lots of business over there re- 
cently. Besides, he's shipping his wife 
off the island for the duration of the 
W9r." 

"Will he back tonight?" 

"Doubt it. He said he was going to 
stay and hound that British agent till 
he got some action — and that might be 

days." 

"What kind of action?" 

The servant's lips tightened. "Are 
you a Nazi?" 

"Certainly not." 

"Well, you mig^t be, for all I know. 
Besides I've already told all I know." 

"What happened to Sue Smith, the 
girl that took down Schubert's talk?" 
Hank asked. 

"Her things are still here," said the 
servant. "She's been staying here with 
the doctor and his wife, and when they 
left she told them she'd come on a little 
later, bat first she had some more writ- 
ing to do. Then this fight happened, 
and when she came down from her room 
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and heard this fellow callmg for Ross 
Bradford, she stuck around until he 

spilled his story to her. By the way — " 
The servant picked up at note book 

from the library table. 
"Here's what the fellow dictated to 

her. She said you'd be coming, Brad- 

Vloss niov«(i tb ae tt&le hmp ta read 

the finely written words. Hank, who 
had once fallen in love with Sue Smith 
upon his first glimpse of her handwrit- 
ing, bent over Ross' shoulder. 
The rambling message read: 
Tkis girl says she is a friend of yours 
and she'll sure get this message to you. 
So here goes. I don't know what your 
real game is, Bradford. If your're puU- 

imirs, iw Mr of my nec%. 

Anyhow you're okay by me, and I 
figure you'll fight your battle to a finish. 
1 picked you to win when you first 
showed your face at the castle gate. 

You see, I had a soft place in my 
heart for that cute little Vivian. 1 
wanted her to get the right man. That's 
vihy I pmtmed fSt^^nttk «gmmtiM§ 
SAuse. Jag knew tl, and he knew Iwas 
iim clever for him. But I slipped to- 
day. Two hours after we got here he 
was already working up steam for his 
attack on the castle — and that's what I 
especially wanted to warn you about. 
He went to work, and I shadowed him, 
figuring he'd forgot about me. But he 
hadn't, and he suddenly turned on me 
with a basebaU bat. 

He hasn't forget yen, eSher, So look 
out for Mm. He'U march on you when 
you hast expect it. He's trying to pull 
the whole town in on his scheme. So 
you better double the guard on the 
castle. 

That's about all, Bradford. Sorry 
I slipped, but I krtem fmV make it 
good. 

Oh, ym:, iben^s me if^g tiurm. f Ms 


girl that's taking down my words has 
a cockeyed notion she's going out and 
throw a monkey wrench into Rouse's 
game. Tell her to lay off. That guy 
ain't to be played with. J know. 

"pJELL, she's sia 3we," H»nk itBJl- 
tered e» he finished fbs mm^ss^ 
"Come on, Ross." 

Ross thrust the notebook in his 
pocket and turned to the servant. 

"If she comes in, tell her we're look- 
ing for her. We'll be back In an hoar 
if we don't find her." 

The servant saw them to the gate 
and locked it behind them, They headed 
straight for the lighted street where: 
they had seen the night throng parad- 

"^Wrece fhet^ eaxSUetima, that's 
where you'll find Sue Smith," said Hank 
proudly. "She's not afraid of any- 
thing." 

"Listen!" Ross hissed. 

"Yeah — that's your ex-captain's 
voice," Hank whispered. 

"He's making a speech. Schubert 
was right ..." 

They slipped along a shadowed alley. 
A bonfire was burning at the intersec- 
tion of the two principal streets. A 
crowd of some eighty or a hundred as- 
sorted men, variously armed, stood 
around the fire in a circle. The big- 
shouldered ex-captain was pacing back 
and forth as he addressed them. 

Ross and Hank held to the shadows. 

"Look at that gallery of faces," Hank 
whispered. 

"They look like tncntble." Ross took 
an uneasy breath. "We don't know ont 
grounds here. The best thing for us Is 
to find that girl and shove off." 

"Listen at him rave," Hank's eyes 
widened, reflecting the flicker of the 
bonfire. "He's been here less than half 
a day and already they're eating out of 
hjs hand." 
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"It's his magnetic personality, boys," 
said a female voice l»hind them. "One 
side, please." 

Hank ducked like a turtle bobbing 
into its shell, gasping. "Don't shoot — " 

Ross whirled, more alarmed by Hank 
than the girl's voice, which ivas a com- 
paratively harmless voice. 

Then Ross' eyes, still dancing with 
the flames of the bonfire, came to rest 
on a pretty, snappfly dressed Amerfcan 
girl. Apparently she was armed with 
nothing more dangerous than pencil 
and notebook. She was writing with 
furious speed. 

"Sue!" Hank murmured. 

"Not now, Hank. I'm busy," she 
snapped. "One side, please. You're 
btecking my view." 

Ross, at first puzzled by her abrupt 
atrnmer, soon ssm tbat she taioii^ 
down the ex«pWB<s ^leeA, wm& hy 
word. This was strange business, he 
thought. Here within a stone's throw 
of those dangerous men, here at two- 
thirty in the night, this girl had planted 
herself in a dark doorway- — to copy the 
violent and ungrarawtftsd savings of 
one Jag Rouse. 

"1 told yoa she's doing a new^p^ 
job on Hinko, the Japanese," Bajft 
whispered. "She's still on the trail." 

TTP TO this time Ross hadn't taken 
particular notice of the small dark 
Oriental near the center of the throng. 
But now he recalled having seen that 
important little figure once before. It 
was the same fiery little Japanese with 
the big sword who got chased off the 
eastle grounds a few mornings ago. The 
little man had recovered bis dignity in 
a wonderful way. 

Rouse's speech terminated abruptly, 
and was greeted with a volley of shout- 
ing and noise-making. As he retired to 
the crowd, it was the swaggering little 
J^anese wfco WftrjW to tie Ms 


place. 

"Vou have heard the honorable gBli- 
tleman's plea that you make him your 
leader," Hinko's voice rang out in a 
thin Oriental twang. "I assume that 
he would be pleased to have you storm 
the gates for him and make him your 
hero when you have won his battle. 
But I ask you, who deserves to be the 
leader of this attack ? He or If" 

There was a wild clamor that atr 
tested to a lack of unity in the ranks. 
The Japanese waved his sword with a 
militant gesture. 

"This attack was not his idea. It 
was our own plan, conceived several 
days ago. And now that the plan is 
ripe, like a delicious fruit, is it fair for 
him to come and pick it?" 

Ross glanced at Sue Smith's flying 
fyigmf, ^ mm mm .«io«B8g 'the 
Msraitt'bied omelet of shouts that $tb 
crowd hurled back at their orator. 

"I ask you," the speaker went on, 
"who has come from the farthest land 
in answer to the magnetic call ? It is I. 
Who has organized this march on the 
castle gates? It is I. Who is so right- 
fully your strong man— your leader of 
leaders — so convinced of his power that 
he would sooner commit hara-kiri than 
fdl in hispi^jOSi? IftM-i, 

"And «tat ias ttos Hewcoiner ism 
to prove his power? He has flown at 
a man half his size and beat him to piilp 
with a dub. What if he does have one 
arm wrapped in a bandage? Is break- 
ing a man's back with a club any feat 
to glorify a leader? Is there anyone 
within the sound of my voice who hasn't 
done as much himself? 

"Then let me put the question to a 
vote. How many of you favor me — " 

A beltowiHg At)/ from Jag ROUSe 
drowned Hinko's words. The Japanese 
drew his sword back threateningly, but 
its gleam was matched by the revolver 
that Jdg Ronse flashed en^nously tn tlm 
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firelight. However, it was voice rather 
than weapons that gave Jag Rouse his 
advantage. 

"T ISTEN to me," he roared, and the 
hills echoed back of hini. "I'm 
the only living man who has ever stood 
at the top of the tower with Graygortch 
during the storms. I'm the only man 
among you who knows the castle and 
the grounds. And onfe thing more. When 
we've crashed the gates and taken pos- 
session, I'll make every one of you a 
disciple of death, just like Hitler, Goeb- 
bels, Goering, and all the rest. You, 
too, can be a Hitler — and soon — per- 
haps tomorrow night. I'll lead you on 
the first black night." 

This brought such a thundering theer 
that J ag Rouse turned on Hinko wilfi an 
incinerating smile. Jag bad won them 
over and he was quick to play his ad- 
vantage. He bellowed: 

"And if our little friend here is a man 
of his word — if he insists on committing 
hara-kiri because he's missed the boat, 
I say to him — ■" 

At the peak of his oratorical powers 
Jag Rouse left a sentencse unfinished, 
iot at that precise moment the fiery 
little Oriental drew his sword and 
plunged it into his own stomach. 

The crowd swayed and surged for- 
ward and a chorus of low voices rasped 
with surprise. 

Back in the shadows Sue Smith 
dropped her pencil and notebook, ran 
out toward the crowd. Ross sprang 
after her, jerked her back into the dark- 
ness. 

"I've got to seel" she gasped. 

But there was an opening ki the 
ranks of the throng and the three spec- 
tators watching from the alley caught 
a clear view of the action. 

Hinko crowded the sword hard into 
his belly, twisted it, yanked it sharply 
to me side. Saubled up on the ground, 


he emitted a wild scream that echoed 

out through the night's WlK^BesS. Then 
his arms fell limp. 

The cold silence was broken by low 
rattling laughter from Jag Rouse. 

CHAPTER XXII 

npHEY rowed back by way of the 
fishermen's village. If Dr. Zimmer- 
man was still on the island, Ross in- 
tended to see him, regardless of the 
hour. 

Tile first gray of dawn was upon them 
by the lime they shipped oars at the 
fishermen's wharf. Sue Smith, who had 
been jotting notes on the gory climax 
of her hara-kiri research, irrespective of 
darkness and a bumpy beat, Jiastilf 
packed her notebooks away. HaMk 
helped her out of the boat with con- 
spicuous gallantry. 

"At your service, Beautiful." 

"Very kind of you, Sir Walter, 
r'ally." 

Ross, having made the boat fast, 
joined them. The trio jogged up the 
stony [)ath toward the office of the Brit- 
ish agentt 

"By George, there's a Ji^ gfljlBa- 
ing," Ross observed. 

Through the window they could see 
the clean-cut young British agent and 
an older man bending over a table, ap- 
parently studying a map. 

"That's Dr. Zimmerman with the sil- 
ver hair," said Sue. "Looks like he's 
had an all night conference with the 
agent." She r«»ed her voice, "Hi-yo, 
Silver!" 

The alarm bw^ht mlf O* ^0$m. 
response from itetawpreBeerifW WSK. 
The British agent gave an automatic 
nod toward the open door, as if to tell 
Ross and his party they were welcome 
to enter. They trooped in and se^ed 
themselves on the bench. 

••Weil, tot SMtm tlie plans fer the 
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air base," said the doctor with a sigh 
of satisfaction. He put his spectacles 
in his pocket, looked at his watch. 
"Bless my soul, it's almost morning. 
And here you've got three customers 
already . . . Well, Miss Smith, what's 
new?" 

"Plenty," said Sue. "My H. K. case 
jtimped off the deep end. Stabbed him- 
self amidships because a big bully came 
along and stole his glory." 

She quickly sketched the develop- 
ments that were -hatching among the 
malcontents of East Village. 

"So they're organizing to march on 
flro eastle," the doctor frowned. Koss 
saw at ODce that there were intense 
depths of feeling in this tall well-huilt 
silver-haired man, recalling stories of 
the old friendship that had once existed 
between him and Graygortch. 

"A •^'^^^^ °" castle," the curt 
young British agent echoed. 
"There we are again. Doctor. More 
tKJUble. One more a^ujnent tm tup oi 
all I've given you." 

"Yes, yes," tlje 4WW:'eW i^Kb 
tiently defensive, and Jit there Was in 
his manner an effort at fairness. "One 
more argument, as you say. I suppose 
I've simply postponed trouble ... I 
don't know why . . ." 

"I know why," the young agent said. 
"You're a sentimentalist. Just because 
you spent your best years playing 
checkers with an old crony, you won't 
faice the fact that he's gone mad." 

"All right, you've said all that be- 
fore," the doctor shrugged. 

"And you won't face the fact that 
he's aiding the Nazi cause." 

"That, I insist, is simply a coinci- 
dent," the doctor said. 

"Coincident or intent," the British 
apiA snapped, "the result is all the 
mas. Every week it happens — two or 

^tm fre^hiera .are demfllisied, gtoes 


are blown right out of Jhe sMes, 
bombers bdttgioWn oter froaj, AB*rica 
are — " 

The British agent broke 00, turned 
his argument toward Ross. 

"Here's an instance right in our 
midst," he said. "This man, Doctor, is 
an American volunteer pilot wjio was 
slapped down out of the sky only a few 
nights ago. He and his pal can tdl 
you — " 

"-'^.m I doubting it?" the doctor 
asked. "I regret the accident, of course. 
But the mysterious nature of such acci- 
dents is mow aan m can, hspe to un- 
derstand." 

"You're stubljom. You've continual- 
ly held out against the thing I've pro- 
posed," said the agent, "Espept for 
you ] would have ordered a Hulifafy 
assault on that castle — " 

"No! It's not a military objective. 
Old Bill Graygortch was as loyal a 
British subject as I ever knew. Be 
could never intend any harm — " 

"You're a blind, stupid fool, Doc- 
tor," the young agent exploded. "I'm 
warning you. If you haven't enough 
influence with Gfaygorfch to stop this 
business. I won't Ije accountable for 
what happens. The fact is, I fully ex- 
ixa British bombers to fly over and 
do their worst the next time there's a 
storm." 

The big silver-haired doctor stiffened. 
"I suppose you've ordered them - to 
come and take option?" 

"I've rewired official warning that 
they niill come the very next time any 
damage is reported. Now that we've 
completed plans for an air and sub 
base here, you know they're not going 
to tolerate these man-made earth- 
quakes." 

"If I could only talk with Bill," said 
Dr. Zimmerman, "the way I used to 
talk with him- — " 

"He's had his official warnings from 
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this office repeatedly," the agent went 
on. "Personally, I think nothing short 
of a mop-up will do it. Now: If those 
damned East yillafejs in a mood 
to march up tj«e mauoteia and cle^ 
bmse, I'm for them, lU aathorize it. 
It's the very thing we B6s€, Doctor. 
Don't you see — " 

this point Ross broke iatj) Urn ar- 
gument. 

"I beg to disagree." 

"On what grounds?" 

*<We've just come from East Village," 
said Ross, "and 1 mmMi't tjwst tl»t 
gang tit cutthroats to mate paper d*s. 
They wouldn't put an end to the storms. 
Their plan is to take over the storm 
apparatus and use it themselves. After 
all, it's just a big massive electrical 
machine." 

Both Dr. Zimmerman and the agent 
looked at Ross skeptically. Hank gave 
Sue Smith a nudge and a whisper, 
"took at 'em bum up. They hate to 
tm told," 

"Yes," said the ctirt young agent, 
'♦we fresume it's a machine — " 

"I know damned well it's a ma- 
chine," said Ross. "I've seen it." 

Dr. Zimmerman turned to Sue Smith. 
"Does this young man know what he's 
talking about?" 

"He ought to," said Sue. "He's been 
op in the castle tower. He's beat the 
death trap. He's been made the -cMef 
of Graygortch's guards. And he's fast 
told me he's talked with the engineer 
that put the storm machine together." 

"Wait a minute. Not so fast." 

Her final claim was too much for 
Dr. Zimmerman, who shook his head 
decisively. 

"No, Miss smh. im t»a 

go. The engineer who did the job went 
down tte <fcatli trap, years ago — " 

"'•Ana fcerf," said Ross. "His name's 
Jiiapson. Tlie fall crippled him, but 


he's still kicking. By the way, he lent 
us our rowboat last night." 

Dr. Zimmerman's face did an assort- 
Kaeat E>f blank stares. For a moment 
he coitld do was repeat his convic- 
tion th* JliHp6(» was dead. 

A htd^n, bewlSsUefed hewtft llvfeg 
among the crags at the foot of the 
castle cliff? Yes, he'd heard of suefa 
a creature, but no fisherman had met 
bothered to inquire the fellow's name. 
So that was Jimpson! 

"You've stumbled onto a lot of 
things, young man," said Dr. Zimmer- 
maB, «yeing Ross with -warm apj>r«al. 

•*I'm trying to get to the bottom of 
this mess," said Ross. "I could use 
your help. Doctor." 

The big silver-haired man turned to 
Susan Smith. "Young lady, why didli^ 
you tell me about all this before?" 

"Don't you remember," Sue rejoined, 
"I said I'd met a screwball writer named 
Hank — " 

"I object," said Haik. 
— who had 8 pilot friBDd named 
Bradford that was a genius — and the 
last I knew, the two of them had got 
swallowed up in the castle? Well, these 
are the birds. Don't be misled by their 
simple faces. Doe, Tlsiy fmk mmt 
hidden wallops." 

npaS British agent snapped his fin- 
gw impatieitljs. "Bradford, what's 
your opmion about this castle menace? 
If you've had an insiiie viev siten't 
you convinced the old man's crazy?" 

"The problem's not that simple,'^ 
said Ross. "But I agree with you that 
the thing's got to be stopped — and soon 
— for more reasons than you know." 

"But how?" 

"The sifflptest thing," said Ross, 
"wouM be to aAninifiter a mercy killing 
to tlie oH mgij," 

The docfiJi tmtgjat his bteath. "I'm 
not sure it could be done." 
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"Why not?" 

"As a doctor. I can't give any ssien^ 
tiiic reason. But as a close observer 
oi what happened several y^ars ago, 
when Graygortch almost died, 1 have 

wy 4oubts about the effectiveness of 
any effort to kill him, even if we were 
willing to try." 

"I don't get you," Hank blurted. 

"I believe," the doctor said, "that 
Graygortch can't be made to die." 

For a full minute no one said any- 
thing. R«s.' -i^im mvmk ■t^ar4 
Qut-of-doors, IShgeftd OB fhelieayy gray 
mists of dawn. A thin rain was in the 
air. 

"Daylight's on us," he said. "We've 
got to hurry on to the castle. Troubles 
are brewing fast up there, but I'll keep 
you both in touch." 

"Bradford," said Dr. Zimmerman, 
"if I can be of any help — short of do- 
ing harm lo my aid friend — let me 
know." 

Koss studied the big silver-haired 

man closely. There was no denying his 
sincerity. His blind spot was centered 
on one deep-rooted sentiment — friend- 
ship. If this could be set aside, Dr. 
Zimmerman might be a useful ally. 

"I wish you'd come up to the eastle," 
Ross said. "I need you." 

The doctor nodded slowly. "If you 
think it's safe. I was thrown out the 
last time — " 

"I'll guarantee your safety. Come 
to the main gate. This afternoon? . . . 
Good. You'll arrive in time for a wed- 
ding, but don't take it too seriously." 

"I'll come," said Dr. Mismm- 
man. . . . 

They rowed back to the foot of the 
hidden trail, camouflaged the boat with 
tree limbs, and ascended, under a 
shroud of mist, to the rear door of the 
castte. With Kantella's help they 
sarnggled themselves in without being 
seen. 
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Hank returned to the sub-basement 
quarters to remain in hiding. 

Susan Smith wa« conducted to Vid- 
ian's private quarters. 

"O OSS repaired to his own room and 
slept till mid-forenoon. 

On awakening he summoned a sailor 
to dispatch the news to Graygortch and 
the rest of the castle that he had found 
Vivian and brought her back unharmed. 

The sailor returned shortly with the 
»PH t^cted. Graygortch had 
set tie wedding for that afternoon, m 
hov.x before sundown. . . . 

By mid-afternoon the sun was bakliE' 
down on the castle grounds. 

A squad of soldiers met Dr. Zimmer- 
man at the gate, escorted him, with a 
show of dignity born of a recent cur- 
tain-lecture, up the steps and onto the 
castle porch.. Sailors and maids stopped 
work to peek at ihg newcomer. This 
was strange treatment being meted out 
to a visitor. But Bradford, the new 
chief, made a practice of doing tbtogs 
his own way, they whispered, and toA 
themselves back to work. 

Bradford led the doctor around to a 
spacious section of porch where shade, 
a sea-breeze, and a pitcher of ice-water 
made for perfect comfort. 

"Thece's. bem many a change," Dr.' 
Zimmerman observed, "since I last saw 
this place. All these timber reinforce* 
ments are new." 

"The castle has had to be reinforRril 
top to bottom, inlide and out," said 
Ross. 

"I can readily appreciate that," said 
the doctor. "Every time we get a storm 
from the tower I expect my aSSice to 
flatten. I always lose several bottles of 
valuable raedidne. Which reminds 
me—" 

The doctor opened a small medicine 
case, selected a little yellow box. 
"I've been thinking over our mom- 
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ing's discussion. These bizarre dem- 
onstrations Bill Graygortch is said to 
give during his somnambulant walks 
strike me as being paiticulaily siguifi^ 
cant. Are you familiar with the phe- 
nomena I refer to?" 

"Quite," Said Ross. "I had the 
pleasure of seeing one of these exhibi- 
tions recently." 

"Is it true that his manner was quite 
different?" 

"A complete contrast," said Ross. 
"While it lasted he was as charming 
md gentle an old fellow as I ever saw," 

Bill Graygorteh as I Mm Mm.** 

"I wish you could have been here. By 
the way, he asked for you." 

The doctor weighed the little yellow 
pill box in his hand uneasily. 

"If there's anything I dislike," he 
said, "it's turning an old friend inta a 
case study." 

"I understand," said Ross. "But if 
you were convinced that all human life 
over the face of this earth was going to 
suffer — possibly die — because of Bill 
Graygortch — " 

"I'd manage to put sedtiment ffiide," 
the doctor said grimly. 

D OSS wanted to shake his hand, for 
he know what a fight it must have 
been for this silver-haired old senti- 
mentalist to come to this decision, 

"His conduct white walking in Ms 
sleep," said Zimmermanj "may gi¥fi US 
Our key to the mystery. So I brought 
my medicine kit." 

"Some pills to cause sleep?" 

"More particularly to cause disturbed 
sleep," said the doctor. "Maybe 
they're not quite strong enough to make 
a furalyzid. man walk in his sleep, but 
they'd make him try. So they should 
bring some results for us this evening, 
if I may stay here through the dinner 
lloUr." 


"You're only too welcome. You'll 
have the special privilege of preparing 
Graygortch's meal," said Ross, 

Tte sMnk of a bell announced that 
someone was emerging from a hallway 
leading to the porch. With slow un- 
steady footsteps the aged Graygortch 
came into view. 

Fantella evidently had put the finish- 
ing touches to the old man's prepara- 
tions for the wedding, for his long-tailed 
coat was neatly brushed, and there was 
a white rose in his lapel. A touch of 
powder softened the sharp lineS: of ife 
Jwt. 

Pis Ross stepped to Ms side, Gray>r 
gortch mumbled stane low words of 
praise for the return of his niece. Viv- 
ian had come in to see him, had ap- 
peared none the worse for hei Wght«B- 
ing runaway e^iperience. 

This said, Graygortch started t# (Ot- 
ter off in the other direction. 

"One moment, your honor," said 
Ross. "An old friend of yours has c«an» 
to see you. Look," 

Graygortch stopped. Htt srmS Stem 
to his sides defensively and the wrinkles 
around his eyes tightened, 

"Here he is," said Ross, motionmg 
Dr. Zinwierman ttt Step up asd jBito 
them. 

The doctor obeyed hesitantly, then 
shaking off his timidity he approached 
with a genial smile and offered his 
hand. 

"How are you. Bill Graygortch? I'm 
your old friend Zim. It's been nine 
years — " 

"/ don't knm you" said Gray gaWl|i 
coldly. 

He turned his head away sharply, 
gave his shoulders a perturbed twist. 
He walked to the next porch enftlgliEft 
before he said any more. Then he shot 
hard glaring eyes back at the doetoi:, 

"Whoener you are, you don't belong 
here. You'd better leave" 
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CHAPTER XXIII 

npHE wedding took place on the cast 
porch. 

Unlike mest weddinp, as Ssmtella 
was heard to remark afterward, it came 
off precisely according to plan. The 
mystical Graygortch was seeing his 
way, step by Step, tO tile fulBUment of 
his scheme. 

The silver-haired doctor, Ross noted, 
was wise enough to keep himself in 
the background during the ceremony. 
But Fantella and all the maids crowded 
clt^ ^tmmA tte^ porch rails, whisper- 
ing excitedly. Ross could hear them, 
during those tense moments before the 
ceremony began, wagering that Vivian 
wouldn't go through with it. 

The sailors, too, watched with skep- 
tical eyes. They knew that their sin- 
ister old master had decreed this union, 
and they fully expected their dashing 
young chief tm dsclate WmseW an SMSe 
spectacolar manner. 

Since Bradford had CBiiae sjl the 
way from America to be a candidate, 
they reasoned, he ought to carry the 
event off with an air of victory, like 
a high-class criminal that puts over a 
big bank robbery and a couple of kill- 
ings. Or if he had changed his mind 
about the girl, they would expect him 
to break out of the traces before he 
was hitched. They were doomd to 
disappomtment, for he did neither. To 
the sailors he was an enigma. 

But it was Vivian's private reactions 
that interested Ross most. 

A moment or two before Graygortch 
gave the signal for the ceremony to 
begin, Ross and Vivian ffiieha^psj 
words in the hallway. 

"I suppose you've got something 
•ptaB^ tn break up the ceremony," 
Vivian said, searchii^ iiis expression, 

"I wouldn't depend on it," said Ross. 

"You're expecting that attack from 


the East Villagers—" 

"No," said Ross. "I've got look- 
out men posted but they haven't seen 
any activity." 

"Am I to believe, Mr, Bradford," 
her voice was tinged with temper, "that 
you are going to calmly and deliber* 
ately marry nie?" 

"Your ai»Je*s orders, dear," Ross 
smiled. 

"Oh, I see. Then you're only doing 
it to please him?" 

"Isn't that your reason?" Coliiie, 
we've got to do a good job of pretSSfl- 
ing or we'll be in trouble." 

"You don't want to marry m% te^^ 
do you?" 

Ross smiled. The mifc ISie-Up 
of her spitfire nature was amusing. 
"Are you proposing to me, my dear?" 

"Ross, you're exasperating! When 
I ran away I should have stayed — " 

"S-s-shi You're supposed to be 
fedW^^ iffl^f Ross warned. JKe 
aSifed !h a few vofce, "Don't terget^ 
you're packing your things for a long 
trip." 

The note of sincerity brought him 
a quick eager look. 

"You do mean it, don't you?" 

"Vivian, this marriage may be a 
sham, but somewhere there's a real one 
waiting — if we can fight out ol this 
tangle with your uncle." 

AT that mmm FtBtelk me^ past 

caught Vivian by the arm, led her 
across to another porch door, Gray- 
gortch signalled for bride and bride- 
groom to come before him, he read a 
brief ritual, the couple repeated their 
vows and were declared man and wife. 

At which point Ross spoke a few 
sharp words lo cut short any further 
festivity. This impending invasion 
from the East Village was no idle 
runior, he warned. It was time to for- 
get weddmgs and think about the dan- 
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gers at hand. 

"Gel hack to your posts," h# ^<J» 
"II may not cwne today, but wteievtt 
it comes, our sailors aren't going to be 
caught napping. Remember Schu- 
bert!".. . . 

It was during the dinner hour that 
Ross had a brief exchange of words 
with Graygortch. 

He had contrived to drop into the 
master's study at that time, to make 
stire the tray of foods tempted Gray- 
gortch's aj^tite, Dr. Zhammsm and 
Fantella having cooperated in its prep- 
aration. 

The old man talked as he ate. 
"Bradford, this attack that you and 
the others fear does Bol ■■mfttf me." 
"No?" • 

"I am confident you will repel it. 
That is your job now, for all the years 
to eam-J' 

"You honor ms with your confi- 
deace," said Ross. 

"Attacks will come and go. But 
you will always stand firm, champion- 
ing the cause that I know you repre- 
sent. In your simple language, the 
cause of evil." 

Ross, drew a long painful breath 
before responding. 

"But suppose — " his voice grew 
tight, "suppose that Jag Rouse a»d Ms 
gang should % ht thejT way past «s? 
What if they shotiM ra^ sfje ?«stle 
and find unpfotectetf? . . . Wfeit 
if they should kill you?" 

The old man might not have heard, 
for he did not look up but went on 
slowly plying his fork with his thin 
brown fingers. Ross felt beads of per- 
spiration gathering on the backs of his 
own hands. His question had plunged 
too 4^p. Gwld it be answered only 
with harcf sileiks? 

"I may die," ssM ■GisyiortA, "be- 
fore the attack cemes,' VefSf S90B 1 
will transfer my powers to Vivian. Do 


you understand?" « 
"•¥:esi" 

"Xo^ must both ie teaifer to aceoai- 
pany me up the spiral stairs for the 
next storm. I will give you no ad- 
vance warning. Be ready." 

Ross nodded. For a moment tiss 
old man's eyes met his in a luminous 
glare that began to spread like two 
balls of fire. A sickening sensation 
struck through Ross, but only, for an 
instant. Then the luminous glare 
laded sasd the sensation was gone. 

"Leave me now," said Graygortch. 

"Very well, your honor." 

y^S ROSS moved toward the do« hi 
noticed that the old man laid down 
the fork, let his head bow deeply until 
it came to rest on the crook of his 
bony arm. The low rattling of a sigh 
announced that Graygortch wgs diBf* 
ping oft to sleep ... 

R<gs w«at st»|^ ta His Smueti 
man. 

Together they slippeg bfe* to 
closed door of Graygofttffs #6%=. Wm 
several minutes they listened. At last 
there were sounds of the old man's 
moving about, dressing, mumbling to 
himself. 

"Now we'll go to the old living 
^©©©a^*^ D^. Zimmerman whispered. 

Th«« were more mmutes of wait- 
B»«ytlcit^was-ijTOtinaad«lw«t 
the li«Ihg room, for Ross had seen to 
it that the corridor bells were discon- 
nected, and Fantella had stationed de- 
pendable maids to divert all traffic. 

Presently the long shadow of Gray- 
gortch moved down the hallway and 
his slow footsteps swished along the 
deep carpet. 

It was tli« Ml Orsy^H*A &f the 
old days who tottered in, a tiled <4d 
man mars asleep than awake. Be wigre 
bedioom ditspets, and the coUfit of Ms 
heavy white sweater was pushed up 
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high around his gaunt brown throat. 

The leathery webs of wrinkles were 
gathered close around his half-closed 
eyes, but he held Ms -head high with a 
grace and dignity ttiat WaS awking in 
a man so ieeble. 

He mwitl over toward the fireplace, 
sttetclied his hands toward it, then 
chuckled pleasantly and drew his hands 
away. 

Ross crouched back in his chair to 
remain unseen. Obviously the old man 
was sharper to his surrounding tonight 
than he had been in a previous sleep- 
waft,, for he lad r«fiz0€ fiat ihe &ad 
asfies in the' firepfece were wot a fltwr- 
ing fire. 

He crossed slowly to the right side of 
the fireplace, eased himself int« the 
old chair, his hands rested lldiply on 
the table of checkers. 

Vivian had entered the room with- 
out attracting his attention, and she 
drew tip a chair dose beside Ross. A 
moment later Pantelfa followed, 
jdaatei her ylmep- fenees fa the car- 
pet, rested her elbows on the arm of 
Vivian's chair, and watched. None of 
the three observers dared to whisper. 
They hardly dared breathe. 

VTOW Dr. Zimmerman sauntered 
down the right gift if II* tisOm 
and spoke casually. 

*^^iood evening. Bill." 

■"Doc, I'm pretty tired tonight," 
Cr^gartch drssed in a low relaxed 
voice. •"Hat IH play you one mo« 
game." 

"Pretty tired, Bill?" The doctor 
seated himself. 

"I'll have to go soon, Zim," said 
Graygortch. "Can't hold on much 
longer. . . . You move first." 

For several minutes they played in 
silence. E«» cauld m: the doi^tor's 
lingera UttsSiie. Old sftttasntt «t8 
pounding through the silver-haired 


man's pulses. 

"S*cajs to rae," said Graygortch, 
"thai we hasjen't played a game for 
quit® » spen," 

''It's been «mm lbm, BiH * said the 
doctor, bittaf hl» 1^, 

Graygortch IMted Ms head. "What 
makes your eyes so watery tonight, 
3Doc? Something troubling you?" 

"I don't think so." Zimmerman 
touched his eyes with a handkerchief. 

"It isn't like you to be troubled," 
said Graygortch. "Anything I can 

"There jni^it be," said Zimmewnan, 
"Ifi about yon, Bill. You're not your- 
self sometimes. Do you know that?" 

Graygortch pushed his thin fingers 
up the side of his face thoughtfully. 

"Yes, I know it. I gness ■evetfime 
knows it, don't they?" 

"What's it like, Bill?" 

Graygortch frowned. "It isn't at all 
uncomfortable. It caught me just when 
I meant to die. I was ready, you 
know. I'm still waiting." 

*1 thought you teere dying," said 
Zimmerman. 

The old man nodded. "I would have. 
But this thing moved in on me. It 
forced me to keep on lining — 

"What thing?" 

"This — this — well, I don't know 
what you'd call it. It's not something' 
fm tiSLabmt. The» eron't my words 
for it. Ifs— It's just there." 

"What does it feel like? How does 
it act?" 

"It just takes me over, makes me do 
things and say things — strange things 
— things that haven't anything to do 
with me." 

"Do you think it's something that's 
been growiag up inside you all these 
yeargJ* 

'STo — BO." •OraygortcJi tapped a 
chftAet on the t^te emplatically. "It's 
got nolhihg to do with me. Rather, it 
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has borrowed my body — simply taken 
me over — " 

"I don't know. I don't kDBW *%" 
it does any of the things it does, But 
I hmw it's a desMily tiw^-^lafBafci— 
that's it— hattnftil thwa^ and tibroi^ 
— without any ftiatsple — ■" 

"Do you think it's someone eise's 
spirit?" 

/^RAYGORTCH passed his hand 
across his forehead uneasily. "I 
never understood talk about spirits. 
. . .It's not a person. It's too big and 
powerful — like tons of dynamite all 
pacJsed in am Bttle eartiid^e: me." 

"Is it in yon now-^ the thtte?" 

Gtsygortch shook his head. "When 
I have to sleep it seems to pass away 
from me, and just now — well, 1 must 
be half asleep. Anyway I had almost 
forgot it when we started this game. 
But it'll come back, and when it does 
I'm just nothing. Nothing but putty, 
doing its will, carrying it up the stairs, 
talking for it, forcing its plans on 
V-mim mi M liw oftw— " 

"And ytw at/tn approve of its 
plans?" 

"Doc, I'd rather go through all the 
fires of hell than — what's the meaning 
of these senseless questions?" Gray- 
gortch suddenly stiffened and his long 
brown fingers quickly damped into de- 
fiant fists. 

"I'm trying to help you. Bill. If we 
can only get this thing straightened 
mtr-^" 

"1 detest talMhg ttf Stran^rs. Leave 
me." 

"Bill!" Zimmerman cried. "What 
happened? What's come over you?" 

A luminous glare Wazed from the 
old man's eyes. 

"I don't know you. I don't want to 
know you. Will you leave me or shall 
I eall a fuaxd? , . . GMT OUTUt" 


CHAPTER XXIV 

■^OT until the door of Graygortch's 
study closed did anyone speak. 
Then it was a maid, entering frnw 
the hallway, wte biolsi fte-#e*iS;# 
lence. 

"One of the guards wants to see the 
chief," she said. "It's urgent." 

Ross crossed to the South Pole Plaza 
and found Ptti^gy pasing awl Wttng M» 
nails. 

"There's been,* WBittg, dtM., ml »R 
the upper trail." 
"Who?" 

"Pollock Kell, on sentinel duty. 
Ri^thmu^aieliewrt. Aadhispait- 
ner got one tlirough the arm, I sent 
a couple men out to bring them in." 

"Put the wounded man on the porch 
cot. I'll get a doctor on the job," Ross 
said. "Were there many of them?" 

"Only a pair of scummy looking 
scouts. They high-tailed it bacfc mes- 
the mountain, the rats," 

"Okay, Pudgy. You've got some 
footracing to do," Ross snapped. "Tdl 
the gourds on the upper Slinfiord to 
Wow up the fo8t4ri%e. Send Blbck 
and Taury down to the lower ford. 
Have Slab issue extra ammunition all 
around. If any more scouting parties 
show up, cat loose with yoBr Machine 
guns," 

"I've gotcha, chief." 

"And one thing more, I want to 
tslk to the seven tofwaniing guards 
in exactly thirty minutes, van yon 
get them here that soon?" 

"Yes, sir, but what if the whole 
East Village gang invades — " 

"They won't chance an attack be- 
fore pitch dark. That gives us an 
hour." 

"Okay, chief." Pudgy chased off 
into the twilight. 

By the time the two sailors reached 
the perch with their w«n(itd ewjwade. 
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Ross had succeeded in enlisting the 
services of Dr. Zimmerman. The sil- 
ver-haired man was badly shaken over 
his encounter with Graygortch, but the 
job of treating a bullet wound helped 
him get a. grip on hjmsslf . He went to 
work with a wSH. 

Tve had plenty of tWs to io mm 
in East Village," he said, wording over 
the unconscious sailor. ''Knife wounds, 
bullet holes, and concussions are a 
specialty with me. Those East Vil- 
lagers are a hard lot." 

"Just like my guards," said Ross. 
They've all graduated from the under- 
world in answer to Graygortch's call. 
The iicfcy esiss got jobs here at the 
taatl*, tte overflow turned away <lis- 
l^tfcd i»d settled- in Sast Vfllage. 
m in aa, I think there'd be a belter 
chance of reforming the oaes that haxe 
had jobs, even if they hate been closer 
to the evil — " 

Ross saw that his reference to Gray- 
gortch was disturbing to the doctor. 

"It's never easy to make a man 
over," Ross continued. 

"J^S usually iBipossible," said >the 
doctor. 

"Unless you can change his whole 
outlook on life," Ross amended. "We 
used to have some encouraging results 
with the no-accounts who came to the 
Transient Hotel. . . . Your patient's 
regaining consciousness, Doctor, Keep 
the good work going." 

n OSS glanced ^ his watch. Three 
of )m switt <»-porals were already 
waitfcg for hTm on the parade grounds. 
But he still had fifteen minutes. He 
scurried through the South Pole Plaza 
and down the ringing corridors in 
search of Vivian. He met her coming 
from her room, and caught her in his 
arms. 

"I had to have a word with you, 
Mrs, Mradfimdl" he grinned. 


"Ross! Don't you dare call me 
that," she blazed, "unless you mean it." 

"And how I mean it 1 Listen, haa^y. 
I'm dead sure that de^il Jag Rouse has 
picked tonight." 

■"Ta attack?" 

"¥«S. If he does, we're in for a seri- 
om time. He's a»| fl»r sunjhst 
oi men. hoi m «Jft fe« ®» mi' 
men will stand up ander fiie— /or us." 

Vivian's fingers tightened in Robs' 
hands. 

"I've thought of that," she said. "If 
the sailors knew you were hurling 
them at Rouse to hold him eS-^nehiH 
you and I slipped away — " 

"I'll take care of that." Ross' eyes 
snapped. "I'm taking a chance with 
4ose birds sajmay yoa InA at it. Tie^ 
think I'm a master killer — atrd Hmfxe 
going to keep thinking it. But, if tBSy'te 
willing to fight our battle, l'«e got an 
obligation to them." 

"You're a square shooter, Mr. Brad- 
ford," said Vivian. "But I think you're 
fixing to get yourself shot." 
- "I want you to leave, Vivian. At 
tace. There's no sense in staying any 
bager on account of your uncle. You 

»» Mflj sl%). tods intft Jus «Btias*8 a 

madness. It's nothii^ that we Sumsns 
can cope with.^* 
"Ross!" 

"Vivian, you've got to cancel Ww 
from your mind — " 

"I'm packed, Ross," Vivita said qui- 
etly. "What next?" 

"Get Jimpson's rswb«at. 3W Jim^ 
son to go with yon— and HaA-T&~ 
san — Fantella, too. The five Of yOli 
can make it. Row back to the fisher- 
men's village and wait there for an out- 
bound boat — " 

"And leave you here alone?" the girl 
wailed. 

"Never mind about me. Take this 

.« iJt#ai" a» «*ibW«d * Wew -^tefc 
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street number on a scrap of envelope. 
"I may meet you at the fishermen's 
village, but don't wait. Take the first 
boat either to England or Iceland, and 
from there to the States. My name 
will be good for passages for all of 
yom" 

'TpHE sound of footsteps slipping 
along the carpeted corridor caused 
Ross and Vivian to turn. The steps 
stopped short of the corner as if to 
avoid ringing the bell. Then the faces 
of Sue Smith and Hank Switcher peered 
around. 

"Hssst!" said Hank. "Talleyho!" 
"Are the decks clear?" Sue whis- 

petBi. 

RossjHotliJiiedttemtecoBWffln. "It's 
a private conference but we'll include 
yo* In fact, we need you." 

Sue pointed to the sailor outfit Hank 
was wearing. ''The boy friend thinks 
he's disguised. Isn't he a case?" 

"You'd better add a few scars to your 
face. Hank," said Vivian, "11 you waal 
to pass for a regular." 

"And you'd better lay low, 4jsguise 
or no disguise" said Ross. "I'm in a 
tight spot with these saiJots twight 
Will they fight or won't they? If they 
see me fraternizing with you — " 

"They'll fight us both," Hank mut- 
tered. "All right, I'll lay low. And I'll 
add the scars. Any more advice?" 

"Straighten your shoulders," said 
Sue, "and they'll never suspect you're 
Hank Switcher. . . . What's the dope, 
Ross?" 

"I'm sending fdu three on to the 
fishermen's village. Also Fantella and 
Jimpson. I've given full instructions 
to Vivian — so be oft." 

"Just a minute, my dear Mr. Brad- 
ford," said Sue. "Since when do you 
give instructions to me? 1 waat to 
stay and see the show," 

"You can't. Listen, my friend," 


Ross snapped his fingers in a' way that 
meant business, "I've got a tough bunch 
of criminals to handle, and I don't want 
to waste any orders on civilized people. 
. . .Hank, see that Sue goes with you." 

"What ever you say," said Hank 
with a salute, "but I'm still all blisters 
Irom rowboating. What's more, that 
fellow Jimpson saw a Nazi sub skim- 
ming past the island tonight." 

Ross' eyes narrowed. So the long- 
threatened sea war was moving on Flin- 
fiord at last. In all probability the 
news that this was to become a British 
air and submarine base had alseady 
leaked through to the Nazis. All the 
more reason that Ross must stay, fight 
this power of evil to the last ditch. 

"^»ke your chances on the subs — 
and blisters." Ross glanced at his 
watch. "Good luck, folks. My sailors 
are waiting." 

"Don't worry about us," said Sue. 
"I'll turn my gun over to Hank. He 
shoots first and inquires about the re- 
ward afterward. . . . Oh, pardon we." 

"Yeah, pardon her," said Hank, "for 
talking to you while you're kissing . . . 
Skip it. . . ." 

/^UT on the parade ground Ross 
faced seven hard-faced sailors who 
Hstened to him eagerly. They were 
sizing him up, he knew that. This 
was his first leadership under fire. But 
as he told them his plan for meeting 
the Rouse gang, they nodded their 
agreement, nudging each other when- 
ever they cavJght an impjic^tipn of his 
vast criminal achievements. 

"Finally," he said, "there's this I 
must add. You corporals and you men 
are fighting for me. I'm fighting for 
you. You know why. Every man of 
us would rather bag big game. Don't 
think that I've forgot how we came 
here. None of us have any principles. 
We'd murder each other if we hadn't 
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any bigger jobs to do. But Jag Rouse 
and his East Villagers are as good as 
handpicked for their treachery. And 
your ex-captain, I'll wager, is still in 
line for Graygortch's thirteenth dis- 
cipleship. So let 'em come. We've got 
pickin's." 

"Let 'em come," the seven corporals 
agreed. 

M,tm ^ P4»de ground Puifey 
came tktUg out of thfe darkness. 

"They're coming ! " he yelled. 
"Theyre a mile out of the village, 
marching up the mountain trail, a whole 
mob of 'em!" 

"Let 'em come!" Ross snapped. "No 
alarms, though. They mustn't know 
we know. . . . Okay, men. Down to 
the river ford!" , 

CHAPTER XXV 

TTANK SWITCHER raced up and 
- down the basement stairs at least 
a dozen times, according to his own 
count. But nowhere could he find Jimp- 
son. He searched the sub-basement 
caverns with a flashlight in each hand. 
He crawled back through the waste 
chute to the basement level, re-seardted 
the power-plant chamber, peered va- 
der pipes aad around the glass-encased 
turbines am! generators. But there 
was no Jimpson. 

As a matter of fact Jimpson wouldn't 
have risked hiding in the power room, 
for there were too many high-tension 
wires for comfort, even for an engineer. 
Hank noted the signs warning that su- 
per-charged wires lined the glass cases 
over BWf vital j«ettH«B«»t This ^an 
wasn't to 1» tempered is&fc. 

By the time te ^Wj Jtopson up and 
returned to the fast flf tl» party, Susan 
Smith was gone. 

"She's as jumpy as a cat," Hank 
mumbled. "Maybe she's gone on down 
to the boat," 


"How could she know der irail?" 
Fantella asked. "Dot Jimpson iss der 
only vun — " 

"Then he's gone down with her." 

But this supposition was a mistake. 
It took half an hour of steep climbing 
to check it. But when Hank, Vivian 
and Fantella reached the water's edgft;, 
puffing and panting from carrying thMt 
luggage, they found no one. 

Hank tossed aside the camouflage 'ot 
limbs and packed the cases in the rear 
of the rowboat. 

"Orders iss orders," said Fantella, 
getting into the boat. "Meester Brad- 
ford said go. Ve'd better make hay 
while der sun don't shine." 

"I hate to leave them," Vivian said. 
"Haatb <te yoa tbink Sag win be all 
right?" 

"We'd better trot back up the trail/^ 
Hank growled. 

"The least we could do is leave a 
note for Ross and tell him how many 
of us got away. You wait here, Fan- 
tella." 

Most of an hour was lost in the climb, 
and by this time some big trouble had 
broken loose somewhere across the up- 
IsBrfs. Hank couW hmt- the tatlte ni 
machine guns and the crack of riftes 
from the upper reaches of the river. 

"You boy friend knew what he W4S 
about, sending you away," Hank mut- 
tered. "Hurry and write that note." 

"There," said Vivian. "I'll slip it 
under his door. If we find either of 
them down at the boat when we get 
bade, I've told him I'll leave another 
note thereSi" 

"1 can't figtttt -^hm h tie li^ 0» 
effllW have gone. BW She's oat- tot a 
story, and she may be over at the river 
counting machine gun bullets. Cisms 
on, let's get out of here." 

TLTANK caught Vivian's hand and 
*" they w«nt chasing throu^ the 
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castle, heedless of telltale bells at every 
turn. 

But at the South Pole Plaza under 
the big tower something brought them 
to a dead stop. That something was 
Graygortch. 

"VivionJ" 
' Tb& oM msn's, voice echoed like a 
tow roar of Hjuodw tiirough the spiral 
staircases, 

"Vhkm, I teas looking for fvuf' The 
oM maa reached out with his steel fin- 
g^rSj motioned to her to come. "And 
Bradford — where is ke? I told him to 
be ready!" 

His words shot out like brittle steel 
bullets. There was angry impatience 
in his eyes. Hank Switcher caught it 

all, and the dall of imspo^jBg 4em 

half-paralyzed ^te. 

"Come <», Vivian," he wMspeied, 
trying to pull hfir avray. "Don't listen 
to him. Don't!" 

The girl, strangely, seemed to be fast- 
ened to her tracks. Far from yielding 
to Hank's lead, she rather held him 
with her, forced him to submit to the 
same terrifying hypnotism that had 
caught her. For now the old man's 
lumiBO^s glaxe was casting its spell. 

'Xhme mtk mtf said Graygortch. 
"MetA aj yov." 

Hwrk cast about for an- avenue of 
tSB^w. There were plenty of them, for 
Bttraeroas halls led off the South Pole 
Plaza, and there were no guards to 
turn him back. 

But Vivian required him, and he had 
no thought of deserting her. Stills he 
wondered if Graygortch realized hm 
.mistake. He 'btatteS, "I^ Wt Bj94- 
ford, yon know.* 

"Bradford has forfeited his f^t," 
the old man said solemnly, "tta shaild 
have been here. I have no tiMe to 
wait. I'll nullify his marriage, and you 
shall take his place." 

"No— no, I eouldnt cto that," Hank 


protested. "I wouldn't think of it." 

"Don't underestimate yourself. You 
may be only a common sailor," said 
Graygortch, "but you are now ap- 
pointed to be Vivian's husband, the 
chief of the guards, the protector of 

the castle." 

"No-,H», IV 1» r%Sit-~'' 

"time imtfi me." Graygortcfi Bi<v 
tioned them to the spiral stairs. 

The first gong rang out and the flm" 
bers shuddered with the vibrations. 

Now Hank moved along beside Viv- 
ian and her uncle in forbidden ascent. 

"This is a new privilege," said Gray- 
gortch. "Never before has this sacred 
ascent been graced by anyone but my- 
self. But this is my last climb. From 
IK)W tm ftesB stafews yours." 
' "tXncle 15x11, I'm not going with you, 
I can't. Let me go back. Please — ■ 
I can't!" 

"You're too modest, child. Mate .t^ 
your minds to it, you're entitled to all 
this." 

"No, Uncle Bill—" 

"Hush, child. These mysteries are 
youi^ BMsaisa* 

more than the old man's verbal pe^ 
suasion urging them up the stairs, & 
was exerting a bizarre force upon them 
— something intangible, subtly, yet as 
demanding as the pull of a steel chain. 
When Hank tried to resist it, he found 
his feet nevertheless moving forward, 
keeping pace wjth the slow measured 
steps ®f Graygortch. 

At each landing — Boom! tike a 
gJsB^ <lBck fte gtwPt genl mm rang 
«t, »o two (Sf them tfce gam*. People 
as far as the villages must know tkafc 
Graygortch was climbing. 

The massive black draperies were 
having their effect upon Hank by this 
time, clothing him with a weird sense 
of engulfing doom. 
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"Lights along the drapes," he whis- 
pered to Vivian. 

"From his eyes?" she asked. 

The more Hanli watched, the more 
this seemed to be the case. Those two 
dull red circles of light, like dim head- 
lights, were evidently emanating from 
Giaygortch's human eyes. 

They neared the top. An automatic 
pistol was in H^k's per^iring Jiand 
— ^the same Httle pearl-handled num- 
ber that he'd held the time a swift 
turn of circumstance made him do mur- 
der. 

The eighth and final gong rang out. 
They were at the top. Hank took in 
the place at a glance. He'd been here 
before, but not on official business. The 
place was not so bleak, or empty as on 
that day when he and Ross had taken 
refuge here. 

On that day, lie fecaHefl, the JHS- 
chine guns had clattered from the lower 
roofs, cutting a spray of chips and dust 
from the massive stone windows. To- 
night the machine guns were in action 
again and their echo from the head- 
waters of the Flinfiord set up a dull rat- 
tling dance here in the huge tower top. 

The thirteen big rectangular windows 
seemed even more vast with the night's 
blackness starhig through them. And 
now, as the ^gantic webbed disc 
coasted downward the whole black sky 
formed an opaque lid to the open tower 
top. 

Then a bomber slipped through the 
sky and Hank regained his lost dimen- 
.'^ion -the vertical depth of this im- 
measurable universe — the bigness of 
sky that dwarfs the earth and ewry- 
thbig an. It, 

fteg mre strange thoughts for 
tttti* ditcher, and yet appropriate, 
for he was uncertain whether the fates 
would let him go on as a part of this 
earth. Or whether they were about to 
swtch Bto iilto somft uaearthly, 


unknown realm. 

His thoughts came down to earth 
with a thud. The dim colored lights 
of the instruments revealed two eaves- 
droppers peeking over the tower top. 

^~JNE was Susan Smith. She had 
smeared black on her face to avoid 
catching the light, protection enough 
to take a chance on Graygortch's diin 
eyesight. Her face was showing 
the very top of the trnm^ mM. Smi» 
knew she must be supported by a loop 
of rope. 

A few feet beyond her was Jimpson, 
lying on this topmost edge of the cir- 
cular wall, his dark-clad body and 
twisted legs quite visible. 

A roof climb had brought them here, 
and Hank realized that Sue Smith's 
m^t^&m to feJlOTf through for a story 
knew no b^RiB^ Biit what must a 
climb of this sort have cost thg btiEWii- 
skinned little engineer with the mud- 
chain legs? 

"Do you see them?" 

Vivian whispered it almost inaudibly 
in Hank's ear. Hank crossed his fin- 
gers. It was a good time to keep them 
crossed. 

Graygortch now seated himself in 
the small semicircular beBEb 
table of control instruments. He: aan- 
tioned Vivian and Hank to join himi 
When the three sat side by side, Gray- 
gortch again pressed a lever and the 
vast webbed disc lowered still farther. 
It stopped with its circle of thirteen 
cylindrical shafts pointing throOgh the 
thirteen windows. 

At once it began. The thirteen crys- 
tal guns threw out a spray of thirteen 
manuDQtb llg^ Om inOmd Ite 
heavens far and tnds. 

The light rays broke off— and a vi- 
olent crash of thunder tore loose with 
ear-shattering fury. The tower rocked 
and shuddweC The Whole cwtle must 
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have vibrated like a doll house. 

Again the lights flashed out, and now 
the deadly roar of thunder was matched 
by the ghastly wbiw of wiidg. 
From far below came the sounds of a 
heavy sea poipt€ng apfe* ■Sse en«a. 

Again aifd again the vWeat li^t 
smashed out onto the heavens, and 
each time the earth groaned and trem- 
bled more violently. Hank heard Viv- 
ian cry out. 

"It's the end of everything!" 

And through the next lowering of 
the earthquake's roar he caught her 

"ftsss! turn Wheit m yaii'f* 

In those minutes of mounting hor- 
ror Hank threw the weight of his cour- 
age into a single effort. His hand froze 
on the little pearl-handled pistol, thrust 
it at Graygortch's body, and he shouted 
for the storm to be turned off. 

Then he tried to pull the trigger. But 
tliose hard, evil, linsinous eyes that he 
had seen before now expanded before 
him, paralyzing him, daiining Mm, im- 
mersing him in a wbirlpocj (3 hate. 

'T'HE paralysis held Hank to fte very 
fingertips. His arms were sold 
steel, the same as the gun. Hs was 
being swept away by the madness. . . . 
Vivian was shrieking. . . . 

Then Hank caught sight of the col- 
sred lights approaching the center of 
the vast webbed wheels They were 
itinpsi^ in the sensatiems of violent evil 
with their gradtial aj^itwdi. Segment 
l>y |B^en{ the network of metal and 
ecf&ml grew bright to the point of 
blindness. 

Graygortch was trying to bring those 
lights all the way to the center. How, 
Hank did not know. But against the 
screaming winds the old man was shout- 
ing Ms intentions. 

At first Hank couldn't catch the 
weird message. He was too much over- 


whelmed by the nature of those thir- 
teen, brilliant, blinding blots of light — 
Jor each blot of light was a face, slowly 
temirtg closer — closer—closer t 
Mearly aB ef the tWtteai faces were 

lehSes sld«fly c6miflg ftilo focus. 

The black mustached visage »{ 
Adolph Hitler was unmistakable. AoA 
others from the high ranks of Nazi war 
lords were shining like angels of evfl 
through the blazing spots. 

But one of the thirteen did not come 
clear, and Hank saw that Vivian, too, 
ms TOtehij^ it, ctBfiously. It was then 
that the wor^ of Graygortch took on 
meaning. 

"When they all coStife in," he cried 
the words in a slow distinct rhythm, 
"Til transfer the power to you, Vivian." 
The girl nodded. She must have known, 
from the horrified countenances of Su- 
san Smith and Jimpson, that they un- 
derstood the hideous fate ahead for her. 

"The thirteenth is yet to be chosen," 
Gfajffjrich spjg out. "I goM foae 
the rival candidates to come to a tfc-, 
cision. ... All thirteen must find their 
way to me completely before I blend 
their powers — " 

"Blend them — ^how? the girl called. 

"In you, Vivian. ... I am through. 
In a moment it will be all yimn, , », , 
Your heritage But first—" 

Now the thirteenth blaze of light be- 
gan to take form. For a moment Hank 
thought ie w» ^riag ta be a imp-^am. 
cleancuf visage on the order of Rtss 
Bradford's. Then the features thtefc 
ened and the head grew to resemfjle 
Jag Rouse. Still, the details did not 
come clear. 

"One of you," Graygortch called out, 
"must win over the other. I command 
you bring your contest to a close." 

J_£ANK passed his gaze over the gal- 
lery of evil faces, one by one, and 


DISCIPLES OF DESTINY 


157 


same back again to the undetermined 
Jhirteenth. 

"Rouse, if you succeed in killing 
Bradford," Graygortcli shouted into 
the screeching winds, "I will make you 
th* disciple. „ , . BnBtte^i W ^« W 
Rouse, you will be rty fflscfpte, to take 
your place with Hitler . . . Goeb- 
bels . . ." 

The old man went down the line of 
twelve, calling names. Some of them 
Hank knew. Others were even of un- 
known nationality. But whether ob- 
scure or far famed, they were Gray- 
goctch's disciples of death: — the pick 
of the earth's men of evil. 

"Come, come, Rouse . ■. . Bradford. 
. . . Let's have ati end of one or fiie 
other of you," Graygortch called. "I 
see you locked in a bitter struggle. . . . 
I'm waiting. . . . Which one of you is 
most fit to taste the blended pawers of 
my disciples and myself?" 

Hank saw the utter horror in Vivian's 
face. She was past screaming. But 
a, sickening realization closed her eyes 
wben she knew — from the hint of smile 
on Graygortch's lips— that a jtocjsWR 
for the thirteenth place had been 
reached. 

Hank glanced up toward the two 
amazed onlookers — in time to see the 
'twisted form of Jimpson leap — 

No accidental fall could have dropped 
Jimpson into the center of that blazing 
disc. It was a deliberate leap, achieved 
by the superior muscles of ^at wSk 
climbing littie cripple — 

Jimpson landed squarely across the 
instrument table. If he had been a 
band of naked copper the flash couldn't 
have been any more dazzling. 

One immense white flare jumped 
across the connections. Hank heard a 
sharp crackle, caught a glimpse of 
Jimpson being incinerated. 

The explosion came and went in that 
instaataneous flash and crackle. Then 


it was gone — and with it went every 
light. The tower — the stairs' — the en- 
tire castle and grounds were plunged 
into pitch Wsckness. Blackness and 
silence. 

CHAMf fiL 3«yi 

/^VER swishing pine needles towaard 
the roaring waters of the Flinfiord 
the castle army plodded. 

"They'll outnumber us two or three 
to one," Ross reiterated, "but Wij'll 
beat them to the punch." 

"Damned right," muttered StezeD, 
one of the machine gunners. 

From- aU- '.s^mMMfits Mm, iii 'Wk 
handful of t»8B ni te: j%m sfiift ftf 
stalling an enemy. 

A few minutes earlier he had finished 
selling his seven corporals on his plan 
of action. Except for a slight uneasi- 
ness about Stazell, he had no misgiv- 
ings. But the machine gunner was the 
same man who had been Jag Rouse's 
main aid during the .sailw's attack on 
Hank and Ross in the hnrer. Ross 
wauld keep his eye on Stazell. 

But now, as they fotSed the Flinfiof d, 
Stazell was seconding the new chief's 
suggestions heartily — almost too heart- 
ily. Ross wasn't sure whether that was 
good or bad. 

There were only thirty-six in the 
party. The remainder mess m waicSt 
at vital points. 

A speedy march brought the three 
dozen men to the point on the upper 
Flinfiord where a small footbridg&had 
been blown up a short time before. 

The valley-like approach on the far 
side of the footbridge was a natural 
trap, a narrow V-shaped pass that fun- 
nelled toward the footbridge. 

"Here's where we'll bottle them," 
Ross whispered. "Plant one machine 
gun here on the lowside. Take the other 
one half-way- up the slope of Elatr 



Stump mmattfivt*' 

"When in we shtfM, chief?" asked 
Stazell. 

"Wait till they get up to the bridge 
and find it gone," said Ross. "The in- 
stant they begin to backwater, our two 
scouts, planted over on the castle-side 
of the met, 'will start a fire in some 
bmsh, &et-M'^ 

"ThefU Mnk we'tAs^ « ow ma 
side of the rfverf'* 

"Right. But here we are, planted 
to mow them from two sides as soon 
as the light's on them. Vordoff, your 
machine gun will catch their front so 
no man will get across the river. Sta- 
zell, you'll fire straight at the center of 
the mob." 

PwJgx c#«Be, ften, idtlf a f rtsai 
the scouts wittcBfeg the east slope. "Ae 
attackers were ten minutes away. 

By the time Ross' rifle men were am- 
bushed, the low thudding of feet could 
be heard like an apprwching lierd of 
cattle. 

"Company halt!" came Rouse's im- 
portant bark. "Run ahead, you four 
scouts, and check on that footbridge. 
Look for a plant of dynamftei." 

TT WAS hard bow vM M 

Rouse's men w«re obeying. There 
wasn't a Ifght among ffiern, and uBifer 
the black sky Ross could see them only 
as a shadowy mass creeping along the 
trail. Separate heads and bodies were 
indistinguishable. The mass was as 
vague as a black cloud drifting along 
the midnight horizon. 

But within a few minutes the low 
■^^Em isplH Mundsd omi the tt«g<J of 
feel 

"Where's Rouse?" 

"Here. What's up?" 

"The damned bridge is down." 

"The hell it is." 

"It's been blasted." 

"Goddairanjt" 


That tone in the ex-c^^aan's voice 
had a familiar ring for Ross. He conld 
picture the irate face contorted with a 
snarl. It was a moment of indecision 
for the East Villagers — the very time 
for the sentinels on the other side of the 
river to start the fires. 

But Stazell and his machine-gunners 
larking on the upper flank of the pass 
didn't wait for the fires. Contrary to 
orders they jumped the gun and began 
firing. Machine-gun bullets clattered 
somewhere over Ross' head, and a 
shower of pine needles rained around 
him. 

"Down, men!" Ross hissed. "That 
damned idiot!" 

"He's firing on us! Well, I'll be — " 

The sailor next to Ross choked, 
uttered a sickening cry, struck the 
groipi4 ffiflj a Ovftap. 

"Down, down, raen! Fl»ltS« Wd 
open fire!" 

The bullets began to fly thick and 
fast, and with them an equally violent 
volley of profanity. That damned Sta- 
zell and his machine-gun unit had 
turned traitor. The treachery cau^t 
the sailors in the gizzard. 

But now machine gun was answering 
machine gun. And a good share of 
those first rifle shots, Ross knew, were 
aimed at Stazell and his nest. 

"That got 'em, the devils!" sonje 
ssilor barked, as thRUpper madiine gun 
went silent. 

Now the shadowy mass of invaders 
was stippled with the flashing light of 
their return fire. Jag Rouse's growl 
could be heard amid the roar. He was 
shouting to his men to- spread out, take 
to to*er, 

Sttddenly from acr<Ks iht ri«r the 
fire flamed up, spread along tie bsnfc 
toward the Jagged heap of debris thstt 
had bseB a bridge. The ranks of the 
invaders came into view. They were 
in a panic. They dashed all directions 
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to get out of the light, spilled over each 
other. 

Ross' sailors couldn't have asked for 
easier targets. They unleashed terrific 
rifle fire, and shouted with savage glee 
to see the East Village anay wither. 

But Jag Rouse was barHng orders 
and be^nniog to get resttlts. The logt 
cal escape was a ravine that wound up 
the side of the lofty Flat-Stump moun- 
tain. Its tortuous curves showed black 
under the light of leaping flames. 

Now Jag Rouse's voice boomed from 
the vicinity of that natural trench and 
his panic-stricken army ctsmhd^ 
tumbled, and slithered after him. 

"Ri^kt m tWr tails, mea," Ross or- 
dered. 'Tast. Fast. Doa't let them 
get set." 

The sailors plunged across the trail 
like devils out of hell. 

"Spread out!" Ross yelled. "Pour 
it on them." 

JJTERE and there a sailor dropped. 

For the moment the light was 
against them. But Ross plunged along 
the aide of Jhe tavJns, iwkiag every 
pisto! shot count. His boldness broke 
the path. The sailors bounded over 
rocks and fallen trees to keep up with 
him. Once Ross thought he heard a 
distant gong. But the clamor of the 
fight kept the valley roaring. 

The enemy had its choice of ascend- 
ing the ravine or falling in their tracks. 
They -dM soae of both. Ross' sailors 
leaped avm. Sead bodies. Up the steep 
mauBtaift the battle moved— a full half 
niife of tteachetous climbing. 

At this distance the firelight was too 
dim to play advantages for either party. 

But Ross could see where the clash 
was leading. Right on the table-flat 
top of the mountain. 

"Not too fast, men," he cried. "Thin 
'em out but don't hurry them." 

laitg »f, it mm bwJlfts, *a,h the 


enemy on the run, well and good. But 
Ross knew he was still outnumbered. 
And if his men closed in for a hand-to- 
hand clash, the superior ettemy would 
find its advantage. 

And that was altncKt <sure to happen 
tm Urn lablHlat mountain-top. 

A lash of curiosity shot throu^ 
Ross' mkrf here in the heat of battle^ 
curiosity over this geological mon- 
strosity that had always reminded him 
of a huge ragged pyramid with its point 
sliced off clean. 

Now Jag Rouse's voice was coming 
(rem that -table topi and his men were 
scramlffiiig -up ovet tke edge out of 
vie*. It mM be dark up on the level 
ftar— 

Suddenly Jag Rouse, beHowing lite a 
mad bull, flew back down over the edge 
into view. He was waving an aim wild- 
ly. Ross thought 3 bullet must have 
got him. 

No, he must be calling for a counter 
attack. 

"CoBH! tertj fmi iaoHl"' the «s-c»- 
tain sBiflited, Ifc had .lost hte gan; He 
seemed to have lost his head as well. 
"Gome back oft of that! Bon't go up 
there!" 

The East Village army hadn't been 
conspicuous for its obedience at any 
time, and now there were only three or 
four of the retreating figures who crept 
back to the edge. There they were face 
to faeewith the oncoming sailors. Tell- 
ing ghote peeted them. 

Guns were rapidly going deid 08 the 
sailors, but that didn't check thefc rush. 
For these empty guns were perfectly 
good clubs and they were in the mood 
for guardsmen's hocke^i 

Consequently there was a rapid 
change, as the last of the East Villagers 
neared the edge of the table-top, from 
gunfire to club swinging and head bash- 
ing. 

Ross had run out of ammunilion. The 
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moment of hand-to-hand had corae. He 
pidced his man. 

JAG ROUSE was still waving and 
bellowing like something gone mad. 
He had jumped down from the edge o{ 
the square-cut summit, stattoned him- 
self ten feet below it on a bit of ledge. 
In a» ata Bgte he *»s «ily a *4do«> 
but his huge ttame and high shoulders 
marked him, and his wild roar invited a 
fight. 

Ross flung an empty revolver at him. 
It grazed his shoulder. The big man 
ducked. He must have caught a telling 
silhouette of Ross against the distant 
fires. 

"So it's you, Bradford," the ex-cap- 
tain growled. "By GoA, this is what I 
lyaat." 

He crouched to spring. 

But at that instant it happened. A 
sky-full of blinding fire shot over Ross' 
head. 

"The storm!" 

Several men shouted it at once. Ross 
knew without being told. And he knew 
now how this momitaiti-top had been 
sliced off so dean. 

An fngtanl at fcai the dazding ubiqtri- 
toos flash the blackness cut back as 
Winding as the light had been. 

But Jag Rouse had gauged his dis- 
tance for a jump in that moment of 
briUiance. Now he plunged, and the 
weight of him struck Ross squarely. 
Ross went down under the impact. 

Then for minutes they were strug- 
gling like two beasts, pounding, kick- 
ing, biting, tearing at each other's 
tbio»t». AM ftU the wlale tl» laagBift- 
CMt Maze of deadly H^t was fillmgthe 
»ky overhead. 

Now and again the earth rocked and 
groaned. Wind, thunder, and now 
dashes of rain bore down upon the 
mountains with awful suddenness. Now 


again, scrambling over purple rock, 
hurUng himself at Jag Rouse with all 
his power. Now he was stunned by a 
flying rock. He staggered, catching the 
side of his head. For an instant that 
vast fan of light from the distant castle 
was less blinding than the dizzy whirl 
ia Ms brain. 

Ws consciousness wa-vered, then 
came back sharply. 
He was being carried badily., 
Jag Rouse had him in a crusbiog grip 
and was dragging him toward the sum- 
mit. 

"VTES, Jag Rouse knew the meaning 
of that dazzling ceiling of light. No 
wonder he had tried to get his men off 
the tabla-tQ|i. It was |^ b««m 
that had sliced the polHl eft t';p nioun- 
tain — and here it was, within ten feet 
of them, waiting to disintegrate any 
substance that cut through its surface. 

"You're gonna get it, damn you, just 
like my army got it," the big man 
snarled. "You'll fry befose yftu ran 
wink. Yes, and you'll — " 

Jag RoBse csagbt a hard blow in the 
mouth. Ross had him spitting teeth 
from that one. AbA crwahliBg itma ^ 
kick of the knee. And slipping off hfs 
grip from a rapid follow-through of 
fists. 

Ross fell free, struggled to catch his 
footing, sprawled to the sloping ground. 
As he fell his arm flew up — the point 
of his finger barely touched the koilS- 
edge surface and was gone. 

Some reflex action made him touch 
the nipped finger to his mouth, and Jag 
R<i«se mwt have seea. 

you, didtft itl" the *e4f(ffcg, 
snarling ex-captain rasped. "Just a 
taste. Now you know what's coming." 

Before Ross could pick himself off 
the sloping ground the big man caffle 
plunging. 

Ross crouched to his side, then 


whirled to his back and caught the big 
man's violent lunge full on his feet. 
Then his legs straightened lilie the 
springing of a catapult, and he threw 
the lumbering weight clear of his feet. 

The huge man shot up over Koss' 
head into the blinding beam. 

He did not come down. Not a shre4 
of clothing, not a hair, not a drop 
bipod sifted down out of that ceiling of 
light. Ex-captain Jag Rouse had dis- 
inie^ated. 

CHAPTER XXVII 

T) OSS was still staring upward, his 
eyes half shaded, when the blind- 
ing streaks of sky went black. 

For minutes his eyes continued to sec 
those giant wheel-spokes gleaming, 
reaching .out from the distant castle 
tower: But Ihc blackness had come 
^ack for good this time. 

His army collected itself on a bank 
above the ravine. Five of the original 
seven corporals were on hand to re- 
organize their squads and gloat over 
their victory. 

A cautious examination of the table- 
top swwtit of FUtt-Staap mswxtsan 
revealed nothing but empty space. The 
East Villagers who had taken refuge 
there had met the same fate as their 
captain. 

"Graygortch must be on our side," 
the corporals boasted. "We haven't 
lost our evil touch." 

"We go for big game," said Ross, as 
he passed his praise among the assemr 
bling squads. "Jag Rouse almmt 
pulled down that discipleship— I could 
tell he was almost there — " 

"How?" 

"Strange as it may sound, Graygortch 
was talking to both of us during that 
fight. I could hear his words. He was 
hurling us against each other — but in 
Ibe end it was tais teth bema that shal- 


lowed up Jag Rouse." 

The men stood in awe. Their new 

chief had given them action the way 
they liked it. And he had a pull with 
Graygortch that set him apart from 
common men. They would follow a 
high-class criminal like this through 
any battle. he'd lead them into. 

"You're the thirteaith disciple your- 
self, then," said Padgy proudly. 

Ross scowled. "I'm not -sure till I 
see Graygortch. I've got to huriy back 
now. You men take care of your fess 
fortunate brothers." 

A thousand questions were leaping 
through Ross' mind as he approached 
the castle. 

Strangely everything was perfectly 
daA. Jvet sgfm m tbin ^mm si Ji^ 
from the ifflafe Wwers. ' BToBiing Bta 
this had ever occurred before. 

"Who is dot I hear?" came a well 
known female voice from the rear walk. 

"Fantella! What are you doing 
here?" He hurried across the yard to 
meet her. It was too dark to read her 
expression, but she was chuffing like an 
engine and her voice hinted exaspera- 
tion. 

"Vait till I gel my vind," she puffed. 
"You were sURjosed to go with Viv- 
ian and the others in the boat." 
"Yah?" 

"Yah," said Ross, helping her up the 
steps. "If you'd obeyed rny orders 
you'd be over in the village now, safe." 

"Yah?" Fantella''g vmce was on a 
sarcastic edge. 

*^A11 right, you think you're safe here 
because we whipped Rouse. Well, 
you're not. It was the storm that 
whipped him. Do you know what that 
means? Bombers will be heading over 
us shortly to smash this place to 
smithereens." 

"Yah? Vat could I do about it?" 

"You could have gone with Vivian — " 

''Leestea to me, Meester Bradford," 
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Fantella exploded. "I'fe been vaiting 
and vaiting and vaiting down in dot 
boat and der more I vait, der more no- 
tody comes." 

"Wkatf ¥00 mean they didn't go?" 

"Der last ting 1 fcaew," the old lady 
spattered disgustedly, "Vivian and 
Hank vas climbing up der trail to leaf 
der note because Jimpson and dot Smith 
girl vas gone." 

Ross gasped. If Vivian had shared 
that storm ritual, as the old man had 
planned, there was no telling what had 
happened. Possibly death — possibly 
a«Wthiof f« wot«B— 

"Vm. some caafflK, r*»t«3a— Walt. 
Someone's coming wi&aBght." 

A flashlight swung through the corri- 
dor. Two men were approaching 
— the silver-haired doctor, and the curt 
young British agent. No bells sounded 
as they passed the inner avenues of the 
castle. Ross pressed an electric switch, 
but there were no lights. 

"The power plant's gone disd, )|f«4- 
ford," Dr, Zimmermto ctfM »s. %m 
harried toward Mm. "That fitas the 
worst storm ever.* 

"By far," the British agent eatB- 
mented. "I came very nearly not get» 
ting here, but I — " 

"Give me your light," Ross snapped. 
He fairly snatched it from the doctor's 
hand and went rushing toward the 
South Pole Plaza. "Vivian!" 

He sto£^e4 listeoed. The clatter «f 
Ms companitai's ftotstqis was rtl lie 
ieard. Fantella was at Ms heels, and. 
Zimmerman and the British agent were 
not far behind. 

"Vivian. VIVIAN!" Ross shouted. 
"Are you up there with Graygortch?" 

Everyone stopped to listen. Ross' 
voice echoed round and round through 
the spiral stairs. 

"What's the matter?" the doctor de- 
Manded, trfiiig- to .feep pa«s. "1^ -the* 


Rouse gang moving on the castle — " 
"We did them in," Ross said. "But 
I should have been here . . . VIV- 
UNI" 

Tie chill of terror In bfe wioe. sras 
conta^ous. He started Up tfte stairs 
three at a time. Fantella m& the two 
men followed in his wake. He hesi- 
tated on the first landing long enough 
to call back a warning. 

"I'd get out of here if I were you. 
We're due for tons of bombs, after that 
storm, or I miss my guess. And that's 
not all. I think Graygortch has done 

it/" Mms, flew ujp the stwrs. 

"Wait, Bradford," the British agent 
bounded up beside him and the two of 
them took the stairs together three at a 
time. "I'm holding off those bombs — " 

"Yes?" 

"Until you folks have had time to 
evacuate. In fact, I've urged the ^ES^- 
ernment to save the castle — " 

"That's good." Rt(«5; aitti't sMflW 
ljlsspee4 

nras BtiH^ ggB^t lost grotwd bw 

kqjt tJp Ms ead of tlie cfflHfersatkm, 
gasping as ite shouted on the run. 

"|Ve tried to reason with the doctor. 
We- could spare the castle if we could 
remove Graygortch. Put him in a safe 
place behind bars." 

"I suppose the Doc wouldn't hear of 
it?" Ross roared back, now half a 
flight ahead. 

"N«t/' the agent pMtet}, "Bat %e 
hai another idea . . . K«ep the old 
BiaB doped with pills ... He says it 
makes the old fellow safe until the ef- 
fect wears off." 

"I'm doubtful," Ross said, waiting 
a moment on the sixth landing for the 
agent to catch up. "I think that for- 
eign something that lives in Graygortch 
will find a way of breaking out and do- 
ing deadly mischief as long as he lives — 
w4 then — '> 


164 


AMAZINS STORIES 


"Then what?" 

"Then — " Ross' words came down to 
a fearful whisper, "then — as long as she 
lives." 

"1 dont knew yW*re talking 
about," the agent puffed. 

Ross didn't explain. But as he came 
to the last winding flight of stairs such 
a heaviness of spirit descended upon 
him that he found himself walking with 
a slow restrained pace. It might have 
been Graygortch tottering weakly — but 
it was Ross Bradford weighted down 
with a weird fear unlike anything he — 
or any othej ni8B-4jad ever known. 

Half a flight back of Wm the British 
agent was saying, "Zimmerman -be- 
lieves the old man will never die. If it 
wasn't for that, the government might 
take over the place for an observation 
post. You could spot subs for miles 
from this tower. And I've been think- 
ing about that machine you claimed you 
saw ... If it's just a machine — and 
if this fellow Jimpson you spoke of 
could put it to work as a war weapon^- 
'M anyway there's government talk of 
jailing the old man and confiscating — " 

"S-s-sh." Ross waved back at the 
agent, then he felt the blood freeze in 
his finger tips. His hands went stiff on 
the flashlantern as he shot it across the 
open tower top. 

"Vivian!" he breathed, and the cir- 
cular walls echoed his whisper. His 
flashlantern was turned toward the core 
of the huge disc-shaped Instiumenl, 

"Ross — thank God you've come!" 
The girl's low spoken words were a 
strange mingling of tragedy and glad- 
ness. "Here, Ross, come and sit with 


CHE was kneeling in the center of the 
room at the semi-circular bench 
where the stiS old figure of Gra.ygottch 
lay. The old man's eyes were half 
dosed. Somehow Ross knew a.t once 


that at last Death was taking the old 
fellow away. 

"Vivian, did he — did he keep his 
threat?" 

Ross wished he hadnl asked, for (he 
girl quickly put her fingers to her lips. 

It was Graygortch who spoke, in the 
slow gentle rumbling voice, no harsher 
for the state of death that was swiftly 
engulfing him. 

"Is this the young man, Vivian?" 

"Yes, Uncle Bill." 

"Cnme . . ." 

tesg advanced under the low ceiling 
©f tfie i$s^ madiiije, kwU besi^' Vi- 
vian, slipped an arm around her. With 
the other hand he pressed the gaant 
fingers of the mysterious old master of 
death. 

"Yes, you are the one," Graygortch 
said softly. "This evil thing that lived 
in me forced me to marry Vivian to 
you . . . But I'm thinking that's one 
act I'm willing to approve — ^if you feel 
the way Vivian does." 

"Yfe> your honor," S(« isld fl^^r- 
1y. "Vivian and I are meant for eadli 
other. Now that we have your sanc- 
tion, your honor, we're man and wife." 

"Good," the old man breathed. "But 
I'm not your honor, I'm just Bill Gray- 
gortch. It's gone, now. It's left me for 
good. I wish I could see Doc— Doc 
Zimmerman," 

"I think he's rai his way up," said 
lism. 

'■rn wirit," said Graygortch. 

RosS rose, and Vivian stood beside 
him, her eyes moist, her Hps faintly 
smiling. 

"Hank and Sue are here," she whis- 
pered. "They'll tell you what happened. 
It's too terrifying — and I thought you 
were being killBd s«ne»tore Bt* 
there — " 

"Don't think about it." Ross kissfi 
her cheeks, her eyes, her lips. "Dotl't 
think at all," 
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TPURNING the flashlantern, he 
found that Sue and Hank had joined 
the British agent near the head of the 
stairs. He went over to them, heard the 
brief but graphic description of Jimp- 
sem's supreme sacrifice. Sue was talfc- 

''Jiinpswi BiKst have guessed the 
workings of that machine somehow," 
she said, "because he was deadly deter- 
mined to make it up here to the tower 
before the old man could pass the evil 
power on to Vivian. He believed it 
could be done. It sounded screwy to 
me, but I had seen that power reach 
clear to Japan. So I said okay, we'd 
make it up with ropes and books or 
break our fool necks." 

Ross flashed tjie B#t to tha lofty 
rim of stone and ssw tht loops of tOpe 
that had helped them up from the out- 
side. Sue continued, under the admir- 
ing but baffled stare of Hank: 

"As quick as we got up here and 
Jimpson saw the instrument go to work 
his brain was on fire. What that little 
crippled fellow knew would have tin^ 
E«kedal»w woridof scieiw- He.SaW 
ta dH&i't know how Graygortch could 
SWJ- Ti&e- known about this machine ; 
in fact, he couldn't convince himself 
that Graygortch did know about it." 

"But the machine?" Ross asked. 

"That," said Vivian, "he believed 
was a device to create new atoms, whose 
electrons would spin in reverse order. 
He whispered to me, just a t%w sse^ftite 
before he jumped, that il eacii of Aose 
thirteen guns was spraying matter that 
was organized in reverse, it would ac- 
count for the disintegration of air or 
anything else within range of the guns." 

"If the British only had a weapon 
like that!" the curt young agetot mut- 
tered. 

"Then we saw twelve of the thirteen 
disciples coming in as if by radio, and 
their faces just hovered there," Sue 


said, "and they seemed to be sharing 
their secret powers — and the tower was 
rocking and I was hanging on for dear 
life—" 

"And Vivian," said Hank, "was caH^ 
lag Im ypB, Ross." 

"And that's when it happened," said 
Sue, rolling her eyes toward the top trf 
the wall. "That nervy little cripple 
whispered to me, 'I've beat death once, 
and here's my chance to blow that ma- 
chine before it gets her.' And I said, 
'Where are you going?' And Jimpson 
answered, 'Maybe to another world — 
yes, I think tiris'H cte it!' And then he 
jumped, landed mmm, these electrical 
keys, and ysnt Bitt in g flash of fire." 

"Went out?" Ross re^peated. 

"Out," said Hank, "like a light." 

'^HE party moved back to the center 
of the huge instrument and turned 
the flashlantern on what had been the 
table of controls. There was nothing 
on the table but a scorched surface — 
The mysteries that had resided in those 
controls, like the mysteries that had 
lighted JimjJson's brain, had departed 
in One quick flash of fire. 

"Here's Dr. Zimmerman now," said 
Vivian, touching the old man lightly 
on the forehead. "Fantella, too." 

Ross turned the light, but the couple 
had brought another lantern to guide 
them up the long ascent. They looked 
exhausted from their climb, but the 
Doct«t paled still ittOEe as he knelt 
dowa besMe his oM cteeker-playing 
partneTi 

"It% gdod to See you," Graygortch 
whispered, hardly moving his glassy 
eyes. "Both of you ... I wanted you 
to know — it's gone — for good." 

"Bill!" the silver-haired doctor 
breathed. "You're sure it won't come 
back." 

"I'ni sure ... I could see it go . , ^ 
like a ghost floating off into the sky . . , 
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Oh, Ubc . . . you don't know how glad 
I am ... to be able to die . . . like 
this." 

Within a few minutes life had de- 
parted from the old man. 

No one grieved as sorrowful people 
grieve when death is tragic. For this 
death had beep awraW, aJmost m& if 
it were the willM act of a free mm, 
freed after nine years of imprisonment 
from some other-worldly power. 

"It must have been other-worldly," 
Ross said. "The kno's^t^ back of 
this machine — " 

The doctor broke in, speaking with 
a strained effort to control his voice. 
"I've a awfesMOBi I didn't ibmk he 
would &i. I didn't think he could . . . 
Nine years ago I left a little orange 
bottle of medicine in his study. It was 
an experimental medicine for prolong- 
ing life — " 

"Wait a minute," said Sue Smith. 
"That couldn't make him a genius in- 
ventor right out of the blue — " 

"I'm convinced," the doctor con- 
tinued, "that I not only prolonged his 

life, imt ii»t 1 am guilty of bringing m 

his awful ihsanify— " 

"Dot's bumkumb," Fantella feta» 
rupted. "I'fe got der convession ten. 
Dot leedle orange bottle I threw out 
der vindow der minute you vas gone, 
my good doctor. Old Bill nefer touched 


it." 

From the look of relief that came to 
the doctor's face, Ross knew that the 
burden of that man's lije had been 
lifted. 

"Uncle Blfl's word f» good enoa^ 
for me," said Vima soifty. "If it WB 
something from anothe* rnxUt, we eaut 
hope to understand it--" 

"Until Jimpson comes back to us," 
said Hank. 

Ross took a deep brekth. "Maybe 
someday we'll know. But now — wtUj 
Vivian — er — Mrs. Bradford — " 

"Thank you," Vivian wh^*Mf 
snuggling into his arms. 

"MiSi B«ad(o»d, would you like ta 
unpack? England's got a job on her 
hands. She needs this castle— and as— 
and the maids ami the safforg— who, by 
the way, have the makings of a crack 
military force — " 

"Pardon us," said Sue Smith, catch- 
ing Hank by the arm and leading him 
toward the stairs. "I've got to talk 
things over with my boy friend, Msy^ 
be we'll stay and help you." 

"Dot's nice," Faatella. mBsi after 
ftem, then wrinkled her face ta a coral- 
Eal scowl. "But if effer anybody leafs 
me sitting vor two hours in der rowboat 
again, in der middle uff an earthquaker, 
dare'll be another var — ^mit Iwoom- 
sticks." 


FACTORIES OF THE FUTURE- 
MOW! 

What the war Is doing to bring science fiction 
stories of future industry to present reality. 

A T ONE time not so long ago many reading matter. There was something 
Americans looked upon bomb unreal about all these things— some- 
proof shelters, blackouts, air raids, and thing fictional. But fortunately for us 
underground factories as jtist mere as* factiary e^wers. weren't, taking 
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any chances on having our essential in- 
dustries made easy prey for SBafling 
enemy bombers. 

For instance, one aircraft company 
already has underway an underground 
Sm^xy; and the 23-acre North Axm^ 
Ciiti Aviation Corporation plant at t>Sr 
las, Texas is btiilt to withstand even di- 
rect bomb hits with a minimum of dam- 
age. Fireproof structural steel deck- 
ings placed one upon the other in layer- 
cake fashion help make bomb penetra- 
tion difficult. Furthermore, concrete 
bomb baffles reinforce the outer walls 
of this factory to a teeigfct of nearly six 
feet. 

Ifer "ftere -were two predominant types 
of faElories; mainly the daylight plant 
and the blackout plant. Both of these 
plants were being built on a single 
fioor, because industrial engineers have 
found that it costs less to move men 
and materials over a large flat area than 
it does to move them up and down over 
a smaller area involving several stories. 
More recent construction has shown a 

tmmi. the btedwt Wgk iE (iB- 
tery. With the danger of fttpt temb- 
ings this fact would seem obvious, but 
the blackout plant is even superior in 
protection during the daytime. Day- 
light factories, you see, have large areas 
of skylights, and skylights reflect light 
unless painted with opaque paint. You 
can get an idea of how penetrating this 
reflected light is if you just remember 
how bright the reflected sunlight from 
an automobile windshield is when it 
smacks you in the eye. 
• IShere Is a good chance that, war or 
no ^v&t, the blackout type of plant is 
here to stay. Such a plant has no win- 
dows and must be air-conditioned and 
efficiently lighted. Plant experts have 
long ago discovered that worker effi- 
ciency and output soar upward with 
eoBiIorl. Ints^ne trying to complete 


an accurate drawing with sweaty fin- 
gers. Then, too, precision parts are 
constantly changing in size with 
changes in temperature; so a constant 
temperature is the only answer to this 

The Austin Co., plant construction 
engineers, estimate that although & 
costs ten to twenty-five per cent more 
to build a blackout plant, the increstse 
in production would make up tor it in 
about fifteen years. 

The automobile has done much to in- 
fluence the location of modern factor- 
ies. In former years most of our manu- 
facturing was done in small congested 
areas. Now, we toie tawed to Uie 
wide open spaces Smd din: large manu- 
facturing plants are beginning to take 
the shape of little autonomous cities, 
complete down to a police force. The 
Douglas factory, for example, has a 
telephone system with 70 trunk lines 
and 27 switchboard operators; equiva- 
lent to a city of 60,000. Public ad- 
dress systems for announcements, pag- 
ing, news reports and music 3xe now 

Whfle the autOifioMte las inovfed oar 
plants from congested areas to outlying 
districts, it has also complicated the 
problem of camouflage. From the air 
an automobile, particularly a new, shiny 
one, is a good target to spot. Hence, 
industrial engineers are turning their 
eyes toward the problem of camouflage. 
Large parking lots are being roofed in 
and the shelters painted with landscape 
green paint. Roofs are being made to 
looke like ^eat fields, paved highways 
like muddy wagon roads. Will the fu- 
ture bring huge underground caverns, 
humming with industrial activity as 
bombs burst harmlessly up above? Will 
the office building and residence of the 
future point down into the guts of the 
earth, or will it continue to grasp greed- 
ily at the clouds?— G^roirf Flagstem. 



By FESTUS PRACNELL 

Don Hargreaves finds that fighting huge birds of space 
who fly as fast as light is simple if you know how ...I 


IN the end I got back to Usulor's 
court, bringing Bommelsinetli's 
Evolution Machine sb4 Bmaiae}" 
smeth himself, turned feto an iiBitttidn 
tea-lion, with me. I don't mean that 
Bommelsmeth really was turned into a 
sea-lion. I mean he was more like a 
sea-lion than any other animal I ever 
saw. He followed me like a dog. He 
had to. He still had the mind of a man. 
Jfe could not live like a sea-lion among 
•SM-liOBS. ife dida't know how to. He 
mss reduced to k condition of complete 
jWplessness. 

And so I arrived back in Usulor's 
court, Vans Holors, wrestling champion 
of Mars and a really good fellow, even 
though he is rather dumb, carrying the 


Evolution Machine. Before I could 
tell njy story we had an accident with 
the mitchine. In spite of warnings Vans' 
Wife bltittdered into the ray and got 
turned into a sort of flamingo. In view 
of the way that female had been be- 
having it seemed to me that trusting, 
honest Vans had not lost much, but he 
was very upset about it. She flew off, 
and he went after her in an airplane. 

Then, as I said, the whole of Mars 
was very soon in a ferment of excite- 
ment. Not because Bommelsmeth was 
captured and helpless. i«sMSB 
here was a tnachine that coulfl torn a 
living human being into a weird ani- 
mal. Come to think of it, I suppose, 
a machine like that would cause a lot 


MoRi^rous bird forms tnofehed them up and 
boKff ffittm through space at an awful paca 
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of fuss at home on Earth. Here, plain 
for everybody to see, was a sea-lion 
unlike any sea-lion ever seen before, 
and which understood what was said 
to it. And the wrestling champion of 
Mars presently came flying back wi^ 
a captive bird something like a flamai^ 
which he said, sobbing, was hk -un- 
faithful, self-willed but very repentent 
wife. 

It affected my reputation, too. The 
ordinary people of Mars had called 
me, first, "The Earthing" and then 
"Usulor's pup" or "Wimp's pet" and 
when the Princess announced her in- 
tention of marrying me they referred 
to me, partly in envy, as "King Don." 
Now 1 was always caJled "Hargreaves," 
and the machine was called "The Har- 
greaves Machine." As though I had 
invented it. There was more fuss over 
that toy than there was over the Som- 
malu or Bommelsmeth wars or my 
rescue of the Princess from kidnaping 
or Vans saving her from assassination.* 
bter W down if old man Usulor 


The Imperial Palace, 
Man. 

Dear Festus: 
* I've certainly set things moving here in Mars, 
iias jidt been so much excitement in the 
planet ante the draining of the seas and air into 
its enormous caverns forced the giant human race 
that occupies that world to follow the air and 
water and live underground. Here, away from the 
light of the sun and out of reach of the progresa- 

h^tm raw a Ih^ Sdmtiile pt<^r^, ■whtch 
iod b*ea <«<aaft6ta, ■sfisnt no further. 

Tbe aeEhnil ^ wen Ifqm Earth on the surface of 
1^14 in «$KKit «f 1^ m«tals ended this stagna- 
A law a«Naftwlwo(aw feaij tfesjmana Mun- 
darad acddentattjr into tobit^M tavWM. 

Tliey were well recdved and cafled ■*Ea^th^^w" 
bMauK ihey were to unaU compaxed ta £b« 
smtk MaAlBM. MwUbq ladiM adopted Ef^r 
Uag^ » pcd^ im. m Krineesa Wlmpolo, (bilg^t;^ 
.df fierce Hattloef Ag, Emperai: attd Overload 
oQ^re'^I^eCj Kdoptfd mt, Do& Hargnaves. 

M ft Ettk yeast aeta a great mau of dough bub- 
bling, $0 the pretence of we few Earthlings wt all 
Mara in a ferment. Jealouiies were aroused, espe- 
cially when Wimpolo let the rumor ^read that 
iie tet^ed ta marty me and make ine Er^^cisE 


himself did not take up Bommelsmeth's 
experiments where Bommelsmeth had 
left off. Criminals from Martian jails 
were subjected to the ray. I did mt 
like it, but I could do nothing. To ofe^ 

the whole well-itieaning old Usulor liad 
set his mind on was dangerous even for 
me, who could always count on the pro- 
tection of Wimpolo, who, gigantic and 
unbeautiful Martian woman though she 
was, was still a most affectionate and 
lovable girl. I know you think it odd 
that I should love a Martian who 
weighs half a ton and can carry me 
about in one hmd, but if you kemi 
Wimpolo you would understand. 

And nouf, to roars bf'kf^gly laughter, 
Martian criminals were turned into 
freaks with the heads of donkeys and 
the bodies of crocodiles, the heads of 
bears, legs of tigers and bodies of birds, 
mixed crabs, flsh, dogs, horses, octopi, 
anything. I found it sickening. But 
when Princess Wimpolo the only per- 
son on Mars who dared to risk anger- 

and Overlord of Mara one day in succession to 
Usulor. 

Lesser Kings of Mars, many of whom had elig- 
ible sons or personal ambitions, fumed. Two of 
them, Sommalu and Bommelsmeth, and perhaps 
others, overhauled their rusting war weapons and 
set their scientists inventing new ones. Sommalu 
had a particularly horrible weapon, a species of 
Fighting Flies. But they proved to be uncontrol- 
]a.ble in war and liable to turn on th«r usen. 
iQ^^bgpi^e Sommalu might have usurped Usulor's 
throne. 

Bommelsmeth was far cleverer and more danger- 
ous than Sommalu bad becm. His r»ources seenwd 
unlimited, the Hirprises he spraog endl«e. Mmt 
ttie ^4 ^ was pvertxme^ Maw settled dswtt 
^mytn: -Amg^i^^e^ mmr 9^ 'wam iim 
thai ym m^Us fei?? ms^ iti it« 0^ 

Bat mi m. 

mi Mik fi<&lumnbtf be set out to iim«<^ «ffid 
hiS&s^ iodt^ial people in Uiulor'a cMxti Asd 
la fe^M lEfc But he caught t Tmnx. 
Martians are immensely strong and clever, i«a 
slow. They never seem to understand how vmf 
much quicker than theirs are the muscles 
brains of we tiny Earthlings. I gave them Elu! 
slip, aiid:ati the-jsiis^iip of thie, cJja^e aflsf m«l J 
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ing her father, said so, he became seri- 
ous. He was studying the ray, he 
said. He was tr5ring to find out why 
it produced such different results in 
different cases. Already his scientists 
had analyzed the ray into several dif- 
ferent components, some and 
uncontrollable scsne more beuefidal 
Presently he wouM be able to end tile 
evolutionary stagnation of Mars. He 
would "improve the stock." As though 
his subjects were cattle. Martians 
would not be forever "confined to 
the interior of a small and shrinking 

TH middle of all this excitement 
I sK^»rried to Princess Wimpolo, 
and you tan imagine all the prjocessions, 
ceremonies, television broadcasts and 
general hullabaloo that went with the 
marriage of the first lady in all Mars to 
a visitor from another world. You can 
imagine the discontented mutterings, 
too, but neither Usulor nor his daugh- 
ter were likely to take much notice of 

managed to upset Bommelsmeth's own Evolution 
Machine. And that Evolution Machine, Festus, 
beat any machine you ever set eyes on in your dull 
life. Why don't you come and hve with me in 
Mars and have some fun ? Stagnating back there 
on Earth! That's no life for a man. 

With Bommelsmeth trying his best to chop my 
head oif with his heavy sword, that Evolution 
Hastening Machine got busy on him and his men. 
In a few minutes they pouted fur, feathers, 
wijigs, KaIe»8Eiii-cJaw5^B«EBmelsmeth becoming a 

As I I e-Eptoed m my last letter, Bom- 
iDfj^^'s scieatls^ hail succeeded m isi^tifig 
reprodi«aog ^ixm «a)stitQeBts of tfae eosmlc rays 
£bat control evolulioa. Lack o£ these rays caused 
the evotutioft of the Martians in their underground 
mtiei t& cemiB to a halts Bommelsmeth could, 
^ther sjieed up or reverse ewlution at will. 
evolution-reversing ray turned men into sabptHJ" 
man apes. The evolution -hastening ray wsas much 
more uncertain and unpredictable in its actions. 

Tirere wag absolutely no limit to the changes 
that might occur in a human being who was sub- 
jected to the influence of the evolution-speeding 
ray, A nose might develop into the trunii of an 
elef^nt, feet into tish's tails, tails might sprout 
from the body ajiy where. la fact, anytlung m^ht 
iaRpen. A^^t^f hiios^ by iurntog t^e ray ea 


that. Martian scientists backed us up. 
They said that the Martian race was a 
"tired" race, biologically speaking, and 
needed the virility that interbreeding 
with another race would bring. Marry- 
ing Earthlings became quite fashion- 
able among high Martian circles, and 
I fear will be followed later by spate 
of divorces. 

"And what about our honeymoon?" 
Wimpolo demanded. 

"Certainly," said old Usulor, beam- 
ing. "I have arranged a triumphal tour 
of Mars, sight-seeing, hunting of wild 
snakes, ..." 

"Huh!" snorted Wimpolo, disgusted- 
ly. "What's the use of that? I've^een 
it all before, dozens of times." 

I've never seen a smile vanish of^ a 
man's face cpiicker thm old Usnlor*^s 
did then. 

"Well, what else would you suggest?" 

"I want a space- voyage." 

Honest, Festus, I've seen old Usulor 
explode with rage many times, but the 
performance he put up then beat any- 

his prisoners, Bommelsmeth could produce noth- 
ing but extraordinary freaks. No super-cajg^le 
creatures likely to be of use to him in his foists 
to depose Usulor and murder his daughter ap- 
peared, 

Bommelsmeth's scientists explained that to 
their disappointed boss Uke this: All evolution in 
Mars had come to a halt thou^nds of years ago- 
Trying to start It up agam was hke starthig up an 
automobile that had not bem u^ fm hundreds 
of years. It would be ch^^ Ssfl* (feaft fad rusi, 
parts would have perished. K mi^t ^dfcgre, 
Biove in the vekc^ Stecfim^ Sew sp, taftefe 

he wanted Beaimebaaetii d&miM ttyiA^tsy m an 

He did, on me. At first the only eftect of the 
£ay was to make me amallep. I was never mrn 
big, as y<ou know, Festus, but I mi Will ,9ipLlit¥ 
now. But that experiment was xmret wtec^tA, 
subject escaped. My Fedm:ed hands slipped 
out of the rings that held them, I jumped over the 
heads of Bommelsmeth and his men and led them 
a merry dance. But it takra a. lot of doing for a 
Martian to catsh (fi^ Earthlfeg. They are So slow. 
I dodged them, ibulikd lade and created a deuce 
of an uproar^. 

Livdj' tiwes^ Et^JBSi. 
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thing I'd ever seen before. Usulor's 
rages are majestic sights, quite inter- 
esting if you don't happen to be the 
object of them. He stamps, he thrashes 
the air with his arms, he gnashes his 
t««th,jh« emits uncouth beHoidng noises 
asA he twif s order after order at his 
servants, only usttally to counterttand 
them afterwards. And Httle seven- 
stone me has to jump around pretty 
lively to avoid being injured by the 
flying bits of the crockery that he hurls 
on the floor with all the strength of Ms 
seventeen hundredweight. 

Wisnpolo just put on that obstinate 
expression ai hers and waited for him 
to get o«t of breath. 

Presently he began to realize, that aU 
this expenditure of energy and crockery 
wasn't getting him anywisere. He 
stopped dancing suddenly. 

"Will you never get over this mad- 
cap craziness of yours?" he hissed. 
"Will you never realize what is fitting 
for the first lady in Mars? Will you 

always rasfc mta all the you 
can find? 'Whrns 1 wss M war with 
Sommalu yoa #»uaSy «i?«(t in 
his cotmtry unattended.'' 

He can never forget that parifcdtt 
piece of rashness. 

"My little Don looks after ms re- 
markably well," she countered, tt«sing 
her head. 

"That's not the point. One day you'll 
get killed, and what will your poor 
old dad do then?" 

TMi siddw cfesn^ oi attitttie shook 
hei, iffli ?« airftid he has spoiled her 
too thoroughly to get the better ol her 
that way. 

"Why should I be shut up In fte 
caverns of Mars all my life?" 

"But I've been shut up in them all 
my life. So has everybody else in 
>Iais." 

"But there's no need to stay shut 
up in thea any lanfer. We've fat 


over the krypton difficulty, haven't we? 
And there are plenty of spaee-ships." 

That startled me. 

"Where?" snapped Usulor, 

"In the museums." 

"Those things!" screamed Usufcu. 
"You'd risk your hfe in one of timm) 
Why, they haven't been used (or ub^>- 
teen thousand years!" 

"All they want is cleaning up and 
re-stocking." 

He looked at me with a sort of de- 
spairing groan. 

"You don't know what you've taken 
on, Don my boy," he said. "If you can 
tame this daughter of mine, you'll do 
something I never could. L^k here, 
Wimp. Let me show you over swne of 
these space-ships. I guarantee I'll sooa 
show you that they are the most uncom. 
fortable, dangerous things to travel ia 
that ever were. No place far a gently- 
bred lady." 

She snorted in a most unladyffie 
manner. 

"Gently-bred lady! Why, when I 
was carried off by the man-apes of 
BommelsniBtb, ..." 

She retered ta a particularly tot- 
rible exjpierience of hers. She could have 
■be«tt ftkused 'had she died of fi^ 
after it. Yet it didn't seem to have done 
her tile slightest harm. They breed 
them tough in the caverns of Mars, 
where tons of rock may fall on yout 
head at any moment, or a man-eating 
snake slither out of a smaU cavern, or 
the groimd give way under your feet 
as a new cave-in enlarges a cavern be- 
neaSi you. 

CHAPTER 11 

Ijaunchetl! 

J^EEDLESS to say, Wimpolo had 
talked her father round to a grudg- 
ing assent to her point of view io m 
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hour or so. She was pretending to be 
very much on her dignity now, an- 
noyed with him tor his names, "Mad- 
cap," "Wild girl," "UticontroUable" 
and the rest of it. 

"Well, peihajffi I flJdjrt f*aUf vmm 
ii" he muttered uncotnforta'bty, as he' 
StiWlgpi Dff in advance of us. Wimpolo 
Mkiwed in offended silence. But she 
gave me a playful pinch in the side 
behind her dad's back, and I knew that 
she was very pleased with herself. In- 
cidentally, sie nearly broke three of »ny 
ribs. 

"If only you'd be reasonable," Usulor 
rumbled on. "Then I wouldn't need 
to^sncittilags" 

We passed tlie batMng-pool. The 
sea-lion broke surface, swimming vig- 
orously, and clambered awkwardly over 
the rocks to us, leaving a trail of water 
and weed. The palace sea-lion is, of 
course, Bommelsmeth, once Usulor's 
bitterest enemy and now reduced to 
complete helplessness and dependence 
by his own Evolution Machine. He 
follows me Bfee a dog. 

"Wuffl Wuff! Wuff!" he barked, ex- 
citedly. He knew we wefg eft on sOilJe 
journey and wanted to come too. 

"We don't want him," snapped Usu- 
lor. "Here, you there! Give this 
animal a whipping, and ftoaw it back 
in the water." 

The sea-lion, who, of course, under- 
stood what he said, looked very upset. 
Palace »tt#idaiits tan op to carry out 
tie Kfcj's ortJew. 

"Wimpolo tossed her Ixead. 

"If I can't have my pets," she 
snorted. 

"Oh, all right, all right!" Usulor 
broke out. "Let the creature alone. 
Let it come with us. Let her have two 
zoos and three aquariums if she wants 
to." 

His resistance was worn down. The 
pai&ee seivaatsj, ^aite aeeustomed to 


this sort of thing, were not in the least 
surprised. Maybe I am a bit rash 
myself in keeping Bommelsmeth around 
me, even in his changed form. After all, 
he had not been exactly a nice char- 
acter. Still, what 1 feel is that when 
I've got him under my eyes then I iaiow 
that he is not up to any mischief. And, 
as Usulor says, if he were dead one of 
his sons would step into his shoes as 
leader of all the discontented elements 
in Mars. Alive, he is a sort of hostage. 

Then a gigantic Martian came run- 
ning up. It was Vans Holors, wrestling 
champion of the planet and one of the 
best of MartiaBS- 

"Where are you going?" 

I told Mm. 

"Let me get OUa," he said. "We'll 
come." 

"I suppose we'll have to take them 
too?" Usulor sSfed of Ms daBghtat, 
resignedly. 

"If I can't takemyfeieatfej snilKuft 
friends!" 

"Hrtrmphl" 

CO Vws csm», WftgiBg the flaiiiJugo- 
lite bird -wJm was Ms 'WAi^ and 
unfortunate wife. As tie royal traffic- 
sphere stopped for m to get in Vans 
humped in a huge box. 

"What have you got there, Vans?" 
I asked him, suspecting what it was. 

"It is the original EvolUtjiW Sft- 
chine," he whispered. 

"What do we want with that?" 

"Well, you see, Don, I thought that, 
aeefclg 3ommelsmeth is with os, if w* 
cofldd get hinl to teU tis hovf the thing 
works we might be able to change Olla 
back into her natural form again. I 
want my wife back, "you've no idea 
how it hurts me to see her like this." 

"Vans," I said, sadly, "you know 
very well that all the best scientists in 
Mars have been working on that ray 
for iBOBths, Tbeg cannot fi»d aatiww 
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to control it. It is most erratic and 
unpredictable in its results. Do you 
think Bommelsmeth would stay a sea- 
Bon if it were possible for Mm to become 
hmaajj again?" 

"Yes, bnt it's U» m»d3m. He hums. 
how it works," Vans j)W8fet«4, 

CMla has a mtidi bellw to§Wid than 
she deserves. 

In the royal museum grounds we 
found the space-ship already cleaned 
up, oiled up, filled up, stocked up. All 
ready to start. It was Wimpolo's sur- 
prise for us. Usulor grunted as though 
his worst suspicions were confirmed. 
Wimpolo, forgetting her sulks, ran ail 
over thft ship, e)(j)lai»i8g,this gmA aad 
flat. K really was an ele^at job. She 
was as happy about it as a schoolgirl on 
vacation. 

We all met in the main room. 

"Wimpolo," Usulor was saying, "I 
give consent to your spending your 
honeymoon aboard this ship ptovlded 
you go no further than — " 

Just then a sudden roar and shodc 
threw us all to the floor. 

Uje toclcet^trites were In actiOH, 
shaiang the ship %itli their thunderous 
roaj. 

tJsulor sat up, glaring at his daugh- 
ter. 

"You go too far with your jokes." 

"It isn't me, dad," Wimpolo assured 
him. "I gave no orders for tk^, I ien't 
know what's happening." 

The m4wa, teMng «Klte<5y, 
slifhsred ami Sa^d life «wi;w»td way- 
oat 8f the dotJT. 

"^mt engineers testing the ma^hiti' 
ery," I suggested. 

"Hrrrmph! More likely the fools 
forgot the safety catches, and the ship 
has started accidentally," Usulor 
growled. 

VyE WERE all sitting cm the floor, 
where the shock had thrown ns. 


"Where's my 011a?" demanded Vans, 
looking round smimA$ I«r Ihe la. 
mingo. 

"Hrrrmph ! Don't bother about your 
useless bird now. Go to the control 
t&m. Fiad. nut what's wrong. Sisp 
tte ship. Yes, by thunder! Stop her 
before she crashes into the cavern roof." 

"But that shock," Vans persisted, 
"Might easily have broken my Olla's 
legs. Or even her long, Aemist BBeSi. 
I must find her." 

He struggled to his feet. 

"Hrrrmph!" bellowed Usulor, ex- 
citedly., "That flamingo! Where did 
it get to? That bird is at the bottom of 
tWg. FiaaiU" 

He fot up ta fofiow Vans. 

"Don!*" Wimpolo whispered to me. 
"Something is seriously wrong. Go 
and see." 

I could run the length of the ship in 
half the time it took the ponderous 
Martians. The acceleration-thrust was 
little handicap to me, since it was not 
a lot more than normal Earth gravity. 
To the Martians, of course, it was a 
hsasy straiii. 

I ran along a corridor to the rocket- 
control room. Our brief inspection 
of the ship told me where it was. 

The massive metal door was locked. 
I saw at once that the only way 
through was to cut a way through with 
a dissolving ray. Beyond the door the 
rockets were thundering. Somebody had 

Started those rwdtets aad loeteJ 
tl>e door to prevent their being turned 
off again. 

Itf a world Vke Mats, it ditte't t»k« 
me a moment to reahze what that 
meant. Assassination ! Somebody was 
having another try to murder Princess 
Wimpolo, old King Usulor and me too. 
An inside job, just like the other at- 
tempt to murder Wimpolo had been. 
Some palace servant, possibly, seeing us 
go into the spaee-^p, had followed, 
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locked the door to the rocket-rooms and 
started up the rockets. He would know, 
of course, that the unguided ship would 
very soon crash to destruction. Amaz- 
ing luck that it had not done so already. 
The assassin, of course, must be some 
crazy fanatic, quite prepared to <Ee with 
us if only he accomplish his end in 
destroying the King of Mars, his daugh- 
ter, and his daughter's husband. 

Then a sudden thought struck me. 

Was 011a the culprit? Of course, she 
knew where we were. She could slip 
away from the rest of us, lock the door 
and start up the rockets. And sbewould 
not need to die ^th us. She noidd just 
jump out of a door or wi^dcm aai fly 
dowtf on her long, graceful wings. From 
what I knew of lier character as a 
woman it seems! quite a possible thing 
for her to do. 

I ran to a window and looked down. 
Far below the fast-driving ship was a 
fluttering patch of white. I felt sick 
of human nature then. After all Van's 
love and care, undeserved though it had 
been, she tries to awtder Wm and all 
the royal family with him, I thought. 

TOASTER and faster went the ship. 

It was shooting up at an angle of 
about forty-five degrees now. Ahead 
was an immense wall of rock. A few 
more seconds atid all would be over , , . 
Miraculously, the ship swerved to one 
side, gliding past the obstacle. It was 
a near thing. Ahead was another wall 
of rock. It was too much to hope that 
another such mirade would happen 
again. The end was certain to come in 
a minute or so. Nothing could prevent 
it. Well, none of us would know any- 
thing about it when it did happen. The 
impact would be annihilating. 

Usulor was roaring through the ship. 

"Don! Hargreavesl Earthling! 
Where are you?" 

"It was uKJiess te me to try to shout 


back. I haven't got foghorn Martian 
lungs whose bellow can be heard almost 
a mile away. I ran out into the main 
center funmd, af to wi^ to 
zag stairctte BUA M hte 'Se^ tt£e. 

"Oh, there you' arei" he roared. 
"Why doa't you cut down the power of 
the rockets? Well all be killed," 

I raced up to him and told him the 
door was locked. 

"You mean to tell me that you can't 
get at the rocket compartments?" 

"No." 

"And you haven't been guiding the 
sMp?" 
"No." 

"Then who has?''' 

"Nobody I'm afraid," I said. *T«» 
ship is running blind. Nobody is at 
the wheel." 

"Nonsense!" he bellowed. "If that 
was true we'd all have been killed long 
ago. Somebody is piloting this ship. 
Piloting it pretty recklessly, too. 
Twenty times we have avoided disas- 
ter by less than the ieagtb of my body. 
There we go again." 

The ship sjiias now grt^ tS 8 ^ 
estimated tft W «tte ffver four Ijttn- 
dred miles an hour. Usulor exaggerated 
a little but it certainly was unnerving to 
see mightly masses of rock rush at us 
at terrifying speed to-feth aside at the 
very last moment. 

A star would gleam in the darkness. 
We would know it for a hanging lamp, 
a sort of Martiaja air lighthouse, hung 
there to warn their swift aircraft of a 
down-jutfing pinnaple of rock. The 
light would expand at terrifying speed, 
and then our searchlights would show 
us a massive inverted mountain rushing 
at us. Or the wall of the vast cavern 
itself, or one of the mi^ty supports of 
its colossal roof. 

"This speed among all these dan- 
gers," Usulor rumbled. "It is suicide! 
Who is pitoj;^ this sliip?" 
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I was sufficiently relieved to know 
that it was being piloted at all, although 
it was clear that the pilot, whoever he 
*a% wm l!»¥iag S( hectic stnirfa to 
keep tls off the tocks. And speed was 
Increasing, too. Before long it would he 
teyond the power of any human eyes to 
see oncoming danger soon enough for 
human hands to Biak« any move to 
avoid it. 

"The door to the control-room is 
locked," I said. "You'll have to dissolve 
the loek tB get in." 

"Iltot be silly," said Wimpolo, 
shaij%, "%'he ^ot^rotKa h Ijjis way.'' 

SeiSmnted to the ftose of the ship. 

"But the rockets are that way," I 
objected, pointing to the stern. 

"The main driving rockets, yes. But 
the smaller, guiding rockets are in the 
nose. They turn the nose of the ship 
any way you want, correct any spin, 
wobble or other unnecessary movement 
el the riiip. Didn't I show you that 

^^OW I was remlncted, I beTieve 

did. But in the excitement I had 
forgotten. We had all forgotten. 

So, we all trooped to the little control- 
room. And, would you credit it? The 
sea-lion and the flamingo were seated at 
the controls, punching this lever, turn- 
ing that wheel, guiding the ship. Mak- 
ing a good job of it, too. 

Just as we got there they both left 
the control*, twittering and barkii^ 
wkh telM, and loffed m& the fioot to- 
gether, playing with each other. Look- 
fag (Jut ol a window, I saw that the 
spaceship was clear out of Mars, out in 
free space. She had come out of the 
great exit cavern of the planet. Danger 
was over for the time being. 

"What is the meaning of all this?" 
Usulor demanded. 

The sea-lion got out the list of lettets 
he used ta communicate with me and 


pointed to letters, spelling out Martian 
words. He said that the two animals, 
finding themselves unable to stop the 
ship, had gone at once to the «antr.al- 
room to guide it on the only safe course. 

"But I thought I saw you flying 
away," I said to 011a. 

"It was probably the parachute of 
the real criminal that y&% saw," Bom- 
melsmeth answered. 

The two animals had been quicker in 
thought and action than any of us hu- 
man isein^. That fact had saved all 
our lives. It seemed o«J4 
Wstite fc4{S«4 for tile taafl-tstevisioa. 
In a nlomenf or so, on the atnaangty 
efficient Martian network, which never 
seems to fail, he was talking to his police 
chiefs, army chiefs and astronomers. 
We could all follow. 

Police officials were most apologetic. 
No notice had been given them of the 
visit of the royal party to the museum, 
there had been no reason to anticipate 
-imgm, 

"im tte** barked Usulor. "Have 
yOiS ibf news of anybody jumping out 
of this ship?" 

"Jumping out?" The Police Chief 
looked shocked. "I'll have a search for 
the body. If anything is left of it. I 
hope it wasn't the Princess, or Prince 
Don, or Vans." 

"Fool!" Usulor roared. "Can't you 
see them in the screen, alive and well? 
And it wasn't suicide. He went down 
paracjiutei" 

"Patachute? Oh, yes, I see.* 

"Listen to this, and get this idea will 
into your thick head. You've got to- 
find me that parachute-jumper, alive or 
dead. Because he is the crSlnlttal -tfhti 
tried to murder us all." 

"Certainly, Your Majesty. But it'll 
be difficult. He may have come down 
in an unlighted spot." 

It is always night in the undergramtd 
world of Mars. There is no dayli^t 
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A world of darkness lit by lamps and 
searchlights. That is one reason why 
man-eating snakes and criminals are 
m»di problems there. As the Police 
Qisl' said, if the parachute-jumper 
landed ra a ^aee te wmM prob- 
ably get away. 

The idea that the criminal might get 
away infuriated Usulor. 

"Did nobody see him jump? What 
were the air-observers doing with their 
telescopes? Operator! Give me the 
Observers!" 

In a moment he was talking to the 
Observer Chief. 

"Yes, Your Majesty! Directly news 
was received of the prematurejauoching 
of the sliip, our telescopes began at ond 
to search for it. The fact that existence 
of this ship had been kept so secret 
made things difficult. No precautions 
had been deviwd. the great sp«d at- 
tained — " 

"No doubt, no doubtj Did you see 
anybody jump out?" 

"Yes we did. We are developing Ifitft 
photographic plates now. We arenaft* 

defailB." 

An assistant brought the Chief Ob- 
server some plates. He bent over them. 

"Your Majesty, your ship was shot 
out of Mars into space by a creature 
with the body of a horse and the wings 
ai an ieagle." 

CHAPTER III 

Space Birds 

A S HE spoke, the Chief Observer held 
up to the screen a picture. Silhou- 
etted against a searchlight glare, we saw 
this creature. Mild gravity has pro- 
duced on Mars an extraordinary variety 
of giant birds. It is so easy, you see, to 
fly. But this being shown launching it- 
self upm the air after its asttesipt to 


murder us was an impossibly weird be- 
ing even for Mars. No words, nothing 
but a picture, could possibly convey any 
idea of how strange it was. The Obser- 
ver's words, "the body of a horse and 
the wings of an eagle" was a very rough 
de^ription. Even when one remembers 
that he was speaking of Martian hotsm 
and Martian eagles. 

Wimpolo broke our amazed silence 
with an abrupt laugh. 

"Well dad, you wouid fill Mars with 
these Evolution Machine products. And 
most of them were criminals from the 
jails, before you changed them." 

Her father looked at lier. 

"You think that thing is one of my 
freaks?" 

"Sure of it." 

"And those things retain enough in- 
telligence to be dangerous?" 

"Of course they do. We tried to warn 
you. You had examples in front of you." 

She pointed to the sea-lion and the 
flamingo, who were now bending over 
(diagrams and space-navigation charts. 

"Yes, they seem intelligent enough," 

'IntielrgieBt mm^ t IWiy, ik^ 

more intelligent than humans I What 
humans could have saved us all When 
the ship started on its own, the way 
they did? No human beings in Mars 
could have done it. And you have lib- 
erated thousands of creatures like them, 
with superhuman intelligence and un- 
known possibilities for good or evil. 
Now who's the madcap? Now who's 
wild? Now who's uncontmllable?" 

"You can't talk to me like that I I'll 
have you know that I am Emperor and 
Overlord of Mars, and have to be 
treated with proper respect, even by my 
daughter," Usdw shouted, purine at 
the gills. 

But what Princess Wimpolo had S£^d 
startled me. I had not thought of it 
Bke th%t , The Evolution Madiise pro- 
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duced such ^ amazing physical results 
that I had not thought of the effects it 
might be having on the brains of the 
subjects. No doubt these effects might 
be equally remarkable. And it was an 
Evolution-/l<iiia«c*»g»Machine. Queer 
kow many of m ismi syerlooked that. 

I looked at the itemingo. The bird 
was studying diagrams and charts in- 
leatly. The feather-brained and irre- 
sponsible Olla, wife of Vans Holors, 
would never have had the brains or the 
patience to understand them. They 
were too technical and difiicult for me 
too, for that matter. But now neither 
the flamingo nor the sea-lion seemed to 
kwr$ ti» ksft difficult' with them. 

1 looked out of a windoiWi We were 
in space all right. One glance at the 
dazzling blue sun tet in an intensely 
black sky that was studded with in- 
numerable fiercely glittering stars told 
me that. Only in absolutely airless 
Space could sun and stars look that way. 
Mars was now thousands of miles away 
behind but still filling tbe sky m m>e 
direction. 

Gosh, it was good to see the sun tod 
the stars again, even though they looked 
so unfamiliar. The windows of the 
space-ship, by the way, were all of a 
special glass designed to protect sensi- 
tive Martian eyes from the dangerous 
short rays of sunlight. Mars has been 
mthout Dittmal tflta-vtelet for a Img 
while. 

As the distance to Mars increased the 
television slowly faded out, but we could 
still tA, 

VTANS found a dissolving ray and 
went down the zig-zag stairs carry- 
ft^ it. Ftesently the curious smell of 
Bjatals fumed into dust and gas told us 
that he was cutting open the locked 
door. 

"Think you can operate this ship?" 
I asked tte sea-lion, aaxiQus%. 


He nodded shortly, not turning from 
his diagrams. 

"I am glad of that," I said. "I'm sure 
neither the King, Wimpolo, Vans nor I 
could pilot it back to safety. Unless you 
can we are sunk." 

A flipper turned pages. On a diagram 
he pointed to a disc representing 
Beimos. one' of the tiny moons of Jtfars. 
Underneath he indicated a Martian 
word meaning "damage," or "sabotage." 
Leaving me to make what I could of this 
cryptic message, "Deimos-damage," he 
slipped and slithered out of the room 
in the ungainly fashion usual to sea- 
lions, who seem unable to make up their 
minds whether the back ends of their 
bodies are really tails or two legs joined 
together. Down the stairs he went. 

I came after him. Vans by lisw had 
the door looking pretty ally , and one 
bash with a massive shoulder crashed 
it open. 

The machinery of the rocket com- 
partment looked all right to me. The 
sea-lion went over it carefully. 

"See any damage?" I asked him. 

He nodded. 

"Is it bad?" 

He nodded again. 

"Wuff, wuff, wuff!" he barked. 

He was trying to talk to me, forget- 
ting that he no longer had a human 
voice and could only bark unintelli- 
gently. 

"Wuff, wuff!" he barked, sadly, real- 
izing this, and led the way upstairs 
once more. Presently he was pointing 
out words on a printed page. 

"Damage delicate machinery precise 
control impossible safe navigation Mar^ 
tian caverns impossible landing Deimos 
best plan effect repairs there return 
later." 

"You mean we shall have to land on 
Deimos?" I asked. 
He nodded. 

"BtrrumpM*' grmW old tfsalor. 
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startled. 

The reason was quite clear. Land- 
ing a space-ship is a most delicate op- 
eration. To try to land on Mars with 
unreliable controls would be suicide. A 
temporary landing on Deimos would be 
ea-sy and safe and the best way out of 
our present troi^gfc. 

I explained to Wimpolo. 

"What a honeymoon!" was all she 
said. 

We set out to "catch" Deimos, one 
of the two tiny worlds that circle Mars 
at such terrific speed. 

gEVERAL days had gone by. We 
were now too far away from Mars 
fof «(ar leeble radio to reach that world. 
Vans, taking a turn at observation with 
the teJesfopes, set the alarm bell ring- 
ing. We all came to the control room 
to see what was wrong. Some new 
danger must be threatening us, or Vans 
would not call us Uke this. 

"It's impossible, impossible!" he was 
saying. "Look therel Do Jou ^ 
what I see?" 

W« si fc^ffit Honest, of all the 
atsurd, ridtculons Slings I've ever seen 
I've never seen anything more abso- 
lutely incredible than what I saw then. 
Winging their way towards us through 
airless space was a flock of extraordi- 
nary birds. Fantastic, nightmare crea- 
tures they were, no two alike. Birds 
and bats and flying dragons, feathery 
wings, leathery wings, transparent bee- 
tle-wings and soft, downy, dusty but- 
terfly wings, every winged cixatuce that 
the Evolution Macbine bad ever pro- 
duced seemed to be out there coming 
to greet us. 

"Surely nothing can live where there 
is no air," I muttered in amazement. 

The sea-lion was pointing to letters 
and words. 

"Not so surprising as you think," he 
iadinte4 


"But how can they breathe?" 

"They don't. Their bodies have 
natural chemical reservoirs of oxygen." 

"But the lack of pressure?" 

"Specially tough skins." 

"How can they fly when there is no 
air for their wings to beat upon?" 

"At will their winp become impervi- 
ous in one direction only to the Ifght 
pressures,cosmic radiations, gravityand 
electric or magnetic radiations of space. 
This creates terrific pressure sending 
their bodies hurtling in any direction 
at enormous speed." 

So now we know the next step in evo- 
lution. It is a creature that can fly 
through space. Feasible ■mm^ ia a 
way, I suppose. But at t«S*ii«e, 
and all of us, bewildered. 

"What shall we do?" Vans asked. 

"Tell them to keep their distance," 
Usulor rapped. He might not under- 
stand what was happening, but he was 
always ready for a fight. So was Vans. 

Our radio began to blare orders. The 
amazing birds came on. I doubt 
whether they had receivers to pick up 

"Talk to them with rays," barked 
Usulor. 

Dissolving rays and death rays 
stabbed out. But, do you know, we did 
not hit one of them. They wheeled, 
banked and whirled so fast that we 
could not turn the aiming mechanism 
quickly enough to catch them. They 
seemed able to sec our rays and ily 
B^nd fte» The aiming lights were 
useless out here, too. 

The nearer the amazing army came 
the more impossible it was to hope to 
hit them. Presently some of them had 
landed on our hull. 

"We're sunk," I muttered to my- 
self, despairingly. 

Vans leaped for a space-suit. I saw 
what he meant to do. He was going 

Pitt to fi^t the spaw-Mrds mtmie,. m 
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the hull. Usulor and I did the same. 

We heard the odd sizzling noise of 
a dissolving ray. The space^birds were 
cutting through our hull. 

"Into a suit," I told Wimpolo. "Our 
air will escape." 

The flamingo and the sea-lion were 
fumbling awkwardly with suits of their 
own. I helped Wimpolo into hers and 
followed Vans and Usulor into the air- 
lock. 

We got out onto the hull'. 
CHAPTER IV 
The Rijtit 

gPACE-BIRDS were all round us. I 
wielded a death-ray, because the 
apparatus was lighter and the beam 
broader. The two Martians had dis- 
solving rays, with heavier apparatus 
producing a beam rather of less diam- 
eter titan a Imi ^eatlL Wk^tfiv&i solid 
matter that beam touched behaved like 
butter touched by a red-hot needle. 
Atomic cohesion neutralized, it turned 
into gas and fluid. 

We could not hit those space-birds. 
I could not hold my beam on one of 
them long enough to do any harm. A 
fraction of a second only was needed, 
but they moved too fast for that. The 
Maiftiffis, witit &eh iKtrs deadly 
weapons but slow, ponderou,s move- 
ments, could not touch a bird at all. 

It was like slashing at mosquitoes 
with a walking-stick. They swooped 
and whirled and made sudden right- 
angle turns. One, I was certain, was 
laughing at me. He would hover for 
a moment right in fiont of me, invit- 
ing me to shoot at him. A fiick of my 
wrist would turn my ray towards him, 
but he would be gone, high over my 
head. 

When they came close they moved so 
fast that my eyes could not follow them 


at all. A crack pitcher can throw a ball 
too fast for an ordinary man to see it. 
And those spacS'tbirds went too fast 
for me. And I, sweating, nearly faint- 
ing with the heat, began to get a feeling 
that I was playing an odd game of 
space baseball, with deathray for bat 
and space-birds for balls. 

We were on the sunward side of the 
ship, and was it hotl I could feel the 
hot metal of the ship burning my feet 
through my magnetic shoes. The sun 
beat up» iis Mi the himk i:«flected 
back'by the perished ttiet^t of the space- 
ship. Walking was awkward. With 
only the feeble grip of the magnetic 
shoes holding on to the hull one care- 
less step would send one's body shoot- 
ing away from the ship into space. 
There would be no getting back. 

We had been standing in a sort of 
triangle protecting each other's backs. 
The space-birds had sto[qped cutting 
throti^ the ship's hOU on our side. 
But on the far side of the hull they 
were busy. We could feel the vibration 
through our feet. 

Vans strode away on his own to at- 
tack them. 

Woops I 

A bird with the head of a goat 
swooped down and butted him in the 
back. Gosh! It was almost funny to 
see the enormous wrestling champion 
go shooting into space, arms and legs 
spread wide like the figure "X". But it 
was not funny when one realized the 
awful slow fate in store for the simple 
but courageous fellow, alone in the 
depths of space. 

Usulor and I stood back to back. 
The vibration had stopped. The space- 
birds were inside the ship. I wondered 
if it would not perhaps be best to go 
back inside ourselves. £ven as I 
thought of it, it was too late. The small 
guiding rockets of the ship began to 
blast. The metal floor under our feet 
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whisked sideways. The ship had been 
thrown into a sudden spin. 

It was like standing in a train when 
the train starts suddenly. We were 
thrown off our feet. But one does not 
fall in. space. We temained suspended, 
looking down at the spinning ship. 

The space-birds, with an samdog 
variety of beai^s and jaws wide open, 
seemed to be laughing at us. 

npHE spin stopped. Then the nose of 
the ship began to go away from us 
while the stern came round. Another 
lype of spin was being started, an end 
over end spin. In technical terms, the 
first spin had been around the. line of 
flight 1^ eA of the second spin was 
at right allies to the line of flight. 

The stern of (he ship hit us, crack! 
Those space-birds were playing baseball 
with us all right. Using the ship as a 
club they had batted us far into space. 

After the first crushing impact every- 
thing seemed oddly peaceful. The ship 
and the space-birds were rushing away 
from me at great speed. The Emperor 
of Mars was shooting eff is aisjther 
direction. I could not see a sign of 
Vans. What had happened to Wimpolo, 
my Martian bride, I had no idea. 

I was alone in space. No water, no 
food, no means of renewing my fast- 
fouling air supply. But there was no 
need to worry about any of those things. 
Very soon none of them would matter. 

The sun blazed blue before me. ¥qu 
have no idea how hot the stmshin* can 
be until you are in space. Tliere is no 
shade out there, not even the smallest 
cloud or the tiniest cooling breeze. 

Before long the temperature of my 
space suit would be so high that life 
would be impossible inside it. 

And all this had happened because I 
had not persuaded Wimp from her 
foolish idea of a space honeymoon. 

It -ma sil my fault. If cfnty 1 had 


backed up my father-in-law. 

I must have gone partly unconscious. 
Stars, sun and Mars looked blurry. I 
thought I saw a spread of white wings 
and ieltthebeakof a flamingo take hold 
of the middle of v^y back. I seemed to 
be being towed through space. Spread- 
ing mim^ between me and the sun 
seemed to cool me. 

Delirium, [ thought. But a glorious 
feeling of peace It "btBtight. I dozed 
off to sleep. 

AXT'HEN the three of us went out of 
the ship to fight the space-birds. 
Princess Wimpolo tried to follow. I 
quickly pushed the door closed. She 

beat on it with hef fists. 

"Let me come," she shouted. "I can 
fight as well as any of you.'' 

"Stay where you are safe," her father 
ordered. 

"Safe?" she snapped. "What do you 
call safe? I'm no safer in here than 
I'd be out there." 

Then the aar whistling out of the air- 
lock made talking difficult. But we 
could hear her metal itlms ^^p^ 
against the door. 

She backed aw.ay from the door, 
fuming. 

"Aren't men fools!" she muttered. 

Then she heard the dissolving ray 
sizzling through the hull of the ship. 
Grabbing her death-ray, she clattered 
down the zig-zag stairs as fast as the 
ffieightlessness of splice would let her. 
"Kie flamingo and the sea-lion had now 
given up trying to get into space suits 
made for men. The bird flapped its 
wings and flew along the central funnel 
of the ship, carrying a death-ray in its 
beak. The sea-lion took a header off 
the landing ^d ffived the length of the 
ship. 

Wimpolo was in doubt as to which 
compartment the noise was coming 
itOWij but the animals segmed to iamti 
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They waited outside a door. She opened 
it and felt a rush uf air whistling out of 
She sWp. 

A weird collerticHi of winged raon- 
Sitosities was swarming through a hole 
in the hull. Two death rays and one 
dissolving ray stabbed into the mass, 
annihilating it in an instant. Others, 
half way in, got out again in a hurry. 

The sea-lion was coughing in distress. 
She thought it had been hit, but it was 
the fall in air-pressure that hurt it. The 
sea-lion waddled out of the door. 

The sizing noise came now from 
another direction. 

"Hell and damnatJonf* Wimpolo 
grunted. "What are those fools doing 
outside? Why can't they stop this?" 

With the flamingo she went to repel 
this second attack. This time there 
were no space-birds inside the ship. 
They had just cut a hole and left it at 
that. Letting all the air out of the ship 
seamed to be their idea. 

The only thing to do was to close that 
compartment against further loss of air. 
Then off to do fhe same wifli the next 
punctured compartment. 

She missed the flamingo suddenly. 
The poor girl must have collapsed from 
lack of air, Wimpolo decided. 

There was a curious green smoke in 
the air. It didn't look quite like the 
gas produced by dissolving rays. The 
inside of her suit smelled funny. Some- 
one must have neglected to see that the 
Srtts were pr<^rly clean. 

The inside of the ship Iw&ed oddly 
blurred. 

"Hell and damnation!" exclaimed 
Princess Wimpolo. 

CHE had realized that the green smoke 
was gas. It was a gas that seeped 
through the rubber joints of her space- 
suit. The space-birds were attacking 
her with a penetrating atomic gas. 
Sus esmH the gas whistling 


through a hole in one of the compart- 
ment doors. The space-birds must be 
in that compartment squirting gas at 
her. She'd show them. 

Lurching awkwardly on drnnken feet 
she played her death-ray on the door. 
It would work through the door almost 
as well as with no door there. But the 
gas still came through. Gas was com- 
ing through other doors now. 

Nearly overcome with gas, she ilung 
open the door. A great surge of gas came 
out at her. There were no space-birds 
here, but a rubbery sheet covered the 
hole in the hull, and through a hote 
in fhe sheet gas came in jets. She tried 
to aim her death-ray, but her fumbling 
hands coudn't find the buttons. The 
box slipped out of her hands and floated 
away. 

She didn't fall, because she was 
weightless. She just passed out on her 
feet. Space-birds swarmed into the ship. 
They seemed to be laughinf aft tea* 
Unable to resist, she felt her arms tied. 
Then the ship spun under her, mak- 
hig her fall and roll. It stopped, and 
spun the other way, end over end. That 
sent her with a heavy bump to the far 
end of the compartment. Luckily her 
suit was of tough Martian make, very 
resistant to violence. An Earth face- 
plate of glass would have shattered. 

Vaguely she was aware that space- 
birds were carrying her, or, ratJ»r, tow- 
ing her through the air. 

She wished she knew What fkey vitv 
laughing at. 

GHAPTeR V 
Dangers of Deimos 

^^LLA the flamingo had not fainted 
for lack of air. Nor had she been 
gassed. She had merely gone out 
through one of the holes on reconnais- 
sance, to have a look round. 
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Lack of air gave her no trouble. She 
too was a space-bird, she discovered. 
She tried making her wings impervious 
in one direction to gravity, light-pres- 
sure and so forth. Woosh! She went 
flying through space so fast it fright- 
ened hei;, 

"Lewks! fm a space-bird!" she 
laughed. "I don't need a ship to take 
me from Mars to Deimos I " 

She looked with pitying condescen- 
sion at the humans fighting their hope- 
less fight against her colleagues, the 
other space-birds. She saw Vans, her 
husband, go shooting into space at the 
impact of a full-blooded charge in the 
tasdt. That annoyed her. She might 
mgal him again one day. Stranger 
£Ht|p]^k^^nd» Besi^j Whowas 
t6 f Jed h«if ««f 

She flew after hftn, sttqjpd his flight, 
put her head against Ws suit and made 
cooing noises. 

"Thanks OUa," he s;ud. "Where is 
the King? And Don?" 

She had seen us batted into space. 
Miles away as the King was, Olla, get- 
ting into- iba- right position, was able 
to pick out the sunli^t reflected from 
his suit. By the time he had been tofwed 
back I had gone so far away that it was 
only with great difficulty that Olla's 
keen eyes were able to pick me out. She 
fetched me back too. 

I awoke from a peaceful dream to 
find myself floating in space, Vans and 
Usulor in their suits beside me and 
Olla spreading her wings over all three 
of us to shade us from the sun. The 
space-birds were busily patching up the 
shq>. We were to sunward of them, and 
consequently practically invisible to 
them against the blackness of space. 
Our suits were connected by telejAone 
wires. Olla had produced from a 
pocket or something she kept tucked 
under a wing a slate she used to com- 
manlcats with Vans. 


"Ill tow you back to Mars," she 
wrote. 

We all three protested. What about 
Wimpolo? 

Olla thought we had better give up 
hope of Wimpolo. Usulor protested 
stoutly. As long as there was any 
diance that she was still alive we would 
not leave her. Vans and t, of course, 
agreed. 

All this while the ship and ourselves 
had been drifting towards Deimos. 
The little world was as prominent as 
Mars in the sky now. The ship was 
clearly still making for Deimos. 

"Ancient Martian history tells of 
colonies on Deimos, of cities, air-plants 
and supplies left intact when the place 
was emmatad," Esolor tol)! us. 
"Many thousands oF years ago, of 
course. But most of it is probably still 
usable." 

"Why was the world evacuated?" I 
asked. 

"Because of radiations, the old books 
say. That might mean cosmic rays, 
or ultra-violet or radium emanations. 
It might mean almost anything." 

We resumed our journey to Deimos, 
tow;ed now by thg wiSiS af th» ggSHfr 
bling Olla. 

"All this trouble over that cat of a 
Princess," she grumbled. But her 
words were only bird twitterings to us. 

^S WE got nearer to Deimos we saw 
that what looked like disks of pale 
green glass were dotted about the sur- 
face of the tiny wotldj sime of them 
miles in diameter. 

"Air ^d temperature traps," Us«5or 
explained. "Former Martian colonies. 
Radiant heat goes in through the glas- 
site readily but seeps out only very 
slowly," 

1 could easily understand that. I 
have grown tomatoes in a hothouse or 
greenhouse. On Deimos men had tried 
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to live in giant greenhouses. Without 
mucli success, it appeared. 
Olla*! slender legs must liave been 

as strong as steel. Gripping Usulor 
and me in the claws of one leg and 
Vans in the other she could apply the 
most terrific acceleration or decelera- 
tion to us. It was uncanny to watch 
her, slender wings stretched wide and 
motionless, a mere effort of volition 
causing the invisible forces of tl(ft aia» 
verse to operate so powerfully at hei- 
bidding. We tried to steep, so as to 
conserve our oxygen' stlppiy, but the ac- 
celeration strain was heavy. And all 
the while those dazzling white wings 
fended off from us the cruel, burning 
heat of the sun. 

After a long, long journey we reached 
Deimos. A desert, uninviting world, 
apart from the hothouse colonies. 
Jagged ,BiBiunitaiw% thla sifs fste »»- 
capsj mo ejffeBslyte seas, sotne sllmted 
vegetation in the valleys. No place 
for a honeymoon. 

Flying in an orbit some fifty miles 
above the surface we saw the space-ship 
resting inside one of the larger "hot- 
houses." 

"Shall we land nearby?" I aslced 
Usolor. 

"Best find a usable hothouse about 
a hundred miles away, if we can. No 
troable lo come closer in this light 
gravity." 

The gravity of Deimos is very slight 
indeed. I believe Vans could have 
stood on its surface and thrown a stone 
so hard that it would never come down 
at all. 

Most of the hothouses were barren 
and empty. Classite covers had be- 
come cracked or chipped from various 
causes^ letting the air out. So«;e were 
a riot of giant mildew and fungi. Others 
a profusion of tropical vegetation, giant 
tree-ferns, trailing vines and gorgeous 
fiowersmaBy yards across. Everything 


was on an enormous sc&ie, due to the 
light gravity I supposet 

"Air in some of these Must bs fatil 
and poisonous," Usulor reflected. "We 
can judge the quality of the air only 
by the vegetation growing within. All 
our instruments are on the ship. Which 
of these hot spots would you consider 
the most wbalesroe-ioofctog. Prince 
Don?" 

I selected one full of tree-ferns. I 
chose it because I saw ripples made by 
some swimming creature in the water 
and suiall iMwsSB nmvlEg mux^ fte 
tall grass. Where other animals could 
live, I argued, so could we. The others 
agreed. 

We hunted for an air-lock. We found 
one at last. It had ten successive com- 
partments before the dome itself was 
reached. Those ancient Martian colo- 
i9j^,lrad;taniMfty.«gf,ul, ISecessary, 
1 suppose. 

And the air inside was good, An 
excellent drop of air. Ozone-laden, 
free of carbon- dioxide and flavored 
with flower perfumes and pollen. It 
only wanted a salt-sea tang to malte it 
perfect. 

If you want to know what I mean by 
an excellent drop of air, try breathing 
siHne after hours and hours in one of the 
stinking, cramped ovens they call ppace- 

'.'Suits.' 

Honest, I've never tasted a better 
drop of air. 

■^^E felt cheerful at once, light- 
hearted and even partly light- 
headed. I remember offering to carry 
Vans round the perimeter of the hot- 
house. I did lift him off the ground. 
Which, remembering that Vans would 
have registered more than a ton on the 
scales on Earth, shows how very light 
Deimos gravity is. V^ans offered to 
throw me "clean off the globe," so that 
OUa would have to fetch me back. 
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"And crack the glassite dome and let 
the air out," Usulor put in. "Ha, ha, 
ha!" he roared, throwing up stones so 
that they rang noisily a^inst th« dome 
so high above. 

Then we all tried seeing how high 
we could jump. Vans and the King 
looked so ungatBly, jumping, tlwt I 
roared with laughter, tod s6 AM fliey. 
And the raucous shrieks ol merriment 
from the flamingo sounded above us 
all. 

Vans went for a swim in the pool, 
and came ashore with a big blue swell- 
ing where some poisonous creature in 
the water had stung him. We looked 
at it asd roared with laughter, and » 
m he. 

Then we all went to sleep. , . . 
"Ho, ho, ho!" 

Van's mighty roar of laughter woke 
me up. He was standing before me 
stark naked, and laughing. I jumped 
to my feet, forgetting the Ught gravity, 
and soared high in the air before I came 
down in. the Jwawhes of a Ww-fetn, 

I tooted «fcw», and toaned wlft 
laughter sig^ 

The Emperor at Mars was stark 
naked, too. And when I looked at the 
flamingo, so was she. She appeared 
to have been plucked. Not a vestige of 
feather remained on her. 

Then I found that I was naked, too. 
Not only that, but all the hair of my 
head was gone. I was bald, and so were 
Vaa^ 8J)d Usular. 

■"Some ctettiJcal in tile air d&Solsretf 
sway our clothes and hair and her 
feathers," chuckled Usulor, tears of 
merriment running from his eyes. 

I looked for our space-suits. They 
too had been attacked. All cloth, rub- 
ber, fur or leather parts were gone. 
Only the helmets remained usable. 

iooklag closely, I found thai tiny 
beetles, were devouring remnants of th«" 
leather parts of the suits. The green 


dome was full of tiny insects that de- 
voured all dead animal and vegetable 
matter. Now I knew why not a single 
dead leaf or branch was to be seen 
amongst all this tropical vegetation. 
Lucky for us it was that they left all 
living substances alone. CHli«wlse we 
might have beeq. eatoi alive while we 
lay in the dru^^d sleep produced by 
the chemicals of radioactive Deimos. 

We had had nothing to eat for a long 
while. It did not seem to matter. Our 
drugged brains did not know we were 
hungry. Everything seemed a huge 
jefee. 

I suppose we would have laughed 
until we died 11 ttet wtive cariosity 
of mine had not wrfce up. That in- 
quisitiveness that used once upon a 
time to get me into so much trouble 
saved all four of us. 

JT happened like this. I found a metal 
door almost hidden by the tropical 
vegetation. And, of course, I fiddled 
with handles and locks until I got it 
iopen. Atidj of course, I went in, found 
myself iij a law metal building. Ismm. 
nearly covered the wmdows, so 1 put 
the light on. I saw more handles to 
fiddle with, and I fiddled. 

Presently I heard a hiss, and I was 
very amused. 

This building happened to be the air- 
making plant of this particular dome. 
The actual air-making machinery had 
hem mostly siaCea as^ Joi^ hfiw, 
hat It Isaj^insd tot there was a store 
of air in metal eonlainsrs trader pres- 
sure. This was what 1 had tapped. 
It might just as easily have been s£>me^ 
thing poisonous. 

The building filled with clean air. 
The drug-laden air of the dome went 
out through the cracks. I sat and 
lattghpd, and slowly sanity came back 
to me. 

Wliat was I laughing at? I found I 
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did not know. I discovered that I was 
extremely hungry, parched with thirst 
and stung all over by a million vicious 
inseets.-^d, worst of all, I didn't know 
what had happened lo Wimpolo, my 
Martian bride. 

The realisation of the true position 
was so bitter that I almost went out to 
bury myself in that drugged oblivion 
again. 

What was I to do? ' 

I tried to think. 

I had to get Vans and the other two 
in here to get the drug out of their 
brains too. Tteit mmai H^pMfe^ iHf 
self to the p^KMiMui^r ^#iv 

**Vatts}* I crttd, mgfefltly. ♦We are 

all drugged. Poisoned! Come with 
mel I'll get you right again." 

"What is the little Earthling talk- 
ing about?" rumbled Vans, laughing. 
And grabbed at my bare shoulder to 
throw me in the air, starting some 
ridiculous game again. 

X felt the drug getting hold of mc 
again. It was useless trying to get 
those gigantic Martians into the air 
chamber by force. Dodging Vans, I 
ran back. 

He did not try to follow. 

What was I to do? 

Trying to persuade them was use- 
less. I shouted to them, but nothing 
seemed to make them understand. All 
they could understand were silly games 
and jpranlra^ (Mf s^m^ t^e^ 
some new •^aae cotildl interest thsm. 

Was that the way? It was worth 
trying. 

I begaa to roar with forced laughter. 

"Ha, ha, ha! This is funny! Oh, 
come in here. You never saw anything 
so funny in your life! Come and see 
my new game! Ha, ha, ha!" 

It was hard work. But presently 
1 got Vans interest, Hs strolled 
ov#r. 


"Where! What's this game, Earth- 
ling?" 

"In here. Come inside and I'll show 
you." 

He came in, sniffing as he detected 
the difference in the a^r. 

"Where ? lii'hat is it ?" he danffl^rtj 
all eagerness. 

"There!" I pointed at the A-tep, 
"Put your head there." 

He did . I shot a j'et of dean air right 
in his face. 

He roared with pretended anger, and 
tried to catch me. I dodged him. 

Presently he came more slowly. The 
silly grin faded off his face. A look 
of puzzlement came into it. 

The drug was being worked out of 
his system. 

"What has been haf^jening, Don?" 
he asked. 

"The air of this dome is poisonous," 
I said. "Get King Usulor in here." 

"Y^'ANS dashed out, picked up the 
lesser giant in his arms and carried 
him 6i. Usulor struggled, but Vans 
slapped his face as one might sl^ a 
naughty child. He nearly knocked the 
King out. Vans does not realize his 
own strength. 

The question of the flamingo worried 
me, but, seeing us all in this metal 
building she presently followed of her 
own accord. 

Presently we were all sitting very so- 
ber^ k>okk^ St other and wonder- 
iiig what to do next. 

"How much more air is there in those 
tanks?" 

"Not much," 

"Then we'll lave to gel out of this 

dome." 

"We need spaee SBttf far that. Ottis 
are done for." 

"Not completely. The hdiBttS Sfe 
all right, I think." 

'•Get what's left of them, and well 
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see what can be done." 

Vans dashed out and got iTmih The 
helmets were all right. 

By wrapping a lot of large leaves 
bound with creepers round our necks 
the helmets could be Hmd« to supply air 
for perhaps fifteen tnlputes. Under 
Ddmos qradfiion* of ieebte gra-vity om 
could go a long way In fifteen intautes. 

"Our bodies wolid be exposed to very 
thin air, almost amotmtmg to a vacu- 
um," I said. 

"I understand," Usulor said, "that 
perfectly healthy bodies can withstand 
exposure to a vacuum much better than 
is commonly supposed. At any rate, we 
havt no choice, We ha»E to take a 
chance;." 

"And out feet on the rocks," I said. 
"Those stones may be either frigidly 
cold or at furnace heat." 

"We shall . have to wrap our feet 
round and round with big leaves." 

"Seems to me it would be best to 
wrap our entire bodies with leaves until 
we lo(& like Egyptian mutninies," I 
said. 

They did not know what E^ptjtn 
mummies werg, hjt they unttetocd. 
what I memit. In a series of quick- 
dasto, Wada«g tsdt IJTeiti, the tw 
gafliered huge sujjpHes of leaves and 
creepers. We began to swathe our- 
selves. 

"Where shall we go?" 

Vans suggested a nearby dome. 

"Looks to me as though there is no 
air in it," Usulor said. 

"That one, then." 

"Pan af fungus," I said, "Doesot 
lo«% wWesome to roe." 
'"Kts stiout th»t mei" 
"Ymhl Bung full of snakes mi 

cats." 

T^'HERE wasn't an attractive-looking 
dome in sight. We had to make up 
our mittds heforejiaiid atid go straight 


to our objective. Once outside there 
would be no time to waste. 

"What about Olla?" I suggested. 
"She can withstand exposure to an air- 
less vacuum. Let her pick out a nice 
dome fear us and lead us there." 

The flamingo was willing. Unable 
Baw to fly, Ae raced over the rocks on 
her long legs. Presently she was back, 
flapping her featherless wings and beck- 
oning with one leg. ' 

Three figures wrapped head to foot in 
leaves came out of the lock and ran in a 
series of long leaps across the surface of 
almost airless Deimos. With each step 
we went about forty feet, came down 
slowly, kicked vigorously haetewaMlS, 
with both feet, soared again. 

With great exertion we reached Olls'l 
dome. She had chosen well. There *SS 
not much vegetation. The air was not 
too rich in oxygen and had rather a lot 
of carbon-dioxide. Rather like a stuffy 
room. It made one feel tired. But it 
was safer like that. There was less 
likely to be dangerous animal life in 
such an atmosphere. 

Ib, anothei way -weWae Jest i» tSf/», 
The mm set. Ateiptly, it was 

dark. 

"IJofl ! " cafled rsns. "See that light 
over there? It does not look like a star 
to me." 

I looked, and felt a thump at the 
heart. 

"No, Vans. It is the light in the air- 
plant of the first dome. We forgot to 
put it out." 

m mom up Wi«a^ J» Hut Mtk. 

lit the daylight it seemed to be com- 
pletely obscured by the vegetation. 
Now, it shows up like a searchlight. If 
any space-birds are about they will be 
certain to see it." 

"It must be put out. Send Olla." 

Olla, good bird, went without a word 
of complaint. We could see many more 
li^ts now. 
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"Looks bad," I said. 

Vim jpuoted glcKW%j 

Presently Olta catnii back. Without 
surprise we read the report she wrote on 
her slate. The light of Mars, in the sky, 
was just enough to enable us to read her 
large writing. 

She had been unable to get near our 
former dome. Space-birds were all 
around it. They did not go in, but 
shone searchlights into it Inaa space. 
Others were going from dome to dome, 
eXttj'aUBg each one with seareSKghts, 
Hresently they would reach ns. 

Now we wished that OUa had not 
chosen the dome so carefully. She had 
picked out a dome with little vegeta- 
tion. It was safer for several reasons. 
But now we wished she hadn't. There 
was nowhere to hide. 

"In the water," said Vans. 

It was an idea. I had often heard of 
men hiding in water, lying cm their 
backs with just theii nostrib and 
mouths atme the smrfece, Uuf Msx- 
tians and 011a, able to hold thefr breath 
for a very long time, conld go right 
under. 

As the searchlights came near we slid 
into the clammy, slimy water. There 
was a coat of scum to it aad the bottom 
was soft mud. 

Searchlights played aronnd the dome. 
My eyes, nose and mouth "were fall o{ 
ssuin. My head was sKpping under the 
surface. I tried to raise myself, Bat 
could not. 

I was sinking into the soft mud at the 
bottom of the little pool. Already my 
arms and legs were deeply embedded. 
I could not move them. I could not 
free myself. 

Waves disturbed the water. Slight at 
Sm, they incrmsed. I gawed that 
Vans and Usulor vw* tragped the same 
as I was. There didn't seem to be so 
many searchlights turn. Or perh^js X 
could not see them so well for the scum. 


I got a mouthful of foul water. 

A rounded grey boulder, so different 
from the Jagged rocks of Deiaws, reared 
itself up slowly out of tha w»t«r attt 
gazed at me with sad eyes. 

Or was it a sea-hon? 

CHAPTER VI 
Wimpolo's Escape 

pRINCESS WIMPOLO gradually 
gatm V> ItftMlf on an acceleratioa- 
resisting couch. Her space-suit taaJ 
been taken away. A notice on the floor 
said, "Do not open. No g!r outsrfB." 

She pulled a plug out of a ventilation 
hole. An instant whistling of air out of 
the room told her that the notice spoke 
truthfully. She replaced the plug has- 
tily. 

lies she noticed the glass panel in 
the dme. A parrot-like face was there, 
lao^iiBg soniKilsssljr at |m». 

Somehow, Wrmpolo cotila not get 
used to the space-birds. The sighl ol 
their weird animal faces close up gaw 
her a shock every time. 

The parrot-like face moved away, or 
was pushed away, and bear-like face 
took its place. That, in turn, was 
pushed away by a creature with the 
head of a horse. And all were laughing. 

A whole crowd of space-birds w*s in 
the corridor outsidBj jostling; wie an- 
other out of the way to gape and "laugh 
at her. 

It must have been tough on Wimpolo, 
who is a good girl so long as she gets 
her own way. All these creatures were 
making fun of her, and she couldn't get 
at them. She says she boiled with rage. 
I quite believe it. In the end she tried 
sitting with her back to them. Frequent 
peeps, into her hand-mirror, pretending 
to put her nos« or .?h»te t9 tiihts, toM 
her that the mocking space-birds were 
still there. Wimpolo was qoite accus- 
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tomed to gaping crowds, but not under 
these circumstances. And all these 
space-birds had been criminals in the 
jails before her father tried the S"W>Iu- 
tion Machine on them. 

Princess Wimpolo is the bravest girl 
I have ever known. But this got her 
down. The poor girl was very worried 
as to what had happened to her dad and 
Vans and me. But she would not dream 
of asking those space-birds. 

After an hour or so she discovered 
that the corridor was empty. Then she 
heard a voice, curiously squeaky. It 
was not a normal voice, but sounded 
more like a space-bird whose mouth and 
throat were still capable of human 
speech. There were some, particularly 
among the parrot-like creatures, who 
could talk' fluently. 

"te^ea 88d gentlemen, we bring you 
tiie fittest entertainment since we made 
our home on Oeimos. Princess Wim- 
polo, daughter of the man who threw us 
into noisesome jails and who changed us 
into our present forms for his idle 
amunsement, is, as you all know, a pris- 
oner aboard this vessel. We show you 
her shut in her compartment. Some of 
you are watching her through the trans- 
parent panel in the door, but only one 
at a time can see her that way. She has 
turned her back on them. She doesn't 
know that we have three movie cameras 
trained on her through holes in the wall. 
Watch her! See the proud tossing of 
her chin. See her biting her lips. See 
the tears in her eyes that she tries in 
vain to hide. This is the ^estest enter- 
tainment. . . 

^tX;'HENherlsmpefc«fed'a8*ffibit 
she wondered how it was she was 
able to hear the words. The ship must 
be full of air again. She pulled out a 
plug. No sound of whistling air came 
to her. She passed her hand over the 
hole. No marked curtent of air could 


she feel. Air pressure outside was equal 
to that inside. 

In a moment she moved furniture to 
cover up the three spy-holes of the cam- 
eras, busted open the door by hurling 
her half ton of beef a^inat it Until It 
broke, and went out. 

Yes, Wimp is a hefty girl. When she 
moves she moves. 

She had made rather a lot of noise. 
She heard space-birds cmnfng. She 
dashed along the corridor and into an- 
other door. 

Space-birds rushed along the corri- 
dor. She heard their cries of surprise 
at the broken door. She heard them be- 
gin to search for her. 

She had to think quickly. No good 
hideout was near. I doubt if she looked 
for one. To a Martian, accustomed to 
living in everlasting night, th* fijSt idea 
in that sort of jam is always to put out 
the h'ght. In a moment she had put 
out the lighting system of the ship. 
Pulling a light-bulb with one hand she 
dabbed a well-moistened finger of the 
other hand on the naked terminals. The 
lights fused at once. She Kjs her fin- 
ger was not hurt. 

The side of the ship away from the 
sun was in darkness, apart from a pale 
glimmer from stars, Mars and Deimos. 
Wimpolo went boldly along the corri- 
dor. 

She had gone some way when the 
lights suddenly came on again. The 
only space-bird near was a stork-like 
creature. It gaped at her in amazement. 

Wimpolo grabbed it at once, one hand 
gripping its beak so that it couldn't 
Siato *,:*|Hawk, MKi the other trying to 
hold Hs wings. 

"Be good and I won't hurt you," 
Wimpolo panted. 

The stork was quiet. 

Wimpolo hustled it into a nearby 
small compartment. The stork pro- 
duced a.slate and began to write. 
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"I am only a poor girl," it wrote, in 
ungrammatical Martian, ''I never stole 
the money. And my dad was dying and 
needed expensive treatment to save 
bim. And they put me in jail. Then 
the King made me into one of these 
winged things that don't have to 
breathe." 

"Poor tiling," Wimpolo sympathized. 
"I'll see that you are pardoned as soon 
as I can manage to get back." 

"What do you want me to do?" 

"Take me to my room, whe® ffl|f 
wardrobe is. Have you seen it?" 

"Oooh! Not half] All fuis and 
feather hats and dresses." 

"Can yon get me there?" 

"Oh no I I ctfuiati't!" She seemed 
frightened. 

"Yes you can. If I took everything 
off, and then rode on your back, nestling 
well down into your feathers, you could 
fly me there without my being seen." 

"Oh I coulds'tl Tarbass wtwM have 
me plucked." 

"Who is Tarbuss?" 

"Hiebimofusspace-Mrds. TSefty- 
ing boiisei" 

Win^Io remembered suddenly. Le- 
MW Ifctbuss had been a brigand and 
Bi*St dangerous criminal. So now he 
was the "big shot" among the space- 
birds. She should have foreseen it. 
But it made things look bad. 

'T->HREATENING to wring the 
stork's slender neck, Wimpolo bul- 
lied it into agreeing to carry her. Wim- 
polo had judged right, The space- 
Birds were of aft shapes, kinds and sizes. 
What showed of Wimpolo's pink flesh 
among the stork's feathers was not no- 
ticed in the stork's rapid flight to Wim- 
polo's room. Wimpolo dashed into her 
wardrobe. 

Furs and feathers of all kinds were 
here. How could she wrap herself in 
tiiesm so a$ ti) pass WAOg the space- 


birds as one of themselves? 

There was a loud noise outside. Loud 
squawks and a beating of wings. She 
pushed the door open and looked out. 

The treacherous stork was calling to 
the other space-birds telling them where 
Princess Wirttp(3o Vas hidden. 

The only heavy objects handy were 
two magnetic boots. Wimpolo picked 
them up and threw them hard. One 
crashed into the far wall, but the other 
hit the stork at the base of the neck, 
making her turn somersaults in the air. 

Wimpolo set herself hastily at the job 
of disguising herself as a space-bird. A 
tigerskin provided two furry legs. 
Pulled oyer her mm le^ like steekinis, 
they made her legs look like a tiger's 
legs, as long as they did not fall off. An- 
other skin round her shoulders gave 
her the front legs of a bear to cover her 
arms. A headdress of feathers, pur- 
posely disarranged so as to hide most of 
her face, a feathery cape, that could be 
held out in her arm to represent wings, 
there! that was the best she could do. 
At aS events, she looked weird enough, 
.in her lull-length mirror. She grabbed 
a handful of fa.sfeners, in case anything 
fell off, and dashed out. 

The stork was sitting on the floor, 
holding her neck and squawking. Sev- 
eral space-birds were round her, trying 
to find out what was the matter. Luck- 
ily she could not talk to them, only 
squawk and point. Until she calmed her 
silly head enough to write on a slate she 
would not be able to tell them where 
Wimpolo bad gone. Wimpolo hurried 
away. It was awkward without mag- 
netic shoes, but there was a very light 
gravity just holding her to the iloor. 

"^Vhere are you going ? What do you 
think you're doing? Why don't you 
fly?" rasped a hoarse voice suddenly. 

Startled, she nearly answered. That 
would have given her away. She saw 
that the weaker was one of the imrrot- 
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headed freaks who could still produce 
reasonable imitations of human voices. 

Wimpolo fluttered her "wings," not 
daring to make a noise with her mouth. 

"Write on your slate ! Why can't you 
write on your slate, you silly owl?" 
rasped the "parrot." 

Wimpolo fluttered some more. 

"What's the Blatter new? Imt your 
slate?" 

Wimpolo nodded. 

"You silly, useless, careless owl! 
You ought to be plucked! Do you hear 
me? You ought to be plucked I Here, 
take my slate/' 

■XX^IMPOLO, awkvrardly because of 
the bearskin in the way of her fin- 
gers, wrote, "iVe tart my wings." 

"Haaak!" squawked the parrot. 
"Another accident! Nothing but acci- 
dents ! Collisions, collisions, collisions ! 
Sheer carelessness I call it! I'd pluck 
every one of them! Wheeeeeeeee! " 

The parrot suddenly produced a 
whistle from somewhere and blew on it. 
Two powerful space-birds appeared. 

"Take this silly owl to the casualty 
ward," ordered tie parrot. ".And tell 
the doctor I recommend her to he 
plucked." 

They picked her up and carried her. 

Wimpolo, whose heart had been 
thumping painfully, breathed more 
easily. Her disguise had deceived the 
parrot. That meant it must be pretty 
good. 

She found herself in the largest com- 
partment of the space-ship. It had been 
fitted up as an emergency hospital. 
Several injured space-birds were waiting 
for attention. Their powers of very 
rapid movement, as well as the sudden 
acceleration of the space-ship, apparent- 
ly caused many accidents. 

Wimpolo was given her choice of sit- 
ting on a perch or on the floor. A few 
moments later a stork was brou^t in, a 


stork who had an injured neck and was 
making a lot of fuss about it. 

"Injury caused by a metal boot," an- 
nounced a parrot-headed attendant to a 
space-bird who sat at a table writing. 
"Saols stated to have been thrown by 
the escaped girl, Trince.ss Wimpolo." 

At once there were squawks of syna<- 
pathy and clustering of mKbernecte 
around the stork; Wimpolo took ad- 
vantage of the excitement to slip out of 
another door. 

The rockets had been silent for some 
while, yet there was a light gravity pull. 
That could mean only one thing, the 
space-ship had landed on Deimos. 

She went into a small air-lock and let 
herself out. Overhead was a green glass 
roof and before her a litSi twn oi itewe 
and forick houses, mosily in ruin bnl 
some of it still in use. The grouvd was 
about two hundred feet below h6R 

She jumped lightly down. 

CHAPTER VII 
Birds, Beeiles and Bqmmelsnieth 

VYTHILE my bride was behaving in 
this lively fa^on we three men of 
the party had got ourselves hopelessly 

stuck in the mud in one of the smaller 
air-traps of Deimos. Searchlights of the 
watching space-birds shone down 
through glassite dome. They found 
me, and one beam shone full on me, 
dazzling. But no space-birds came to 
the airlock. I realized that the space- 
birds intended to watch me, and all of 
us, drown in the mud and water. 

The water splashed -ivith the struggles 
of ¥afts and Ifsulor, *ho, like me, Were 
trying to free themselves of the clutch- 
ing mud. Then I felt a big mouth, full 
of teeth, close over the toes of my left 
foot. Some water creature had got hold 
of me, crocodile, snake or big fish. I 
could not eve^ snatch my tMst ajay^ as 
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the heel was deeply embedded. 

But my toes were not bitten off. In- 
stead the creature, whatever it was, gen- 
tly tugged my foot out of the mud. 
Then it freed the other one. Then a 
steady puU, and I was slowly tugged 
free of the mud, out into deep water. 

The creature, whatever it was, towed 
me across the little pool to a shingle 
beach on the other side. When I felt 
firm bottom and was released I scram- 
bled to my feet. 

I owed my rescue to a big sea-lion. 
Bommelsmeth! He had turned up in 
the most unlikely place at the very mo- 
ment when he was most needed. 

The sea-lion looked at me, gave * 
batfe of satisfaction, winted broadly, 
and lumbered back into deeper water. 
A minute or two later he towed Usulor 
ashore, and then Vans. Giving us all a 
bark of greeting and a broad wink, he 
splashed into deep water and dived. 

' What's he winking at?" Vans askefl 
me. 

"Pleased with himself at rescuing 
us frcMia Efrrtain death," I suggested. 
"Or amused to find us all naked, fiai- 
mingo and all." 

"He meant more than that," Vans 
insisted. "But, not being a man now, 
he can't speak as you or I would. He's 
got some surprise for us." 

Vans walked thoughtfully round the 
pool and bent down a small tree until 
the flamingo was able to grip it in her 
beak and pull herself free. 

Meanwhile tte iqiace-lnrds were 
crowding in through the airlock. There 
were dozens of thm, arid every fifth 
one carried a searchlight. Vms picked 
up a large stone and threw it. 

The space-birds dodged. 

With the terrific force of Vans' throw 
and the slight gravity of Deimos the 
heavy stone crashed into the roof of 
the dome. Throwing things about is 
dangerous where pawity is slight. 


Weight is reduced but inertia remains 
the same. Instead of falling the mis- 
sile goes on and on, and it hits just as 
hard. The roof broke, with a tinkle oi 
falling glassite. 

A raucous parrot screamed out at 
us. If was the first tftie we had known 
that any of the space-birds could talk. 

"Ha, ha, ha! Look what you've 
donel You've let the air out of the 
doiiw!*' 

CPACE-BIRDS wheeled around us, 
laughing. We looked for stones 
to throw at them. There were very 
few stones about. One of the creatures 
swept low and screamed in iny face. 
While I was trying to defendf myself 
from the ferocious peck or the arm- 
breaking wing blow I expected another 
swooped behind me, seized my ankle in 
his claws and lifted me off the ground, 
Upsidedown I was carried over the 
pool and dropped into deep water. 

"That's the idea," screamed the 
parrot-head. "Wash theml We can't 
take them belore Tarbusa m, that 
muddy state! " 

Vans and. Usulor were dropped in 
be.'ide me, followed by the flamingo. 

■ I ll wring alt your necks,'' Vans was 
sputtering. 

"It's no use, Vans," Usulor said. "I 
know when I'm beaten. With no death- 
ray to defend myself with I'll fight with 
a sword, or even with sticks and stones, 
but when I haven't even a p»t irfsacfc^ 
then 1 give in." 

"How would you like to be left 
here?" squawked the parrot-head. 
"Air is whistling out. In about fifteen 
mmutes you would all die of lack of 
air. If we save you will you promise 
to make no attempt to escape?" 

We all promised, Vans in a most 
sullen manner, and were picked out of 
the pool. We were taken into the ait- 
lock, where presently clothes and space- 
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suits were brought to us. It was good 
to be dressed again, aMwttghtMB bodies 
were still dampish. 

"These arc off our ship," Usulor de- 
dared "That means that the ship is 
on Deimos." 

TT»e mm iSia ieA octtniW to me. 

"Where is WiiBpolo|" I demanded 
of the patrot-hea:d. 

"Attempted to escape in space," 
rasped the parrot-head. 

"How? Why? Tell me what hap- 
pened!" I demanded. 

"If any of the four opens a mouth 
egain," oirdewd the pftrtotJw^, "teach 
ihetaimowts, ra«y«e»<«.fe«petoi', 
wretfliug iCbaj^toa and Prince Consort 
vsfifle they are on Deimos. They are 
three criminals charged with vile crimes 
and about to pay the penalty." 

"Look here," Usulor said. "If you 
will return us to Mars I will have you 
all pardoned, set my scientists seeking 
ways of changing yon back to yow 
original forms and meanwhile have you 
€^e<l lor in well--aKriin*Ed amsxim." 

"Silence him!" screeched the putai- 
head. 

A powerful wing struck the Empwor 
of Mars a heavy blow on the legs. 

Then we were all carried on the backs 
of space-birds. The flamingo, of course, 
didn't need a spacesuit but wore one 
of Wimpolo's fur coats round her 
fcatherless iom. 

\ 

had ^mm mi vmtA not to try 
to escapfe, but that didrft mean 
umii. It was all we could do to hang 
SB" to the slithery backs of the space- 
birds as they wheeled and zoomed. 
Showing off I think. With the almost 
unlimited powers of the universe at 
their beck and call by a mere eifort of 
volition they could stop and start, turn, 
or stall in a manner that would make 
a taxi-driver of Paris green with envy, 
lor all om teldiBf m we mtm ssmml 


times shot over the heads or tails of 
our steeds, to be picked up by other 
space-birds. All to the accompaniment 
»f heaWy kit siteat lau^tW, Beraase 
of course there was no sound out here 
in airless space. 

It was our turn to laugh when two 
of them collided with a wing-shattering 
crash. 

Dizzily we swooped down on the lar- 
gest dome of Deimos. It was miles 
across, tremendously thick, and di- 
vided into many separate compartments 
by transparent walls crossing it. In 
Jhe evmt «i da^sfe to tte .d«B# above 
9II ttoots fato tte damaged compart- 
mettts would antomatically close, pre- 
venting loss of air from other compart- 
ments. There was a fairly large city 
here, partly in ruins. Many of the 
buildings were now being used by the 
space-birds, particularly one building 
originally intended, aparently, as a 
palace. Martian architecture runs to 
palaces a lot, with rounded domes, 
curved, toiled msi mfm" 
aecked cohimns. Tm no archttect, but 
light gravity permits of a playinj? ahont 
with architectural forms that would be 
quite impossible on Earth.* 

Into the big palace we were taken. 
It was very comfortably furnished, al- 
though on a plan long ago out-moded 
on Mars. In the vast hall space-birds 
of various forms tested on perches, in 
stalls, on cushions or in whatever man- 
•aer was best suited to their particular 

* Here, with practically no gravity at all, that 
tendency had gone to extremes. Imagine the carvwj 
neck of a swan in repose, and, resting on the wry 
tip of the beak, a house. Imagine a very lavish 
use of bright paints and pigments in a dust-frafl, 
windless, rainless atmosphere. Imagine a huga 
statue of a fisherman gazing in amazement at an 
ornate house that nests on his protruding tongue. 
Imagine houses perched dizzily thousands of feet 
in the air. With no stairs or ladders, because a 
light .spring will carry you right up to them. And 
warnings everywhere against throwing stones or 
other heavy objects. "Remember! One thrown 
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forms. There was even a large swim- 
ming pool in the middle of the floor, 
with swimming birds such as swans on 
it and storks standing on one leg. 

And on the big throne a winged horse 
sat -^i^ crossed legs and rnvmsted hay 
thaS; sn attendant space-bird handeii 
him. He tfit not stop eating when we 
entered. 

Our spacesuits were taken off us. 

"Lemor Tarbuss," announced Usulor, 
"I, Emperor and Overlord of Mars, 
offer you and your people a free par- 
don and good homes on Mars until 
SBEh time — " 

"Speak when you are spoken to," 
sq(«wk«d* psrrotleaA Awii^stnick 
Usotor^ tliCghs, sHngbgly. 

Lemor Tarbuss, or the winged horse, 
went on eating. At last he finished, 
took a long drink out of a golden 
bucket, offered his muzzle to an at- 
tendant for his mustache to be wiped, 
began to smoke an enormous cigar and 
allowed his mocking gaze to rest on 
us. Then he began a series of swift 
whinnyings and neighings. all without 
taking the agar put ,of his mouth. 

"HJg Majesty," declared a parrot- 
head, rather a moth-eaten parrothead 
who appeared to be moulting, "says 
that you may be Emperor and Overlord 
of Mars, but he is Emperor of Deimos. 
Your absurd offers do not interest him 
nor any of us, because he is in a posi- 
tion to take everything you can offer 
him without yWf MJpt Jte on Dei- 
mos, although "PaTfiuss Is our Emperor, 
we have a system of democracy. You 
are accused of confining us all to noise- 
some jails in Mars for trivial offenses 
and often on false accusations. You 
are accused of depriving us of our hu- 
man forms and turning us into the 
freaks we are, to suffer and die, as you 
thought, cut off front humanity, fteate, 
pariahs, outcasts and monsters." 

"I'm wiUittg to do what I can ta put 


that right," declared Usulor, unbend- 
ing, pSBUiiy. 

"^HE moulting parrothead flapped fa; 

wings vigorously. A shower li 
ttptJiera flew out ieaviBg it mors BwtS- 

0Se£ was JWwed with feathers erf 
all sorts, i^earfy- all these space-birds 
were moulting. 

"We are not interested in your 
offers," the parrothead interpreted the 
neighings and whinneyings of Tarbuss. 
"We are going to give you a dose of 
your own medicine. We are going to 
subject all four of you to the Evolu- 
tion Machine and mate of ^ou ffjtir 
of the weirdest freaks ever imagined.'" 

"This is no justice ! " I cried. "We've 
had no trial." 

"What justice did we have? Ask 
him!" Tarbuss pointed with one hoof 
at Usulor. "But you shall have a trial, 
right now. My space-birds, all of you! 
You have heard the evidence. I con- 
stitute you all jurymen. If it is your 
opinion that the prisoners are guilty 

A baWfle of squawkftlg, Irootiftg and 
whistling filled the air. 

"If any of you dares to hold the 
opinion that they are not guilty let him 
say so and share their fate. Who sEfl 
the prisoners are not guilty?" 

Naturally, there was silence. 

"There you are! *rhat is at least 
as fair a trial as most of us had. SeiM. 
them, my birds! Carry out (he sen- 
tence ! " 

Space-birds began to run towards ns 
in a flurry of flying feathers. 

"Dad! Dad! Don! Vans!" 

It was the voice of Princess Wimpolo. 
It came from the nearest space-bird. 
This space-bird had the hind legs of a 
tiger, the front legs of * bear and bead 
and wings of ostrich featherav Muci 
of this disguise was falling off as Slie 
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ign, revealing the face and form of 
jay gigantic but darling bride. 

"TaJie these!" she cried. 

From her hands we snatched four 
deathray boxes. Then we faced the 
swarming space-birds back to back, 
Wimpolo in the middle. 

Tarbuss dived backwards off his 
thr«ie., 

"Fools," came tihe Vmoe of the par- 
rofiissd. "Taou#( rem tm carry five 
deathteys a huiidred rays unseen to 
you are covering you. Fire my birds, 
fire!" 

All our five rays clicked on at once 
and swept round. 
And, you know, nothing happened. 

TT was an awful, sickening moment. 

I swept my deadly ray ojw a pnup 
of space-birds standing .M^mfess, 
wings outspread, tcyiag to ffr hit ap- 
parently IftiaMe to. Not one of thein 
was affected. The terrible ray had 
let me down. 

I looked inside, and saw why. The 
inside of the box was in a state of 
ruin. Rubber insulators were gone, all 
wooden, cloth or rubber parts gone, 
crumbled away to powder. 

I threw it down. 

But aeither had the dealhraj^ of the 
sfMtEe^Sida harmed us. 

"Seizfe them by hand," yelled the 
parrothead. "Your rays &m usetess, 
but so are theirs! SBi!» them! Carry 
out the sentence!" 

"I wouldn't advise you to," an- 
nounced a deep, icy voice. 

Bommelsmeth had just walked into 
the hall. Not Bommelsmeth the sea- 
lion but Bommelsmeth the man. Bwn- 
tBeteieth the lesser king of Maw 
lought solong to usurp Usulor's throne 
as overlord of the whole planet. He 
wow 01% a singlet and shorts made, it 
^se*SiJj tin. In Ms hand was a 
dea*fc»y. 


'*I wouldn't ad-Kise you to, Emperor 
Tarbuss," he repeated, very heavily and 
sarcastically. 

I thought he looked, at that rRotnent, 
more dignified and lingly than Usulor 
had ever done. 

"And why not? And who are you?" 
rasped the parrothead. 

"Never r^itd whs I am. Thanks to 
the discoveries of King Usulor," he 
bwYed Stiffly, "of mysell, %i»d of yatt, 
you imitation King, I Saye SWBeetfei 
in regaining my natural form. Or 
regaining it, however, with an evolved 
brain that now sees my former war- 
like activities as crude, primitive folly." 
Again he bowed towards Usulor. 
"In answer to your other question I 
give three replies. 

"Firstly, tecatae I Jjap^JSi to egery 
the only eMetrt 4kmasf Ddwos. 
You will im ■<sise tn do as T -direct you. 

"SecOHJly, becattse yotir wings are 
all coming to pieces. All your feather* 
and fur and that of every one of your 
birds is coming out. None of you ap- 
pear to be able to fly any more." 

It was obviously true. Not one of 
the space-birds was flying, although 
many were attempting to and showers 
ei falling feathers were the only result. 

"Thirdly," went on Bommelsmeth, 
"another space-ship from Mais jus now 
only an hour's journey away, ^l^mr' 
ers on Mars, watching in telescopes, saw 
what happened to Emperor Usulor's 
ship, and another ship was hastily pre- 
pared to follow and rescue him and his 
party. Without deathrays and unable 
to fly, how do you expect to be able to 
defend yourself against Emperor Uwi- 

tot's ftt»oJ»? And if they find that 
anything lias happened to their King, 
his daughter or his son-in-law, what do 
you imagine your fate will be?" 

Scornfully he glanced around. Tar- 
buss and Us birds knew they were 
beaten. 
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My jacket felt oddly loose. I put a 
hand to it, xaA tA s large hole. It 
was fafflag to pieces. So wefe Vans' 
dothe? and Bsulor's and Princess Wim- 
polo's furs and feathers. 

"Y^ITH a scream the half-naked girl 
ran behind a stone statue. So 
did Vans, Usulor and I. Bommelsnieth, 
in his tin singlet and trunks, remained 
in sole possession of the floor of the 
vast hall, among the half-aaked spacfi" 
hirds. 

"m get ymi tin suits the beefl® w«a»t 
eat," said Bommelsmeth, handing me 
the deathray. 

Beetles ! I understood at last. The 
palace was full of flying beetles, the 
same beetles as had eaten our clothes 
and the flamingo's feathers in the other 
dome. Somehow they had got in here, 
making the space-birds Wpless. 

"Yes," explained .BowmebmBlh, 
smiling, "when the tpace-Wrds Ijt «8 
the air out oi the space-ship 1 hid in 
the watertank. I knew my way about 
Deimos. I had read it up, which none 
of you had troubled to do. I knew that 
men had been driven off the little world 
by these clothes-eating insects thou- 
sands of years ago. I knew, too, that 
all the domes were connected by water 
^pes to an rmdejigroand $m, Opfe 
I hadsscapid btm fte Sj»^sMip I wss 
able to miffi frMi ftrae io S/ms, esich- 
ing nriHtfMis oi teette mi carrying 
Ihem here where I stored them in tin 
tranks until I was ready. I saw you 
coming down, but could not locate you 
in time to warn you. When the search- 
lights of the space-birds revealed you 
to me I was unable to do much at the 
moment to help you. But excuse me. 
I have to save a lady from embarrass- 
ment." 

He hurried away and brought back 
three large and one small tin suit. These 
tin sijits had begn used hy former in- 


habitants of Eteifflos when dnifces-^^ 
ing beetles made ordinary clothes im- 
^ssslMe. 

Then we waited patiently for the 
spaeership and Usulor's guards to ar- 
rive. About an hour later a score or 
so of men arrived. Wimpolo, antici- 
pating events, tactfully hid herself. 

The guards reported to King Usalor, 
trying not to laugh at the spectade of 
Mm in tin singlet and shorts or of the 
featheriess, wingless space-birds all 
around. But when their own clothes 
fell off bit by bit, leaving them stark 
naked, they permitted themselves to 
make exclamations of surprise. 

"Don't worry, gentlemen," said Usu- 
lor, soothingly. "The only lady in Dei- 
mos is my daughter, and she has care- 
fully shat he»seli away. We will soon 
get Hb salts for rfl of ym." 

Just ttei a lady w^ked in. It was 
iSlaj fit hamaJt fonn. again. 

Them was a mad scamper to get be- 
hmd pillars, statues, space-birds, any- 
where. 

"Where is Vans?" demanded 011a, 
smiling serenely. "Bommelsmeth has 
completely mastered the evolution ray 
now. He has changed me back into a 
woman again, more beaatiful than ever. 
Where is V»sJ" 

Then a msgriiiicent flamingo stalked 
hi, oaiy }ast beginning to moult. At 
the sight of Olla he gave a great squawk 
and a fluttering of wings. 

' Tm Vans!" he wrote on a slate. 
"I used the Evolution Machine to 
change me, too, into a flamingo so that 
we could be together again. And now 
you are a girl once more. Come! Let 
us find Bommelsmeth again!" 

They dashed off, hand in hand, great- 
ly to tie relief of Usulcn^s fuasJs. 

And Ftn writing ths in a terrible 
hurry, because the maU leaves for Earth 
very soon. Usulor has promised to re- 
form the admiijistration of justice in 
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Mars, to change back and to release in. Those immodest beetles are not 
all spacfr-bitds who Mas* hem Uttlustly wanted inside Mars, 
sentenced and not to bso the EvoJotion WJmpoJo says we are iping to t^e 
Machine any more except by the con- another space-ship ajtd finish our in- 
sent oi the subject. Our space-ship has terrupted honeymoon on fhobcss, the 
halted on the surface of Mars for a .other moon of Mars, 
thwough Jumigatiou before we go Did you ever know such a girl? 


«REAL UNDERGROUND WORLD» 

By ALLEN CURTIS 

stranger than fiction is this story of 

the lat»§«sf salt iftifce tit thi meidM 


■pOR j^iatts j»rymj have re»d inthese 
SW« of strange noeartMy doings 
vfiSsM bae taken jAace anier Urn stB- 
hce of the earth. Well, now yon can 
banish any skepticism which you may 
have had because ttor* actarfBy enats 
such a thing as an ttwfei^ronnd city. 
It isn't way off in some remote corner 
of India or in the wilds of Java, but 
right here in these good old United 
States of ours — right in the state of 
New York to be exact, and not much 
more than twenty miles from the city 
of Rochester. In fact it is directly be- 
low the city of Retsof, a hamlet so 
small that the map makers, well, they 
just forgot it. 

Precisely 1,073 feet below the hamlet 
of Retsof lies one of the world's most 
fantastic industrial wonders, the west- 
ern world's largest salt mine. It 
squirms and crawls over more than 
1,000 subterranean acres and aggre- 
gates a virtual metropolis of salt as vast 
as Lower New York City. A vast array 
of machinery, all working underground. 


dsaks and gjwtB, |i:ades"*fd s«ta the 
salt In November af 1W9 the Snb- 
tenmnean Salt C% tamed out 3D car- 
loads, or 2,5t»,000 pounds of salt. 

Going down into the strange salt d% 
takes a full two minutes. There, 1,073 
feet below the ground, you iind yourself 
in a real underground office and draft- 
ing room with floor, walls and ceiling 
cut from solid rock salt. But for the 
queer salt waUs, you find it no different 
from any other factory. Here nature 
keeps the temperature rigidly at 63 de- 
grees Fahrenheit, regardless of how hot 
or cold it is "up above." 

UnUke most coal mines you em walk 
over the entire 15-mile perimeter of 
the mine without bumping your head. 
Some of the. mine's corridors extend for 
more than a mile and a half in one di- 
rection; and, covering this vast system 
snakes the rails of a real subway com- 
plete with brilliantly illuminated plat- 
forms and rib-crushing crowds during 
the "rush hour," which takes place 
when the workmen change shifts. 
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THUKDEB MOON 




by EDMOND HAMILTON 

It's hell to be told 37 is too old to fly the 

void when yon knew wheie a great bea^wie lies 


iWBB {here's a i^o^f 
John North thoufii fc- 
perately. "If they just 
don't think I'm too old — 

North's small, compact figure, shabby 
in a frayed black synthe-wool suit, 
threaded between the docks of towering 
space liners and through hurrying of- 
ficials, swaggering yaung> spacermeu', 
and sweating porters, until lie Teadbed 
the impressive offices, of the Cocnpany. 

The operations office of the Inter- 
^anetary Metal and Minerals Com- 
jsny, that giant corporation known 
^Wsfywhete as simply "the Company," 


was a itia^^ Bltick of glittering Arom. 
aloy. Beyond it lay the towering ware* 
houses and docks and cranes that han- 
dled the cargoes from other worlds. 

John North paused outside the en- 
trance to inspect his reflection in the 
polished metal wall, earnestly smooth- 
ing his worn jacket. His heart sank as 
he looked at his own image. His dark 
hair was faintly thin at the temples, his 
black eyes had tired lines around them, 
his tanned face looked thin and pinched 
and old. 

"Thirty-seven isn't old! " he told him- 
.self fiercely. "Even for a space-man, 
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it's not old. I've got to look young, feel 
ytamg!" 

B«t it wasn't easy to feel young, with 
tlia bttnget be A»d fpit all afternooo 
gnawing at Wm, vritt foreboding irf tall- 
ure gripping him, with Ms shouldera 
sagging from twenty years o'f toil awd 
hardship and heartbreak. 

"Straighten up — that's it," North 
muttered. "Look spruce, alert, ef- 
ficient. And smile." 

Yet he couldn't keep the mechanical 
smile on his drawn, old-young face as 
he made his way through busy chrora- 
mium corridors to the lifice <(£ the 
operations manager. He waited ttere 
for what seemed an eternity, fighting 
the hunger-born dizziness that threat- 
ened him. At last he was admitted. 

Harker, the new manager, was a gim- 
let-eyed, tight-mouthed man of forty 
who sat behind a big desk reading off a 
materials Ust to a respectful young sec- 
retary. He looked up impatiently *h«j 
North, nervously cijared hh throat 

"Jdm Korth, sbf J^Jplsring for a 

■berth," North stated, trying to Took fhe 
picture of a clean-cut efficient space- 
man. "I'm a licensed S.O." 

"Space Officer, eh?" said Harker. 
"Well, we can use a few good pilots now 
on the Jupiter run. Let's see your cer- 
tificate." 

It was the moment North had dread- 
ed. Slowly he handed over the frayed, 
folded document. His shoulders sagged 
sli^lywhevwitsd, 

fhe tnsjwger turned the imyeA cer- 
tificate over, his gMrt eyes starting to 
read the service-record on its hack. He 
looked up suddenly. 

"Thirty-seven years old!" he 
snapped. He tossed the document onto 
the desk. "What did you come in here 
for? Don't you know that the Com- 
pany never hires a man over twenty- 
five?" 

John North tried hard to keep bis 


mechanical smile. "I could be valuable 
to the Company, sir. I'v« had twenty 
years space experience.'* 

"That's fifteen years to» much," an- 
swered tie maMget "brutally. "A space- 
man's washed out at thirty. He doBsn't 
have the coordination, quickness of re- 
action or alertness of a younger man. 
We don't trust our ships to worn-out, 
middle-aged men who can't meet emer- 
gencies." 

John North felt his faint hope expire. 
This new operations iBgjager had tie 
same viewpoint that all tij0 Others Jia4 
Imi. 

Vke ywsg secretary was Itroting 
curteosly at North. "You went to space 
twenty yesxs ago? Why, that was in 
the earliest days of space travel. Half 
the planets hadn't mm hem *isflist, 
then." 

North nodded dully. "My first voy- 
age was with Mark Carew on his third 
expedition, in '98." 

"And I suppose you think you're en- 
titled to a big job because you were a 
heto twenty years ago?" demanded 
Harker hostilely. "That's the trouble 
with all you older space-men. You 
think because you happened to be on 
the first exploring expeditions, because 
you got a lot of publicity and hero- 
worship then, that yon all rate captain's 
comets now." 

"But X don't ask for a captain's 
berth," North protested. "It needn't 
«¥« be as ofiair'S p>M. I'll take any 
jab — a cyc-man, a t(ibe»ltBn, even a 
deck-hand." 

He added in strained appeal, "I need 
this job, a lot. And space-sailing's the 
only trade I ever learned." 

The manager snorted. "Too bad for 
you, that you didn't learn another trade. 
Anyway, even if you were young 
enough, the Company wotildn't want 
you. The old careless ways of you 
early space-men are out, these days. 
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Ships are operated scientifically now, 
wift nane of the Wl'-wising hit-or-miss 
iadJes 0i you old Hmms. Things have 
changed." 

SJortli bit his lips st/i looked otit of 
the window to repress his feelings. His 
tired eyes fixed on the soaring metal 
shaft that rose in the sunlight beyond 
the square bulk of the Conipany's ware- 
houses. 

It was the Monument to the Space 
Pioneers, that marked the spot where 
Gorham Johnson had returned from the 
first epochal space voyage years before. 
Neath's mittd went back to the 
■wfcea he Masetf hsd tarn badfe: with 
Carew and landed there, the madly 
cheering throngs, the sententious 
speeches. 

"Yes," North said dully. "You're 
right. Things have changed." 

ILJE went out of the building blindly, 
clutching his useless certificate. 
Out in the sunlight and bustle of the 
^jpccfwrt, North pamed. 

The Vetm Ha,W whose b!g clgarfl&fr 
bulk towered liem its dock nearby was 
making ready for take-off. He could 
hear the staccato thunder of its tubes 
being tested. Passengers and porters 
and gray-jacketed Company officers 
were hurrying toward the ship. A few 
bewildered Venusians, white-skinned, 
handsome men, and one or two solemn 
native red Martians were in the throng. 
& :^^4< was b^saiog to -play a gay, 
fflffttgttme. 

North could remember when this had 
all been a bare field, twenty years ago. 
There had been nothing here then but 
the ramshackle hangar in which a score 
of eager young men had worked with 
crippled, indomitable Mark Carew to 
prepare an absurdly small and clumsy 
ship for the great voyage that was to 
add Saturn and Uranus and Neptune to 
the list of visited, fteueta. 


That was his trouble, North thought 
bitterly. He was always living in the 
past, the times twenty years ago when 
the wetl,4 young and the sun was 
bMghl, and all Earth was cheering Mia 
and his friends to new pioneering ra- 
ploits. 

"I've got to forget all that," he told 
himself heavily. "I've got to quit 
brooding on the past. But what am 
I going to do?" 

He hated to go back to the shabby 
rooming house over on Killiston Ave- 
nue. Old Peters and Whitey and the 
otheis ^we h<fpiag so fervently that 
Wi he able tft-get a berfh'today. "Aey 
all needed the money so badly. 

He shrugged wearily. They'd have 
to learn the bad news some time. He 
plodded off the spaceport, his slight, 
shabby figure unnoticed amid the ex- 
cited, gay throng that had gathered 
to witness the take-off of the liner. 

Kilhston Avenue was one of the ruck 
of shabby streets around the spaceport. 
Its drab space-men's lodging h<t»es, 
itinking joints and cheap restaarants 
Isaiddled like disreputable dwai^ snder 
the shadov?- of the Company Ware- 
houses. North turned in at his own 
lodging house and tiredly climbed the 
dark stairs to the dusty garret which he 
and his comrades had shared for six 
months. 

North found some of the others al- 
ready there. Old Peters was there, 
of course, sitting in his ma|.eat«ft-SFil«ei 
chair and peering across the Imdfled 
roofs at the thunderous take-cfi of the 
Venus liner. He turned his white head. 

"That you, Johnny?" he shrilled, his 
faded eyes peering. "I was just watch- 
in' that liner blast off. Sloppiest take- 
off I ever saw!" 

The old man quavered on. "Cursed 
if these young space-men don't get 
worse every day. You ought to have 
seen the, lawJio' the Mara maithBat 
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ina(le this momin'. Why, when I was 
rocketin', anyone who made a landin' 
like that would have been kicked off 

Wjrtli ^sented absently. He was 
xmd ts di "Sam. The aU, am W 
tic* Been In a ship fitf fifteen years, 
bnt still never tired of dwelling inter- 
minably on the old days. 

"We wouldn't have stood for such 
spacemanship," he grumbled on. 

North turned. Steenie was coming 
up to him. Steenie was forty three, 
but he had the smooth face and bright 
Mne eyes of a boy of fourteen. 

"Do we take oft agaJa toimcrow, 
John?" he asked NorOd fsgeelyi, 

"Not tomorrow, Steenie," Noi-fh ali- 
swer«d gently. "Maybe the next day." 

And Steenie went back to his chair 
in the corner and sat smiling vacantly 
at them. He had smiled that way for 
years, ever since he had come home 
from Wenzi's last voyag^, a spaee- 
struck mental wreck, 

JAN DOXUK came up to North. A 
4aihf htmff sloHd ex-s,paceman, "he 
loc4s(J iwjtjfe^^y at NortVs drawn 

^^^^ 

"Any ftcTi, Johnny? The new Com- 
pany manager — " 

"Is like all the rest," North an- 
swered wearily. "I'm too old." 

The others were drifting in — Hansen 
and Connor and big Whitey Jones. 
TterliaAkeard his words, 

Blind, they'll have to «rt tts 
te WHBeday soon," rautter«d st8c*y 
hum Hansen confidently. "They'll 
find out they need us oldtimers." 

"And anyway, I got a little job today 
and we'll eat tonight," declared Mike 
Connor. "Look, fellows . — grub and 
synthebeer for everybody." 

Connor's battered, merry red face 
was carefree as always as he showed 
paekfli^Sj: CojMior mms: |jai wor^ 


ried about anything, not even as Ca- 
rew's third ofiicer on that disaster-rjfl« 
den second voyage long ago. 

big Whitey Jones, a shock- 
teaiii blond giant of forty, slapped 
Norths baci; qropatheticslly with his, 
left ana. 'Whftey's ri^t 8lee*e feang 
empty and had hting that way since a 
tube-explosioa years ago on Wenzi's 
ship. 

"Too damned bad about the new 
operations manager, Johnny," he rum- 
bled. "I was hoping he'd give you a 
break." 

"Compaagf tnfcs *i*'t dtawfe, tt 
seems," NoA ratfteei "'A mmi met 
tw«ity'fi\*e toan't )j.«J«8i*to be «r^i«d 
on.'' 

"Hell lake the Company!" growled 
Whitey. "As if you weren't a better 
space-man than the half-baked kids 
they've got running their tubs," 

North made no answer. What was 
the use of going over all that again? 
The others were blind to the changes 
that had taken place. Tfaey Ktill 
thoti^t of themselves m the |tt(»«8r- 
iag young t^aeertrmi wha srftad 
with Jolmsao *n< Catew and Wetrzi 
and the other great first explorers who 
had opened up the spaceways in their 
epochal first voyages to other planets. 

But all that had been a generation 
ago. Everything had changed, since 
then. Interplanetary navigation had 
mushroomed from that precarious be- 
Snro* into a vast, proftaWB ttsde- 
The tnrfj. of suiitJwjs tea«lm«B ts 
other worlds, the scramble for valuaWe 
■metals and mfnerals ewforrifn planets, 
had caused space^shipping to expand 
with incredible rapidity. 

And in that explosive expansion the 
early space pioneers had been forgot- 
ten. They had been famous for a 
short while — but fame was ephemeral 
in these swift-moving times. And very 
many of them baA died, fjioni the hard" 
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ships of the early voyajges in unsafe, 
tll-equipped, primitive ships. The great 

Gorham Johnson, the first space-voy- 
ager of all, had died in his third voyage 
off Jupiter. Mark Carew, his famous 
successor, had gone two voyages later. 
Wenzi hadn't long survived his pioneer- 
ing trip to Pluto. From ray-burns or 
internal injuries or weakened hearts, 
the space pioneers had dwindled away. 

.And those who survived were nearly 
all ui stcmjeMt eteunstames, XM 
Kadi tan MSre 6r Jess inevttaSfe. They 
had been Space-men, their only interest 
the pioneering of space travel. They 
therefore reaped no riches from the 
worlds they opened up. It had, been 
the prospectors, and speculators and 
promoters who came after them, who 
eagerly staked claims to every valu- 
able metal deposit on the planets, who 
reaped the reward. And the richest re- 
ward of all went finally to the astute 
Earth financiers who formed the giant 
Interplanetary Metals and Minerals 
Company, which bought or otherwise 
absorbed its smaller competitors until 
it dominated all interplanetary ship- 
ping and sucked profits from mines on 
every world. 

Agine. poverty-stricken, deemed un- 
fit now for the .space-sailing that was 
their only trade this dwindling remnant 
of the space pioneers had clung to- 
gether. By pooling their scanty earn- 
ings at odd jobs, they had kept alive and 
hoped for a chance to get to space again. 
But now the last hope of John North 
and his comrades seenMd definitely 
ended. 

"It's a damned shame, for the Com- 
pany to keep you earthbound," Whitey 
Jones repeated. "Just because you're 
a few years older ttian a boy." 

"They'll be asking us to come back 
scane day," affirmed Hansen dogmatic- 
ally. "They'll find they can't do with- 
out the oldtimers." 


"What's keeping tiiat craqr Con- 
nor?* demanded old Peters querulous^ 

ly in his shrill voice. "I'm hungry and 
I want my supper." 

"Keep your shirt on, you old rascal," 
came Connor's blithe voice. The bat- 
tered ex-officer was putting cracked 
dishes on the table. "Come on!" 

They ate hungrily in silence, and 
then opened fcs'^nthetic beer. A faint 
glow lighted the shabby company as 
rtiey sat over the passes, and talked 
ffle latest space-gossip. Of ships it- 
ported missing, of a recWd. run foSn 
Mercury, of the Company's latest finan- 
cial piracy on Jupiter. 

nPHE talk shifted inevitably back to 
the old clays, as it always did. "I 
remember when — " "Say, do you re- 
member that time when — " Old names 
of a generation ago passed freely back 
and forth. Old I*^tBS W^hed dosni 
all opposition to Ms shtll, atttlioritative 
pronouncements. 

John North listened tonight with a 
sense of gray futility. He knew that 
they were all just trying to convince 
themselves that they were still of im- 
portance, trying somehow to recapture 
a little of that lost glory of the past, of 
youth. But tonight he could not fall 
in with it. 

"Whit^ turned from a hot argument 
with ComioT to ask him, "Johnny, this 
crazy Irishman says that Carew could 
have made Pluto if he'd pushed on in 
that third voyage. I say he's cuckoo. 
What do you think?" 

North answered bitterly. "I think 
we're all ghosts, arguing over shadows." 

They stared at him amazedly. But 
thjs bitterness that North had felt a)! 
afternoon was now breaking its bounds. 

"What good does all this talk about 
the past do us? What tSfferenee- does 
it make what we did twenty years ago? 
The world's forgotten all that. And 
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we'd better forget it. We'd better for- 
get all about space-sailing, and try 
something else ! " 

Whitey answered bewilderedly. "But 
we don't Itnow anything else but space- 

"We can be gardeners, laborers, any- 
thing," North flared, getting to his 
feet. "It'd be better than alway.5 living 

in a forgotten past." 

Then he felt swift contrition as he 
saw Peters' blinking stare, the faint 
distress in Steenie's vacant eyes, the 
heartsickness in the faces of Whitey 
and the others. 

"I'm sorry, boys," North BKtktet^, 
turning away. "Just blew my tubes, 
I gufss. I'm gmilg out for a breath 
of fresh air." 

He flung open the door, then stopped 
short. Outside the door stood a girl in 
a smart white synthesilk dress, who 
had just been about to knock on their 
door. 

She uttered a little breathless ex- 

clasnatisa of wrpflsSf "Ym startled 
me"" 

North eyed her. She was young, 
tall but with a faint awkwardness of 
immaturity that somehow had a charm. 
He got an impression of dark hair, 
candid brown eyes and parted red lips. 

"Is this where these men live?" she 
asked him earnestly, taking a pad out 
and reading a list of names. "Michael 
Connor, John NOTthr— " 

"Yes, this is onr residence," North 
replied ironically. "To just what do 
wtiJKB the honor of this visit?" 

Hethou^t he understood, now. This 
girl was another of the social workers 
who from time to time had tried to 
get their little group to accept govern- 
ment charity. 

Charity, to they who had blazed 
the trail of empire across a billion miles 
of space, to they who had opened up 
wcridsl 


CHAPTER 2 
Uranian Treasure 

npHE girl seemed to sense the hos- 
tility behind Norlli'& tight face, 
for si certain embarrassment showed 
in her manner. 

"My name is Aline Laurel," she said 
hesitantly. 

"And I'm John North," he said flat- 
ly. "Just what do you want with us? 
I'm going out." 

Connor, always inextinguishably gal- 
lant, came forward to reprove him. 
"For shame, Johnny, is that the wel- 
come to give the most gracious vision 
that's ever brightened fliis dusty hole?" 
The Irishman made a grandiloquent 
gesture. "Step inside, miss, and pay no 
heed to this fellow." 

Aline Laurel came in hesitantly. That 
faint awkwardness of her willow-taJl 
figure made her seem younger Iten 
North had first thought. 

He saw the Isiafc. a| •ittJ*! ftl her 
eyes as she glanced around the dusty 
garret and then at the shabby, aging 
men who had risen from the table. Then 
she looked more closely at Connor's 
froglike red face. 

"You would be Mike Connor, 
wouldn't you?" she asked eagerly. "I 
thought so! Years ago, I heard my 
father talk of you." 

Connor scratched his bald head puz- 
^edly, "Your father, miss?" 

"His name wa.s Thorn Laurel," Sie 
said. "Do you remember him?" 

"Why, of course ! " Connor exclaimed. 
"He was Carew's chief navigator, back 
on the old Space Dream." 

"That's right, I remember him," 
Whitey Jones nodded. "A big, quiet 
fellow. Let's see, didn't he get killed 
out around Uranus in '99?" 

Aline nodded gravely. "Yes. I was 
a little girl then," 
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"Thorn Laurel's daughter!" ex- 
^atated Connor. "Wi^ sa^ tiat 
makes you one of us I Haasejij get a 
chair and dust it off." 

Noith saw that Ms comrades •mete 
eagerly warming to the girl. And his 
owji first hostility had faded away. 

"Fm sorry for my rudeness," he told 
her. "I thought — " 

"You thought I was an outsider," 
Aline said, smiling gravely. 

Connor named off the other men, 
&ne iff one, and they aodded altn»9t 
shyly to the ^1 who seemed sq out 
of place in this shabby company. 

"You're forgettin' me!" came Peters' 
shrill, outraged protest. 

Connor grinned. "The old rascal in 
the wheel-chair is all that's left of 
Jason Peters, Johnson's head cyc-man." 

"Johnson? Gorham Johnson?" 
echoed the girl incredulously. "You 
sailed with him^" 

"That I did, young lady," shrilled 
the oldster proudly. " Ain 't nobotly eke 
on EMth can say that, now. I'm the 
last of 'em all.*' 

Aline's eyes were shining. "Why, I 
linow almost all you men, by nsffie. 
You — you're history!" 

North shrugged. "We're ancient 
history, to the rest of the world." 

"I remember now about your father," 
Whitey Jones was saying in his deep 
voice to the girl. "He died out there 
-at pmie ftojn injuries he got trying 
to Sud th« fcvitOii 4<pi9it iw the .moon 
Obeftjn.'* 

"Aye, I remember now too," Connor 
agreed. "He was only one of a lot of 
fine men that lost their lives over that 
lying myth of levium treasure on Thun- 
der Moon." 

"That levium wasn't a myth," Aline 
said earnestly. "My father found it." 

Xh^ Stared at her amwediy. North 
sofced lieir inae<fal{ty. 

"But the System would have rung 


with it, if he had! A deposit of levium 
sueh *5 the a«ies toW of would be 
werthaHlUoBt Sou laean to say your 
fttlset lipsg#»l a bpdt gwtetljt--" 

Atfne shooi: her dark head. "No, 
father didn't* bring back the levium 
from Oberon. He barely got back 
himself, in dying .condition. But he 
did locate that levium deposit there. 
I know that." 

CHE delved into her bag and brought 
oat a scrap ol time-yellowed paper 
that she carefully unfolded. 

■"My fethw -wtote th» t&m hs Jay 
flying,"" she said. "He gave It fB tny 
mother. She kept it all these years, 
until she died recently." 

North read aloud the few scrawled 
lines of jerky writing. 

"Levium deposit in west one oj three 
crater-peaks rising from Flaming 
Ocean, Landing possible only on basalt 
phteau mar spear-shaped buy on sonlh 
coast. Use double anti-keat equipment. 
Cross to peaks in stone mjt. Laek mt 
forPkries." 

"What did he mean by the Fieries?" 
Connor asked, scratching his head. 

"There's stories of life on that vol- 
canic moon," said Whitey. "Weird 
living creatures that can stand the ter- 
rific heat. He may have meant them." 

North said dubiously, "The whole 
thing's not very clear. Your father 
may have been delirious. The few 
men who ever came baci from Tttm- 
der Moon were all half-mad from their 
experience in the hellish place." 

"Yes," muttered Hansen. "That's 
why that devil's satellite is still almost 
unexplored. Anyway, nobody belieyes 
in the story of levium there now." 

"My fattier had this in his pocket 
when he camfe back," Aline Laurel 
ssid gtft««%^(afctogs«n*tMiig ftomher 

It was a little lead glass vial. In 


206 


AMAZING STORIES 


it was a tiny grain of mineral that 
glowed with a frosty, alluring blue bril- 
liance. The shining grain did not lie 
in the bottom of the vial imt at Its 
top, pressing upward agaiitst flw coxk, 

'Xfvium!'' gasped Cpiuior. "The 
qaee'rest, scarcesl tftlher'al In flie titi!- 
verse! Why, that tiny grain alone 
must be worth a hundred dollars!" 

They all stared with intense interest. 
They had all heard of levium, though 
few of them had ever seen any. Only 
a few grains of it had ever been found. 
It was indeed the rarest, strangest and 
BKrt etesive 8«bstan» in the spivensft, 

levtuai -swg to etanwa whose ^tmh 
tatlonal poIseSy fias reversed. It re- 
pelled other matter, instead of attract- 
ing it. A piece of leviura that Was 
dropped would not fall to the gfound. — 
it would fly up into space. 

It was supposed that the element had 
had its origin long ago in the deep in- 
terior of the Sun, the titanic electric 
charge of the outer solar orb operating 
tfl ^erse the jion^ dt^r^s of the 
«tJM'setroaic'|)a»j3efes efiSs element, 
tkts reversijjg it! ^asfHrttaal polarity. 
The convulsion of -fiie Suti (lia;tlong ago 
had formed the planets hod spewed 
forth small masses of levium aloBg with 
the other erupted elements. 

Most of the planetary levium, of 
course, had vanished. It could not ex- 
ist a moment on the surface of any 
world, since it would simply fly off into 
the void. But a tew grains of it had 
tjeSB found trapped inside planetary 
crusts, and there had beea persistent ni- 
mtjrs of bigger deposits. 

"There was more of it in the vial than 
this grain," Aline told them. "I sold 
the rest recently to get funds for my 
expedition." 

"Your expedition?" North echoed. 
"You're not thinking of sending a party 
to Thunder Moon to hunt for that le- 


"I'm going ivith a party to Oberon to i 
get it," she corrected him. "That's why 
I hunted out all you men, my father's 
oW comtato. I want yoa to go with 
mtaSatb&hvimi" 

The p*»p<BaI was so. startling that 
Jdhft Nortli was stunned to silence for a 
moment. But Connor uttered a gleeful 
shout. 

"Glory be, a chance for us to get to 
space again! Miss, you've brsaglit «K 
the best news we ever had." 

The others' faces showed their ex- 
citement. "Didn't I keep telling you 
we'd, be iwded again gome day?" Han- 
St» wS«t ewRaittly. 

"But I itaat understand why yoH 
Woriia want a lot of old-timers like us 
for such a venture," big Whitey was 
saying puzzledly to the girl. 

"Because you are old-timers," Ahne 
Laurel answered earnestly, "I know 
you're the finest space-men that ever 
were, you pioneers whom the world has 
forgotten. And I felt you'd join me in 
this because it would be a ch^lW te 
help all the other forgotten space' |fc- 
neers, the scattered ones who are Sick 
and crippled and penniless, and can't 
help themselves anymore." 

CHE continued in eager explanation. 

"That levium deposit would be 
worth millions if we could get it. We'd 
all share in it as partners, but also I 
planned to use a share of the money to 
help all the sick, helpteffi ©Id-tiipt 
space-men who are left. I hm* tJW'» 
what my father wtwtd want." 

John North felt a lump in his throat. 
He knew what such help would mean to 
his disabled, scattered former comrades. 

"You're rather fine. Miss Laurel," he 
told her with deep feeling. "I wish to 
Heaven we could reaUze your dream, 
But — I'm afraid such an expedition is 
impossible. If you knew more about 
Oberon, you'd realize it I" 
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"That's right," muttered Whitey 
Jones, his excitement ebbing. "The ter- 
rific volcanic heat and awful lava flows 
of that moon have killed everyone who 
tried to explore. Even the big expedi- 
tions the Company sent to iittty- it 
never relumed." 

"But my father left directions how to 
combat the dangers there," reminded 
Aline. "His direction to make a land- 
ing only at one spot — he must have 
meant that by doing so, it would be pos- 
sible to land safely on Oberon," 

"That's rather a slim assurance to go 
on," North said thoughtfully. "I can't 
believe any landing-place on Ob«ron 
would be safe. Yet he must have 
learned something, as yoa say. It 
Blight Just be feasible to land tiler* 
so--" 

"Of course it is!" declared the ebul- 
lient Connor, his red face glistening ex- 
citedly. "Hell, here's a chance for us 
to get to space ftgaitti Are we goiag to 
turn it down?" 

■ North shrugged. "There's more to 
it than that. We haven't any ship, ^d 
no money to Mf «t, Thrfs m^' I 
say it's imposslbie." 

"But I already have a ship!" Aline 
said eagerly. "I used the money I got 
from selling the bit of levium t.o buy 
an old twelve-man cruiser from the 
Company. They're to give me title to 
it this afternoon." 

She added more doubtfully, "It's a 
pretty old ship, I'm afraid. It was in 
the Company's Saturn run until they 
condemned it. But it was the only 
craft I could find at that price that 
would be. able to go as far as Uranus." 

"If it's got two plates that'll hold to- 
gether, we'll nurse it out to Uranus and 
back!" boasted Connor, "We're none of 
your new style 'scientific' space-men — 
not we, that saSsftta ^SerS® #3 first 
rocket-ships." 

John North ifelt the enthusiasm oi the 


others kindling him. He glimpsed a 
heaven-sent opportunity to see space 
once more — and to win a rich prize that 
would mean direly needed help for his 
old, broken, forgotten comrades. 

"Whitey and I will go with you and 
look over the ship,"' he told Aline eag^ 
erly. "But what about equipment? 
What about the double outfit of aifiti^ 
heaters your father mentioned?" 

"We could get that stuff better out 
at Uranus itself, at Moontown on Ti- 
tania," pointed out WhttS^. *'Hlcy Uss 
them a lot out there." 

Aline's face fell. "But that will take 
money. And I'm afraid I haven't 
enough left." 

"Never you mfhfl, well wotty atett 
(hat when we get out there," Coim« 
blithely reassured her. "We'll get that 
stuff if we have to steal it. Ah, it's go- 
ing to be like old times again, roaring 
out the old space trail with the eyes 
singing a tune to us all the way." 

"We go day after tomorrow, don't we, 
Johnny?" Steenie asked North with his 
bright smile, "You said we go back to 

"Stffe we -fcf 9tm>iat'' fcft »it 

gently. "Day ilpftwrow." 

"I'll get my kit tm^f Steenie said 
eagerly, shuffling away to a corner. "I'll 
be all ready." 

"Poor, space-struck feller," mut- 
tered old Peters. "HetiUMssW^'regoin' 
to take him with us." 

Whitey stared at the old man. "You 
don't think you're going?" 

"I'd like to know why i«3tl" flared 
Peters. His faded eyes snapped. "I 
was rocketin' when you were wet-nosed 
infants, and don't you ev»r forget it! 
I'd like to see you leave me behind — " 

North and Whitey went down the 
stairs with Aline Laurel. "The woman 
who runs this place will take care of 
Peters and Steenie while we're gone," 
be told her. "But we^l have to be dip- 
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lomatic with them." 

"They — they make me wast te <sry;," 
she said in a low voice. 

npWILIGHT was descending on the 
hiidd)e4j rancons Kfe of Killiston 
Street ss the two ojeo and the girl made 
their way imuA tie spacejwl. The 
dusk was deeper by the fliey 
reached the shipyard where the Qom- 
pany kept its surplus stores and equ^- 
ment and condemned ships. 

It was surrounded by a high fence, 
an extensive establishment of metal 
supply houses, looming storage tanks of 
fuel, oxygen and water, and orderly 
stacks of rocket-tubes, cyc-parts and 
fufll pfetes, A brawny watchman at 
the gate wfco -imtx the Ctwrpaoy gray 
recognized Aline and let them enter. 

She led the way to a corner dock from 
which towered the tarnished torpedo- 
like metal bulk of a twelve-man long 
distance cruiser. It had dents of me- 
teors in its hull plates. The projecting 
rocket-tubes looked worn and shaky. 
It bore the name Meteor on its bows. 

Tliey went inside and Aline watched 
anxiossly while Whitey and North in- 
spected the e^totn«it witfc jte«te.d, 

eyes. They sfailted up the tarnished 
cyclotrons and listened closely to their 
throbbing drone, checking the controls 
by tramping hard on the cyc-pedal in 
front of the pilot chair. The old ship 
quivered violently in its dock to the 
vibration. 

"Well, frankly, this craft has seen 
jtentyof service and its Number Three 
8b4 Mnmber Five eyes aren't so hot," 
"ftMt^ fifld AHafi » tb^ ©Bstged from 
thS sl^. "But "she oii^ht to get us to 
Uranus all right." 

North nodded agreement. "But we'll 
have to avoid running close to anything 
in space. Those contrtds are none too 
responsive." 

Aline si^ed in relief. "I'm glad the 


ship will do." Then she pointed acrois 
the yard. "There comes Mr. Cbssob, 
from whom I bought her." 

Two men in the gray uniform of the 
Company were approaching. Carson 
was a stocky, middle-aged man, but his 
companion wad a jdeasant-faced, clean- 
fiut younger fellow with the stars of an 
rffidal on Ms collar. North and Whitey 
both stiffened with dislike of the Com- 
pany uniform. 

"My friends hke the Meteor, Mr. 
Carson," Aline said eagerly. "Well be 
able to take off soon." 

Carson shook his head. "Well, now, 
Miss Laurel, I'm afraid we'll have to 
call off our deal. It seems I ean^t sell 
you the Meteor, after all!" 

"Bat I gav£ fm m$ check for it!" 
AllBe cried In blank Surprise. 

Carson handed her a slip of paper. 
"Here it is back. Miss Laurel. Mr, 
Philip Sidney, this gentleman here, will 
explain it all to you." 

Philip Sidney, the younger Company 
official, had an expression of discom- 
fort on his clean-cut face as he stepped 
forward. 

"It's orders from the Main Office, 

Mm LajttA* 1* t»W ifc?' #1. "TSw 
€fefieral Maflager saj^s eas't sell yon 
any ship. But we'll be glad to proyide 
a new craft and crew for your expedi- 
tion, if you'll make arrangement to 
share with the Company any mineral 
levium you may find." 

North asked the girl sharply, "Did 
you tell the Company why you wanted 
a ship, what yo« were going after?" 

She shook her head bewflderedly. 
"No, I didn't. I can't understand — " 

Philip Sidney shrugged. "We know 
you're going after levium. Miss Laurel. 
The Company has never credited the 
stories that a big deposit of it exists on 
Oberon, nor the rumors that your father 
once found it. But a few weeks ago, 
you sold a small ^oaatity of tesIaiB to 
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a certain firm. We learned of that at 
once, of course. It didn't take much 
figuring to deduce that your tather had 
teoftted the stuff, and that you were go- 
ing after it now." 

"And so Jfour precious Company de- 
cided at once to cut in on it?" John 
North snapped, "Is that it?" 

"Yes, what's the Company's idea of 
the proper 'arrangement' that Miss 
Laurel must make with you, to get a 
ship?" Whitey Jones demanded. 

Philip Sidney flushed. "It's the 
Main Office's orders, and I'm only 
obeyiig tljeiB in this. If Mias Laurfl 
win a»c*tte the Company an «#ity 
percent share oi all precious minerals 
found, -we'll provide her with a ship and 
crew." 

"Eighty percent?" cried Aline Lau- 
rel unbelievingly. "Why, that's out- 
rageous. I won't do it." 

Sidney shrugged a little uncomfort- 
ably. "Then I'm afraid you'll never 
get a ship. Only the Company has any 
to »11, you koom" 

■tX/THTBy jmm, Ws n»»sive &«■ 
dark With rage, balled his fist and 
stepped forward. "Why, you dirty 
rat — " 

"Hold it, Whitey," North inter- 
rupted. "This fellow is just taking or- 
ders, as he says. It'll do no good to 
take it out on him. You just can't buck 
the Company, and that's all there is 
to iL" 

Korfli <bamd heavily to Alin*. 
"You'll bettar'tMnk &v«t tiieir proposi- 
tion. lt*s robbery, of course— bat you'd 
still make a fortune and otherwise you'll 
never get anything." 

Though he kept his face and voice 
calm. North felt dead inside. His brief, 
wild hope of getting back to space, of 
helping his old comrades, of recapturing 
lost youth once more, had passed like a 
tantaliang dream. 


"That's right, Miss Laurel," Philip 
Sidney was saying earn^lp* "Tsfenty 
percent is a lot better tfcan nothing. 
You ought to consider it." 

"I'll never agree to such a thing," 
Alius Laurel retorted defiantly. "My 
father's friends are my partners, and 
I'm not going back on them!" She 
turned angrily away. 

Bui she and North and Whitey were 
downheartedly silent as they walked 
slowly back to the drab lodging-house. 
Dusk had become night and the blue 
electrolites were coming softly on in 
KiUistan ^enuft, Alieaif Bmte were 
CtWcb ih the tawdry pleasure-houses 
tteft I«y in wait to fleece the crews of 
docfced space-ships. From the space- 
port came the dull blam-blam of a land- 
ing ship. 

North broke the heavy silence that 
had lain between them as they walfcsd 
along the crowded, noisy street. 

"We're grateful for yotn- loyalty i» 
us," he told the girl. "But there's no 
xmA of it. Sidagy was giving you good 
advlcei" 

AHne's eyes flashed. "He's despica- 
ble! Going back on the deal after 
they'd sold me the ship — " 

"Oh, he's just obeying orders and 
didn't seem to like it any too v/ell him- 
self," North told her. "He's rights- 
twenty percent beats nothing." 

"Sure, there's no use losing a fortune 
for yourself just to help us guys," 
WUtey rumbled. His jaassise i«ce fell 
» little as he added, "fiut It's going to 
be a little toagh tiJling the others." 

CoimoF and the others in the dusty 
garret sprang up eagerly as the three 
entered. 

"Did you see the ship, Johnny?" 
asked the Irishman excitedly. "Will 
she make the span to Uranus all right?" 

"How about the fuel?" Hansen asked 
earnestly. "How soon Can We start?" 

North felt a little heartsick as he told 
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them what had happened, and saw the 
crushed, beaten look that .fi|l8W back 
onto their aging faces. 

"Never you mind, Miss," Connor 
told Aline gallantly, "It was a fine 
thing you tried to do for us. But we 
can always tak? care of ourselves." 

''I want you to listen to me," tl»e gid 
loM tJiem emphatically. "In the first 
place, my name is Aline, and not Miss. 
In the second place, I'm not accepting 
any such offer as the Company is mak- 
ing." 

"But you can't sacrifice your own 
interests to help us," North expostu» 
lated. "It would be foolish — " 

"Not so foolish as it would be to go 
into partnership with the Ctfnjpany/' 
she ifcdarei «¥iMi ham tie Wgh- 
hanSed way they do 'business, as well 
S8 I. Do you think that once they 
learned all I could tell, got my father's 
notes and secured the levium, they'd 
really give me a share of it?" 

"By Heaven, she's right!" swore 
Connor. "Those slick pirates who run 
the Company wouldn't balk a minute 
at cheating her out of her share. It'd 
be the least of the tjjisdetds they've 
dojje.*" 

TSJORTH felt troubled. He knew the 
it was the B-flth. The Company's 
leMi^rseless and unscrupulous methods 
lE^ere proverbial. Its Main Office was 
interested only in squeezing every im- 
aginable profit from every transaction. 

"It's true they'd be tricky to deal 
with," he told Aline slowly, frowning. 
"But what else can you do, unless you 
give it up completely?" 

"I'm not going to give it up," she de>- 
dared fifmly. "We're going to Oberon 
after that levium, as we planned. And 
we're going in ray ship. They sold me 
the Meteor and it's mine and I'm going 
to uae it." 

JSMtey shook his wassive head. 


"They'll never let you have it or any 
other ship. They'll hold the case up in 
space-coiurt for years if you sue them 
about it." 

"We won't go to court," Aline re- 
torted. "We'll simply take nur ship, 
Ijave the dieck f Qr them, and be on our 

"But they'd charge you were 
guilty of piracy," North protested. 
"They'd—" 

And then North stopped. He looked 
around at the others, and saw in every 
face the same excited, sudden deter- 
mination that he too felt. 

"They'd charge piracy," he mut- 
tered, "but we'd already be gone. If 
we could do it, if we could get away — " 

Whiley*s imx mm fl«ninf, ".HeU, 
why can't we? What Aa sR these W8* 
ern pettifogging spaoeJa-ws mean to us? 
The ship is rightfully AKne's, law or 
no law. And it we can use it to lift that 
levium and give our old comrades a 
lease on life — I say, let's take it!" 

"Now you're talking!" crowed Con- 
nor, red face glistening. "We'll charge 
in there, grab the .craft, m& he away 
bftfore they know what's happened! 
Owe eo, let's do it now!" 

"HiX go fast, you wild monkey," 
growled Jan Dorak. His stolid face 
turned inquiringly to North. "What 
about fuel and equipment, Johnny?" 

North planned breathlessly. "We'd 
have to pull this at night. It would be 
a matter of overpowering the watch- 
men and then fueling up the ship be- 
fore the alarm gets out. Ah of that 
anki-hsater equipment hsw to 
pick ^«ut at UianuSf.oB Tltanifl. in<x» 
— if«egottll««!,'* 

He added wamhigly, "But the Com- 
pany will Misft a storm all over the 
System to stop us. They've got sta- 
tions almost everywhere, too." 

"Ha, I'd like to see some of these 
young pretty-boys they call space-mett 
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stop us," grunted Hansen. His blue 
eyes had a frosty light. 

It was as though a new breath of 
Jifft had bsen (jumped into these aging 
men around Sorth. They were adven- 
turers .al Aai now, after gtaj ye»,ts, 
of EarthhountJ monotony, ft^ -were 
hearing adventure's siren call agsia. 

CHAPTER 3 

Spaceward Ho 

"/^AN we do it tonight?" stolid Jan 

"Thefe's fuel and supplies to be con- 
sidered," North muttered. "We could 
get fuel, oxygen and water for the bunk- 
ers there in the Company yard, i£ we 
could keep the electrolarms quiet. But 
food — " 

"I can buy what supplies you need 
and get them to the yard there to- 
night I" Aline offered eagerijp; 

"Hell, let's go tonight theal'^' iKltit 
out big Whit«y. "Wty .steridn't m 
when there's only s tattpU of mtdliBea' 
between us and the space-trai to for- 
tune! Just give us your orders, 
Johnny." 

"My orders?" North echoed amaz- 
edly: "What the devil, I'm not cap- 
tain of this party. I'm still the cub, 
the youngest man in the outfit." 

"That's just why you've got to be 
first ofiicer," Whitey rumbled deci- 
sively. "Ym'xe tie qm^kest,, yoijogest 
pilot in tJw tot. My one tem lets me 
out, Connor is a cyc-roan and Hansen 
a navigator and you know how bad Do- 
rak's eyes are. You're our best bet, 
and you know it." 

The others chorused agreement. 
North frowned. "All right, but I'm 
damned if I won't feel out of place giv- 
ing orders to you fellows. And this 
captain business only goes for the time 


He talked rapidly. "Dorak, you go 
with Aline and bring a truck of space- 
rations to that Company yard at ex- 
actly eleven tonight. Hansen, start 
plotting our preliminary coarse in a. 
.C-curve toward Uranus. Cornior, slip 
<lown to that yard and keep an eye on 
things inside. Whitey and I will be 
there at ten sharp." 

As the others departed hastily, old 
Peters wheeled forwai€ siaA miei aa 
anxious question. 

"You ain't forgettin' me and Steenie, 
Johnny? You wouldn't really leave us 
Jl«8j would you?" ^ 

«We've got to," North told him 
eaniftstly. "You know yourself that 
you're too old fbr a space-jautit, Peters. 
The shock of starting would kill you." 

The old man took it better than 
North had expected. "Well, maybe 
you're right," he mumbled. "Though 
I did want to see space again once more 
fcefore I died." 

"Aren't we going to sail with you, 
Johnj^f" Mkeid Steeoje, * bewildered 
look in his vacant eyes, •'Aren't you 
going to take us?" 

"We can't, Steenie," Sfarth said 
gently. "Someone has to stay and look 
after Peters, don't you see? We' want 
you to do that." 

"But you'll need me, for I'm a good 
pilot," Steenie said seriously. "They 
said I was the best pilot that ever took 
a space-ship out, didn't they, Whitey?" 

VViBtey,his naassive face msvaij nod- 
ded pityingly, "^es, th^ '»aW tjiat, 
Steenie, and it was trufi. You were the 
greatest pilot of them all, back in those 
times." 

"Sure, and we'll want you the next 
voyage," North told the space-struck 
man. "But this time I want ^©a tOi 
stay. It's an order, Steenie." 

Out of a dim, half-forgotten past, 
Steenie brought a sharp gesture of sa- 
iSsite. "¥es> .siri 1% (jbey ar<J,eiSi" 
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He and the old man in the wheel- 
chair watched for the next few hours as 
North and Whitey feverishly helped; 
Hansen plot the course they would have 
to follow to take the most feasfbie paih 
toward Uranus, and pack their few 
spare space-jackets in compact kits. 

Connor came hastening back into 
the room, his frog face crimson now 
with excitement. 

"Just two watchmen down at that 
Company yard," he reported. "One at 
the front gate and one at the side." 

"We can handle them," North de- 
cteed. He glanced at his w»t«h. 
"Time to go r" 

They .looked uncertainly across the 
dimlit garret at old Peters, slumped in 
his chair with Steenie standing beside 
him. 

"Ah, don't stop to blather goodbyes," 
grunted the old veteraa. "You're jast 
wasting time." 

CILENTLy, North and the other 
three trooped down the dark stairs 
lo ffie street. ShouIdeAig IMr Mts, 
they moved (juietly along the bright, 
tawdry, noisy thoroughfare toward the 
spaceport whose red and green tower- 
lights hung against the starry sky. 

Rocket-flame curved skyward with a 
thunderous roar as a freighter climbed 
from its dock. North felt a thrill. It 
had been almost two years since he'd 
been to space. He felt tonight as 
a.oa#i he m0 Itteoteeo again, swag- 
g&Sag ptovMy wfth a younger Whitey 
toward Carew's crazy little ship that 
was to take them into the unknown. 

They went more slowly as they 
approached the front gate of the 
Company's space-stores yard. North 
stopped in the shadow of a tower. 

"We've got to get that gate open," 
North nujtteted. "Wait haw." 

He stiftde. iotwsri Sato tie pool of 
light outside the gatCj and urgently 


pushed the stud that rang a bell in the 
SB*ftthoian's hut. 

TMi watchman, a short, thickset man 
in the Company gray^ caaw OBt and 
scrutinized him keenly through the bars 
of the gate. 

"Mr. Sidney sent me over to get a 
report he left here today," North said 
nonchalanfjft '•Qpsn ap thwej. 'will 
you." 

The watchman hesitated. "YOlj'ri 
not in uniform," he remarked. 

"I'm not orae of your Company 
slaves," North retorted cheerfully. 
"I'm Sidti^'s buddy. Hurry up, man 
— I don't have all night." 

A Uttle doubtfully, the man unlocked 
the gate. "Let's see now, where's the 
ship Meteor?" North asked. "He left 
it in there, he said." 

The watchman turned to point. "It's 
over — " 

Thunk! The man went down like a 
bundle of rags « Nosh's &t caught 
fte aa^ o£ Ms Sforili whistled 
a low note, Connor and Whitey and 
Hansen came in like sWlft shadows. 

They bound and gagged the watch- 
man efficiently, and then crept silently 
toward the side gate. The second 
watchman was soon tied up also. 

"Watch by the main gate, Whitey," 
North ordered. "Hansen, here's the 
watchman's electrolarm key. I imag- 
im the things imt» to be paached t»i 
ttie hour. Go around and try to ind 
every one of them." 

Then he gestured Connor. "Now for 
the fuel and oxygen. Come on!" 

He and Connor raced toward the 
Meteor. The Irish cyc-man was 
chuckling under his breath as they ran 
between the looming supply-houses. 

"Ah, it's like the old days aaae to 
life again, Johnny! I remember a 
vim-'" 

Ntwth had ie«A«d the Metm «sd 
was using the wakchnmn's toreh to 


TREASURE ON THUNDER MOON 


213 


search for the fuel, oxygen and water 
lines. They must be somewhere near 
the dock, he knew — and at last he 
iami the tteee heavy metal pipe-lines, 
fttt st»M}40<i iEicotti towetmg tanks 

He and Connor scrafcNed,»»nfl un- 
til they made fast the flexible pipe- 
connections to the inlets in the sitle of 
the ship's hull. 

"Go over to that fuel-house and start 
the stuff pumping," North panted to 
his companion. "I'll watch the gauges 
and give you a two-flash signal when 
tit bwnfcejs « f sdl." 

Connor raced away. North soon 
heard a low throbbing of pumps over 
in the fuel-house. And a few seconds 
later there was a whispering rustling 
from inside the pipes they had con- 
nected to the Meteor's inlets. 

Powdered copper was being pumped 
through one of those pipes into the big 
fuel bunkers of the ship, to serve to 
feed the cyclotrons. Oxygen for the 
'genator tanlia Wag imeeA 
der compression throtigh a 4ecofid plpt, 
atti AfaUlig water through a third. 

ifeith alertly watched the gauges in- 
side the cramped control-room, hunch- 
ing in the pilot chair and using the 
torch for light. Hansen's head pro- 
truded suddenly into the etoSSed, 
shadowy little room. 

"I think I got all the electrolarms," 
)» reported tetuely, "I was all over 
every comer of the yard." 

"Okay, slide back oiA to the main 
gate to Whitey," North mppeS to Hm. 
"I think Aline and Dorak jast arrived 
with the rations." 

'"jpHE gauges finally showed that the 
bunkers of the Meteor were full. 
North hastily flashed a signal, and the 
throbbing of pumps stopped. NorlJi 
was disconnecting the feed-lines when 
Coniujr came hurrying -op. 


Behind the Irishman materialized a 
small power-truck, running without 
lights. Aline and Dorak hastily climbed 
down from its cab, while Whitey a«d 
Hansen appeared closely behind it, 

Aline's laee was a white War in the 
daftness hot her voice was tlrftW as 
she reported to North. "I left my check 
for the ship on the watchman — mi we 
have the rations here." 

"Come on — let's get them in," 
sweated North. "Connor, get back to 
those eyes and start the injectors. 
We'll want to take off fast." 

They were hauling the flat cases of 
concentrated foods into the dark ship, 
bj^iadgring «ajl stswUiug am ewh 
otfiet in tlje narrtw pa»ageways in- 
side, when there came a sharp wamiag 
whisper from Aline. 

"I think somebody's coming!" 

North jumped out into the darkness. 
He heard a sound of faintly creaking 
wheels and then a shrill voi« cut 
through the night. 

"Ate we 'boat ready to go, Johnny?" 

"Holy coaiets, it's old Petersi" 
gasped Whil«y. "Hojf <te ie^jil iJW he 
get here?" 

That mystery was soon explaitied. 
Steenie wheeled the old cripple's chair 
forward toward the ship. 

"Thought you was goin' to leave the 
old man behind, eh?" cackled Peters. 
"Not much! Soon's you were gone, I 
toH Steenie to wheel me here." 

"Am I $<m§ ia that sMP) Johnny?" 
Steerfe ^sksi ^0A% 

North groaned. "You've got to go 
back, Peters, You and Steenie cant 
come — " 

"I'll come or know the reason why I" 
shrilled the old man's quivering voice. 
"You ain't goin' to cheat me out of my 
last chance to go to space. I'll come, 
or else I'll yell my head oS right now." 

"We'll have to let them come, 
Johnny," groaned Whitey. "If we 
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don't, the old rascal will rouse the whole 
spaceport." 

"All right, get them into the ship," 
North said helplessly. "Come on — 
we've got to get th? rest of these rations 
aboard — " 

Bong! Bong! 

They jumped as somewhere in the 
darkness nearby a bell began a clam- 

"Vk, tm&, 1 ffitsr Btvie Mtoed me 
of the electrolarmsl" cried Hansen. 
"That jams ever3?thing — " 

Distant cries of alarm could be heard 
over the hellish clangor of the electro- 
larm bell. Whistles shrilled, and big 
.searchlights on the spaceport towers 
blazed out blue-white beams that swept 
rapidly toward this shipyard. 

"Info the ship! We've got to let the 
rest of the rations gol " North yelled. 
"The*e''ll be Company police here in 
two minutes ! " 

Already sirens were^AWsg in a ris- 
ing crescendo. There was a distant 
roar of speeding rocket-cai^ dashing 
toward the shipyard. 

Blue beams of the sweeping search- 
light caught and held in a dazzling glare 
the spa/m^wm as they tumUed into the 

"CcMBW, stafl; ae ^esl" bterf 
Norfli's voiM. •'Hansen, the door! 

Everyone in their space-chairs ! " 

He leaped forward into the little con- 
trol-room and snapped the panel switch. 
Light leaped out from hooded lamps 
and gleamed off the bank of dials and 
throttles, and the sp8<»"«tick and 
pedals. 

North's hands buckled himself into 
the pilot chair with frantic speed, while 
big Whitey scrambled into the co-pilot 
seat beside him. The slam of the her- 
metic door was followed by a bursting, 
throbbing roar that shook the old ship 
in every afnt. Connor had the eyes 


j^ORTH'S hands dosed tightly on 
the space-stick, centering it pre- 
cisely for a keel-tube take-off. 

"Blasting off!" he yelled back 

through the ship. 

Through the window, he glimpsed a 
half dozen rocket-cars rushing across 
the shipyard toward them. Men 
jumped from the cars, levelling he^vy 
atom-guns and shouting inaudible com- 
mands. 

North was suddenly ley cabn. The 
discipline of twenty years experience 

took possession of his body. Holding 
the space-stick precisely centered, his 
foot jammed the cyc-pedal to the floor. 

Recoil springs screamed torturedly 
under his chair as the acceleration from 
point zero slammed down on him. 
Giant iron hands seemed to constrict 
his chest, preventing him from breath- 
ing, strangling him. Ms head roared 
and a red blur dimmed his vision. 

But he glimpsed lights and docks! and 
shouting men outside vanish as thou^ 
by magic, as the raving energy of the 
eyes poured in a scorching blast from 
the keel tubes. The starred heavens 
overheard were rocking dizzily to the 
wild lurching of the upshooting Meteor. 

Korth jerked the space-stick back a 
little, keeping t^ ^^pedal floor- 
boarded. "Bhe iStfflnie aiergy of the 
eyes, now partly diverted to the tail 
tubes, sent the old cruiser upward in 
a steep, swinging climb. 

"Thought her thrust-struts were go- 
ing to give!" he heard Whitey shouting 
thinly over the roar of eyes and tubes. 
"But they didn't—" 

North made no answer, bending the 
space-stick farther and farther back. 
And tile <dd M/eHm, creaking, racking 
and shtidderlng in every beam, climbed 
higher on a roaring slant into the star- 
decked heavens. 

The spaceport lights were a red- 
green quadrangle of titgr size on the 
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black globe below. They were roaring 
*p out of the shadow of Earth's curve 
into the brassy glare of the Sun, and 
the air-frietlcai akjcras were shtiefciai 
wDdly as the lull evetheateti. 

North's laugh pealed out over the 
throbbing roar. "Clean blast-off! We 
slipped them nicely, Whitey ! " 

His soul was throbbing tune with the 
eyes in wild intoxication. The feel of 
the space-stick in his hands was like 
wine to him, and the brilliant stars of 
space were like Iming beacons, and the 
old Meteor a magic ship capable of 
driving to the farAest reaches of in- 
finity. 

Old ship and old space-men — both 
of them condemned and forgotten — go- 
ing to space again! And now John 
North knew that he had not been really 
living in those dull, gray Earthbound 
months. He had only been sleeping, 
existinsc. waiting for this time when he 
could live again. 

The flame of emotion on Whitey's 
mas^e face told him that his oM com- 
rste tet the same. They were out of 
steosphere now, and the friction 
tfarms had fallen silent, and Earth was 

convex green globe dropping away 
behind and below them. 

Reluctantly, North eased his pres- 
sure on the cyc-pedal. The bursting 
Jtmt of the eyes dropped to a steady 
firtm*. Its tml tatas roarii^ the old 
ship throbbed out toward the far green 
spark that was distant Uranus. 

^LINE LAUREL came into the con- 
trol-room, looking pale and shaken. 
North suddenly realized that it must be 
her first space voyage. 

"You're sick?" he cried anxiously. 
"I might have known it— that start I 
had to make fast." 

She shook her dark head. "No, I'm 
all right. But old Peters — he's hurt, 
Jdm. The shock— " 


Hastily, North called for Dorak to 
come forward and take the space-stick. 
He and Whitey hurried back along the 
staiddwiBg catwaft to th«, bontaw 
fn which the old mm was tte 
others bending ov» "Mtm 

One glance cMtstrtcted North's 
heart. Peter's eyes were closed^ hiS: 
face blue, and a thin trickle of red was 
at the corner of his mouth. 

"Unconscious, now," he murmured 
after examining the old man. "Inter- 
nal injuries. I told him he couldn't 
stand theshock of starting." 

AliaA pale lace hcW a qiWlwi. 
"Winiie— " 

"He can't live," North said heavily. 
"It's only a matter of hmt$J' 

The others were silent. But Steenifi 
looked at him with a faint distress ih 
his clear, vacant ey«E. 

"Is Peters sick, Johnny?" he asked 
puzzledly. 

The hours went by, but the old vet- 
eran's condition did not change. They 
wsm BOW fifing out well taj««l Ito 
orbit of Mars, and North ffct tlj« 
watches and extended the fligjftfitiilje 
Hansen had computed. 

"We'll swing wide of Jupiter to avoid 
the main space lanes," he told the oth- 
ers. "The Company will have police 
cruisers on the lookout for us, be sure 
of that. But they can't comb all 
•^ce." 

Whitey nodded soberly. "We can 
ta Uraaus all ligH, ii this craft 
keeps ticking. But if we have trouble 
off the space lanes — " 

He didn't need to finish. The men 
all knew that a slow death by starvation 
or air-exhaustion would be their fate ill 
such a case. 

North looked intently at Uranus be- 
fore he left the space-stick to Hansen. 
The green spark was brighter and big- 
ger, now. Its moons were not yet vis- 
iiale, te tim vmiiei eye. 
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He felt a sense of unreality about this 
StraBfS quest. Quest to dreaded Thun- 
Moon for the levium half the Sys- 
tem tfi,otigbt fabulgtisl Qaeet ami4 
Sttange perils mUh flttly a tofl mm's 
word to guid« them — 

"John, Peters is coming to!" Aline 
called him. 

North hastened back to the bunk- 
room, with the others. The old veteran 
had opened his eyes. The faded blue 
eyes were dazed, bewildered, as they 
laoked up at the anxious faces. 

Then as old Peters looked beyond 
them, at the window mtk I'ts vista of 
stai-jeweW space, a eprnt eapressioa 
ot triumph, oi happiness, lit his eyes. 
Almost contentedly, he closed them 
again. 

"He's sleeping now," Aline S8*d hope- 
fully. "Maybe—" 

North drew her gently away. He told 
Connor heavily, "You wrap him up, 
Mike. We'll give him space-burial." 

Ill dead silence, the men moved to« 
waid thw: old coaipanion as North led 
the gffl to the main cabin. She looked 
up at him incredulously. 

"He can't be dead ! " she exclaimed. 

"I've seen lots of men die in space, 
and they all go like that," North told 
her. "But old Peters went happy — he 
knew, before he dieti^ that iie was back 
in space again." 

npHEY brought the wrapped body oat, 
mi getstly liaasd it kmi^ the -air- 
lock of the jaaia 4oar. Sl««8ie stood, 
watching m& his vacant blue eyes wide 
and puzzled. The others turned to 
North. 

"Can you remember th» spaofrlsitM 
ritual?" asked Whitey. 

North shook his head. "Nothing but 
the opening words, 'Since this man our 
comrade — ' How about you, Whitey?" 

Whitey shook his massive head som- 
berly. "It's been s» lonf since I heard 


it used, that I've forgotten it long ago." 

North looked around at the other two 
But both Connor and Dorak shook theii 

"DtHi't seem ^wtts il^t t& leMf tSB 
Peters without saying the words, but I 
guess we'll have to do it," said Dorak 
sadly. 

Then Steenie surprised them all. The 
space-struck sailor had been staring at 
the wrapped body in the airlock. As 
though it had brought something to his 
dimmed mind, he stepped forward aad 
began to speak simply. 

"Since tUt mm f»r t^^ttde has 
reUched life's end in fefUeut tf averse 
between world and loerM, and may not 
lie in any world to await the pdpnent 
of eternity — " 

They were all rigidly silent, startled, 
wonder stricken, as Steenie's quiet voice 
rolled on, speaking the words that long 
ago Mark Carew had spoken for Gor- 
him Johnson, his great chief lam — those 
classic words that had been used ever 
aiaeft for ths ritjial ml sjwce-Jiwial, 

"• — attd therefore -me comMli this 
body to the great deeps of the infinite, 
to wander the vastnesses of the void un- 
til such day as the last summons shall 
call from space its dead" 

Steenie's voice stopped. North and 
the others looked at him breathlessly, 
half-expecting that a miracle had re- 
stored his dimmed reason. But Steen- 
ie's f»ce was as blank, his blue eyes as 

"I rememWred it all, didn't I?" he 
said proudly. 

"Yes, Steenie," North said unstead- 
ily. "You remembered it all." 

He made a signal with his hand. 
Hansen, at the space-stick, gave the 
M e.teor a sharp snap-tnra with a blast 
of the lateral tubes. 

The ms9f&& Qtft^ of th* eld vet- 
eran was thrown clear from the air- 
lock, and drifted rapidly off into space. 
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They all watched silently, iintil the dot 
•was no longer visible against the stars. 

"There goes the last of Gorham John- 
scat's caw," iwtter*d WMtR?. 

"You know," said Jan D 6 r a k 
thoughtfully, "it wasn't so far from here 
that Johnson himself was given space- 
burial. It'd be queer if old Peters 
would find hia chief out there, wouldn't 
it?" 

Aline had turned away. North fol- 
lowed her back to the stern cabin and 
found her there, face 5t8afB4 against a 
wJMow, sobbing. 

"It was iD^ fwtll ft.^i^ailfrf** *he. 
chotea, lAat Iw wmeA te ttar-staf itf d 

face around. "If I hadn't proposed this 
quest, he wouldn't have been killed — " 

"Why, Aline, Peters died - happy 1" 
North told her. "It's what he wanted 
above everything else — to die in space, 
to be buried in space." 

He soothed her. And she clung to 
him, burying her head on his shoulder. 

But all North's wild exhilaration was 
gom. And aaJje looked out 9i the win- 
dow £tt UfBrtus* lai-gentng greetl spark, 
la craoM not help feeling that it was 
into an ever-deepening shadow that 
they were flying on their desperate 
quest to Thunder Moon.* 


♦TJramjs was the frontier of the Solar System, 
in this year 2018. It was true that men had gone 
beyond it to visit Keptune and even Pluto, but 
these had been mere exploring expeditions. It was 
at Uranus that the most distant outpost ot the 
pioneering men of Earth had been planted. 

The colony was not on the great planet itself. 
Prospectors and engineers and promoters made 
eoitstatlt auMeys on the huge world, but its sky- 
sttmjMHg 5iQi3fttatfts,i *fs lmr(^canei <ti aeiaoniac 
vMfiace mti ^attmiig sains, matie it too mid tor 
cosJIiaieEl'habitafian- 3^ »»2W ^S^h colofts was 
im 'HSsSBSc, .t>aB ©t tJie Imr sJfec&iB* 

and pjatlrmtn fintl ether pfgctous metala the 
wilds of the great parent plalret or on. tor other 
two moons Qi Ariel and Umbriel, Irbe fourtii sat- 
ellite, the dreaded Thunder M<»)% tbey strictly 


CHAPTER 4 

In Mobnrtown 

JOHN NORTH had not been to 
J Uranus for four years. It was with 
sharp emotion that he watched its great 
green sphere expand across the sky. 

He spoke to the one-armed giant in 
the co-pilot chair beside him. "Do you 
remember., Whitey — coming in toward 
it with Carew for the first landing?" 

Whitey Jones nodded with hA- 
ing. "And how excited we yotifigsters 
all were, eh? It doesn't seem twenty 
years ago." 

North's mind forced away those old 
memories, to consider their present diffi- 
culties. Every day of the long, curving 
flight out through the System Itail i* 
creased his foreboding. 

They wwe, strfctly speaking, jfeat«s. 
-And ttoagb Earth law did tmt yet reach 
to tMs frontier of space, the power 
of the Oampany did. There was a 
Company station at Moontown. And 
to Moontown they must go, somehow to 
procure there the anti-heat equipment 
vital to their quest. 

North raised his voice. "Aline! 
Mike! We'll have to start the brake- 
blasts soon. Better get ready to strap 
in." 

The others came forward to llie con- 
trol-room. Connor's red face was care- 
free as ever. The long, monotonous 
days that had made Dorak more silent 
and Hansen more brooding had not af- 
fected the reckless Irishman. 

But Aline Laurel was pale from the 
weeks of ship-air, her dark eyes very 
large in her white, fine face »s *f 
peered eagerly ahead. 

"Otanns looks so huge tEWft this 
close,"' she breathed. "And so fright- 
ening." 

"It's plenty big and plenty bad," 
North adrnitted, eyeing the great plan- 
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et. "It's the stormiest of all the ma- 
jor worlds." 

Uranus was a forbidding spectacle. 
Its mighty gtsea.gph«;e Wtott8d,out Wf 
the heavens, so close now was the TSe- 
teor. Yet little could be seen of its sur- 
face, wrapped as it was in cloudy at- 
mosphere hundreds of miles deep. That 
cloudy blanket was boiling with black 
storms, that moved across the surface at 
hurricane speed. 

Three of the great planet's moons 
were visible to them, from this sun- 
ward side. The two little satellites 
Ariel and Umbriel ffer« sAoa? to the 
planet, creeping acrcsg Its face. Far- 
thet out, and nearer to their approach- 
ing ship, marchefl the larger moon Ti- 
tania. The dense, wild jungle with 
which it was clad lent it a deeper shade 
of green than the parent planet. 

"It looks almost as wild as Uranus," 
murmured Aline doubtfully, gazing at 
this moon that stes ttafr BJinwdtatefles- 
tination. 

"It's not as bad, though the jHBgts 
are full of queer beasts and those out- 
landfch Tlteofan. aSioiigines/' nim1>M 
Whitey, He jwlate* to ft dttk a|x* on 
the green satellite, "That's Moon- 
town, the rawest, wildest boom-town in 
the System." 

"That's where we're going to try to 
get the anti-heat equipment?" asked 
the girl earnestly. "Are you swei we'll 
be able to get it there?" 

North said grimly, "I'm sure tey'll 
have it there, if that's what you meafl. 
Th^ me ..antt-heat e<juipnejtt a lot 
prospecting in tto suatfcerS wtaitic 
region of Urantis. But as to how we're 
going to get it, without money or 
credit — " 

"Ah, quit worrying and leave that to 
me," Connor retorted cocksurely. 
"Didn't I tell you I'd get the staff? 
I've got friends here." 

They wsre tumij^ to go had 10 thi 


main cabin and strap in, when Whitey 
pointed his single arm and said in a 
quick, low voice; 

"There's Oberon now, coming out of 
edfpset" 

nPHE fo«ti» satitllite of Uranus was 
coming o«t from behind the btilk 
of the planet. Aline cried out at sight 
of it. 

The moon was a terrifying sight. It 
was a sullen crimson sphere, wrapped 
in a shallow atmosphere heavily laden 
with dark smoke. Through rifts in that 
|looBty, ssaaky tese cauld b* jgliasjjsed 
flaming volcanic caatfceuts— Ia»& of 
fire upon wliose burning coasts surged 
the evil crimson tide of a great ocean 
of molten lava. 

Thunder Moon, lurid hell-world of 
the System, a playground of unchained 
volcanic forces that made it resemble 
some inferno of ancient superstition! 
Its red rays struck through the window 
of the flying ship, mingling with the 
8<j£t« ifeaet-light to paint the tense 
%t»9 «f flw staring group. 

"Sai# no amount af mtXAml 
equipment will ffiake it Safe to Tand 
there!" gasped Aline Laurel. 

"It wouldn't, ordinarily," John North 
admitted. "But your father's direc- 
tions indicate that he found a spot 
where it was just possible to land by 
using heavy anti-heat equipment W€& 
have to gamble on that." 

He sddsd waiwisgly, ''Oo Isck and 
strap Ib bow. I've to stait tutting 
Jn Kufgj^ TSaaia." 

Tbt M&ea'r Car* down toward Ti- 
tania in a long, swinging sweep, North 
expertly using the lateral tubes to edge 
them into a closing spiral and the brake- 
blasts to slow their speed. Even so, by 
the time the old ship roared down 
through the atmosphere of the moon in 
a descending slant across the green jun- 

f tej ifooajwR mm hmm^ avertakeii % 
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approaching night. 

The town lay in the dusk as a hud- 
dle of flimsy chromaloy shacks, situ- 
ated at the center of a raw clearing 
blasted out of the jungle. A little north 
of it was ft saialte clearing, that Jjeld the 
sjWO^forf, SorlBi'&tongte the creaking 
sWp dowo toward the red and green 
beacotis with practised smoothness. He 
kept it hovering a moment, riding the 
flaming jets of its keel tubes, and then 
let it sink to the ground. 

"Good landing, Johnny," rumbled 
Whitey as they unstrapped. "You 
haven't lost the touch." 

The others were getting out of their 
chairs, back in the main cabin. Han- 
sen «tiser?wed the door, and a flood of 
warm, daap m heavy wftli puugfent 
scents of iecajsteg yegetation rushed ia. 

"Moon-shoes on, everybody," North 
warned, stooping to buckle on the aux- 
iliary lead soles himself. 

They stepped out into the gathering 
dusk, stepping onto churned-up soil still 
.smoking from the rocket-blasts. Shapes 
of other ships, freighters and a couple 
af craisers, loajoed vaguely across the 
spaceport 

Queer creatures like travesties of 

mai carBfe rtteattg ea^rty rowsrfl ttsto. 

Aline Laure! shrank back with a little 
cry. These were green, manlike crea- 
tures, with enormous pupilless eyes in 
their parrot-beaked faces. They wore 
rags of cast-off Earth clothing, and ex- 
tended fingerless hands. 

" 'Sal, Urmen ! " they screeched to 
North. "'Sail" 

"They're just Titanian aborigines," 
>forth reassured the scareri girl. 
"They're gebbiflg fof salt— give the 
poor devils a little. Hansen." 

Whitey gripped his arm, nodding his 
massive head toward one of the two 
gleaming cruisers on the other side of 
the spaceport. 

"That's a fast CompaSy cruiser. 


Johnny, and it just got in before we did. 
See, the ground's atill hot from its land- 
ing-jets." 

XJORTH stiffened with alarm. "We 
might have expected it," he mut- 
tered. "The Company could send a 
cruis»-««t hevts from Etetiand iW-yil 
hexe Before we did, by following {he 
re^tat space-lanes." 

"If they try to take the Meteor away 
from us, it'll be fight!" flared Whitey. 
"Earth law doesn't run past Jj^iter, 
We hold our ship!" 

The others muttered agreement. The 
hatred of these men for the Company 
that had so long barred them from em^ i 
ployment flamed otit quickly. 

"Take it ea^— it toa't csme to a 
fight yet," raj^id North. "Maybe tlie 
Company's planning to let us go m 
to Thunder Moon, so they can followtis 
right to the levium there. Or they may 
figure that we'll have to come to them 
to get anti-heat equipment here." 

"The company's not the only ones 
in Moontown who have anti-heaters," 
declared Hansen. "You can get them 
at the supply-houses that outfit pros- 
|*«ttlis {d* Uramus." 

**Y'Bu can, if you have money or 
credit," muttered Jan Dotak. 

"I can get the credit, boys!" an- 
nounced Mike Connor buoyantly. "I 
know a chap here who'll stake us for 
the equipment, for a share of the profits. 
It's Charles Berdea«, who runs a pleas- 
ure-house here." 

"Berdeau?" rumbled Whitey. "I 
never beard any good of that interplan- 
etary rascal. TS^ «» him mi 
Jupiter." 

John North shrugged. "We'll have 
to get help where we can. Mike and 
I will go into the town and look up this 
fellow. You and the others had better 
stay here, Whitey — in case the Com- 
pany officers, here do try to take the 
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Meteor." 

"Can I go with you?" Aline tsmeX 
asked North eagerly. 

"I'd rather you stayed," he told her 
earnestly. "Moontown is a tough, wild 
place — no place for a girl. And there 
may be trouble there." 

He sensed her cUsappoialraent as he 
and Connor buclcled on atom-pistols 
and strode away through the deepening 
dusk. 

It was almost completely dark by 
the time they crossed the spaceport and 
started along the short road through the 
jungle to the town. The damp air was 
heaw with rank scent of the dense for- 
est of fern-like trees. Queer "floating 
flowers" drifted against their faces, 
lewoB^ H^TOg traces of exqijjsftf 
perlUme. Far off in the jungle a tfee- 
Cat wauled blood-chillingly, while over- 
head in the darkness was the leathery 
tattle of a passing dragon-hawk's wings. 
iSosn-bats called screechingly. 

The stars blazed brightly down upon 
them. But over at the east horizon 
there was a ghostly uprush of green 
light from behind the horizon. It waxed 
stronger by the minute. Then the col- 
ossal green shield of Uranus pushed up 
fcte the sky, filling half the heavens as 
it poured down viridescent brilliance 
like an incredible huge, emerald moon. 

Conner uttered an ebullient exclama- 
tion as they approached the lights* of 
Moontown. 

"Ah, this is living again, Johnny! 
And 1 was afraid we'd rust our lives 
out in that dustry garret on Earth." 

North felt it too, that hot tingling as 
<i, Js»g-dead youth come back again. 
It iiras good to be out here amid the 
fw, wild worlds once morel 

Bat he curbed his excitement, re- 
minding himself of the desperate urg- 
ency of their mission here. "This Ber- 
deau — where will we find him?" 

"He?n be sojneiAere aroond, if tli^ 


haven't hanged him yet," Connor said 
blithely. Then as they came to the 
edge of the town, the Irishman uttered 
an exclamation. "Holy comets^ just 
look at that street I " 

Moontown was blazing with life to- 
night, under the green glow of mighty 
Vtsmm. The heart of the. boim city 
was a single short street, lined solidly 
with gambling halls, drinking joints and 
similarly dubious establishments. Be- 
hind this street, the warehouses and 
outfitting shops of the Company and in- 
dependent traders were dark, but along 
this street there was a brilliant glow Of 
"ion-signs" beckoning to pleasure. 

r-jRUNK'ENr fiarthmen reeled 
through the crowd in the muddy 
Street, prospectors squandering in a 
Aart spee tkatatfiuin or plfttia«m tbey 
hssA risfcea Sieir H«es for on Utanus. 
Little groups of the parrot-beaked green 
Titanians pestered with their begging 
cry of " 'Sal, Urmen!", or peered won- 
deringly into the brilliant buildings 
whence came the throb and blare of 
brassy music. 

North had seen planetary boom- 
towns before, and they wen- always 
much the same. Always they were 
haunted by a riff-raff of crooked gam- 
blers and outlaws and star-girls, and 
mniBing traders and promoters who gar- 
nered the wealth that hardy adven- 
turers wrested from alien perils. But 
never, even on Jupiter in the old wild 
days, had he seen such a roaring tempo 
as ruled here beneath the green glow 
of great Uranus. 

"A fellow could have a flj^ or a 
frolic here, Johnny!" Mike Coimor was 
exclaiming, Ms frog face grinning. 

"We're not hefe for fun," North 
rapped. "What about this Berdeau 
chap?" 

"Talk of the devil and you see his 

sign!"' Conniffi retottei "See that, 
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Johnny?" 

The ion-sign he pointed at was glow- 
ing from a false-fronted chromaloy hall 
further down the street — "Berdeau's 
Phmsuite ■I'alacef" 

ThQf paused when they reached its 
tfide-open doors. The hig, krypton- 
lighted room inside was a crowded bed- 
lam — clatter of glasses along the bar, 
roaring voices of intoxicated men, 
brassy blare of a music-machine spout- 
ing a dance tune, all adding to the up- 
roar. 

Burly prospectors who still had the 
Eicenish pallor of weeks on Uranus 
upon their faces were clustered thickest 
around the bar and and the gambling 
liiacbines in back. Mingling with them, 
coaxing them to squander their money 
more quickly, were hard-eyed "star- 
girls," as the System nicknamed the 
Eartligirl clipjoint hostesses who fol- 
lowed the boom towns from world to 
world. 

North and Coimor pushed to the bar, 
and the Irishman asked a question of 
the sweating, overworked bartender. 
Then he turned to North. 

"Berdeau's somewhere in back. You 
wait here, Johnny, and I'll find him." 

North ordered Martian wine and 
drank the thin, sweet stuff slowly, ab- 
sently listening to the roaring boasts of 
the drunken Earthman by him. 

" — an' that's how I made my strike 
on South Uranus, partner. I tell you, I 
can s:mell platinum 1 I got me a for- 
tune to take back home—" 

North smiled Wtterfef to himself. The 
drunken prospector, he thought, tad 
about one chance in a million of ev^ 
getting his fortune back to Earth. The 
swindlers and crooks of Moontown 
would see to that. 

Through the uproar of the place there 
cut a sharp feminine vaiee. "Le* g> of 
my wrist, you big lug!" 

North tuin^. One Of the star-girls 


in the throng, a small blonde girl in a 
scanty white synthesilk dress, was furi- 
ously trying to free herself from a 
flushed-faced, angry, rough Earthman 
radium miner. 

"No you don't, sister!" the red-faced 
mineT was bellowing. "You got me to 
spend all my money — now you're not 
going to walk out on me." 

North turned cynically back to his 
drink. The sordid incident did not in- 
terest him. But in a moment he turned 
sharply around again. 

He had heard Mike Connor's voice 
loudly raised. "Quit badgering the 
lady, you big ape!" Connor was telling 
the angry radium miner. "Can't you 
see she's had enough of you?" 

"Who are you to give me orders?" 
bellowed the man to Connor. 

North groaned. "That damned fool 
IrishmanI Fighting over a star-girl — " 

^ONNOR had belligerently inter- 
posed himself between the star-girl 
and the infuriated, half-intoxicated 
miner. North started forward to drag 
the too-chivalrous Irishman away. 

Then someone yelled warning. The 
furious mfaer had mSfyAy drawn tl^ 
heavy atom-pistol at his belt and was 
levelling it at Connor and the girl. His 
rough face was livid with rage. 

"I'll blast you both down!" he 
shouted hoarsely at Connor. "Ywi're 
in with that crooked little — " 

North could have flashed his own 
atom-gun but he didn't. Without hesi- 
tation, he dived for the raging miner's 
legs in a flying tackle that "bowled the 
man off his feet. 

The fellow's atom-pistol let go iH a 
scorching blast past North's ear, as 
they grappled on the floor. Then North 
glimpsed an opening and smashed hard 
with his fist. It cracked upon the min- 
er's jutting jaw and the man went limp. 

North kicked the fallen a.to)a-pislol 
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away and rose to his feet, breathing 
hard. 

"Haul that space-tramp out of here ! " 
shouted the bartender, and a -K-aiter 
hurried to drarg the senseless miner out- 
side. 

The uproar in Berdeau's Pleasure 
Palace, that had quieted for the few 
moments of the incident, resumed. A 
fight was nothing new here. 

North had jerked Connor angrily off 
the central floor. "You big idiot!" he 
said scathingly to the Irishman. "Start- 
ing a row in here, when we're in trouble 
enough as it i?." 

'''Bttt I eoulds't let that Srmkea bum 
push a lady around, Johnny," defended 
Connor. 

"A la%? That star-girl?" repeated 
North wMlertegly. "ttw^ "he rSltu- 
lous." 

Someone touched his arm. North 
turned, and then his face darkened. It 
was the star-girl over whom the light 
had stftrfed. 

She was an almost cMldishly small 
figure, in her scanty, brazenly-reveal- 
ing white synthesilk dress. Her blonde 
head came barely to North's shoulder. 
But there was nothing childish about 
her face, the pert prettiness of which 
was hardened by too much make-up 
and too-wise blue eyes. 

"I'm Nova Smith," she told North. 
"AoA tb^ifcs a tot for jumping that 

"Ifou Dfiedn't thaak me — I don't go 
around fighting over star-gSrls," North 
retorted with dislike. "I was merely 
trying to save this fool Irishman irom 
* getting blasted." 

The star-girl bristled. "Nice and 
friendly, aren't you? Did I ask either 
of you to mix in? I can take care of 
myself." 

"You gurls usually can," North- an- 
swered contemptuously, 

"Now, Johnny, that's no wa,y to be 


talking to a pretty girl," Connor re- 
proved gallantly. Hi* tog iiKs win- 
kled at the girl in "sAat he Wfevrt to 
be a winning smile. "He's just upset, 
Miss Nova — "* 

"You'll be upset by the toe of my 
foot if you don't get going and find this 
fellow Berdeau," John North warned 
him ominously. "And don't tell him tw 
much — I'll put the deal up to him." 

Connor hastened away through the 
noisy crowd. North turned moodily 
back to his h»ll-#nisbe(l^>blet of Mar- 
tian wine affiJefefe 

The star-jiri followed Mm. and stood 
appraising Mm with cxwtly insolent blue 
eyes. "Old-time space^sailor. aren't 
you?" she said. "Sure, I can tell you 
fellows a mile away." 

"Look, I'm not buying you any 
drinks if that's what you're hanging 
around for," North told her brutally. 
"Clip someone else." 

Nova gioith shcugfed km bote sb«l. 
4m. *A1I right, sailor. But here's a 
tip, in exchange for what you did. 
Watch yourself, if you're going into 
any deal with Berdeau. He's as 
crooked as they come." 

"He's your boss, isn't he?" North 
said skeptically. 

"No one is my boss, sailor!" flared 
the star-girl. "I work here in Ber- 
deau's place drumming np trade, but 
hs deea't aw vm noboSy else 
does. So dan'tyoa talk as -though— " 

She stopped. John North wasn't lis- 
tening. He had suddenly stiffened as 
he saw three men enter the noisy room 
and look around. 

They were all in the Company's gray 
uniform, and all were armed. Their 
leader was Philip Sidney, the young 
Company officer with whom North and 
his friends had clashed on Earth. 

U&xtg\ ga«« fised (M IJorth, At 
mcB, iis jte«tnl young face "becasm 
grim. He ssul his two companions 
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Started purposefully toward NorA, 

Ti* ASS.A 

j^ORTH'S hand dropped toward the 
atom-pistol at his belt. He felt 
taut inside, for he knew that a crisis 
was at haasi 

He kxm^ now that WiDig SMw 
been sent here in ttat Clitnpafly ctiilse* 
that had beaten them to tJrairas. That 
showed the deep determination of the 
Company to possess the levium that he 
and his comrades were seeking. 

"Trouble is coming," North rapped 
to the star-girl, without turning. "There 
may be a fight. Better get out of here." 

Ntwa SKafli looked iwm hm -fac* to 
the three approaching men, "Btj you're 
in trouble with the Company, sailor? 
What's the angle?" 

North had no time to answer. Sid- 
ney stood confronting him. The two 
Company men behind him had their 
hands near their atom-pistols. 

"1 thought you'd be in one of these 
places," Sidney said accusingly to 
Korth. "We heard you just got in. 
And Vm dgisaisffeg that you tops mm: 
■&e Mettar to Its rightful owners, th6 
Company." 

"Aline Laurel is rightful owner of 
that ship," North retorted coolly, "She 
bought it and paid for it." 

"That forced sale was illegal and you 
know it," said Sidney. 

North shrugged. "Earth law doesn't 
run out here on the frontier. What are 
you going to do about it?-" 

He was ready for aa »splflsi<a!. Bat 
PWip Sidney made no move toward Ms 
weapon. The young Company officer's 
voice dropped earnestly. 

"North, I have to obey my orders 
whether I like them or not. But Til 
tell you this, man to man — you ought 


to be shot if you take a fine girJ like 
Miss Laurel out titeretote the (Jwagets 
of Thunder MoobF 

Sidney's clean-cut young face was 
flushed with anxiety. His sincerity was 
so apparent that North could not help 
feeling a certain liking for him. He 
had to remind himself harshly that he 
was talking to an officer of the hated 
Company. 

"You're BU|1%" 'SeTHBd wkmt Mte 
Lanret," "North jeered. "So worried 
that you'll be trailing right after us to 
Oberon, won't you?" 

Philip Siidney shrugged helplessly. 
"I see you won't lfst?B Ic reason. North. 
I'm sorry." 

He turned away, the other two Com- 
pany men following him out of Ber- 
deatffl ^taHishment. North lo<died 
aft«r Aem with narrowed eyes. 

What orders bad the. CojJ^wy gown 
Sidney? He felt sure fbat iTiey would 
be orders to follow North's expedition 
to Oberon and the levium, rather than 
to seize the ship. Anyway, they couldn't 
seize the Meteor with Whitey and the 
others on guard against just such an 
attempt. 

"So you're going to Thunder Moon, 
,«ilor?." Mm^ Smith w» wying, 
shbok her btonde head. "Tlat's a 
messy way to kill yourself." 

North looked at the star-^rl with 
ironic amusement. "You're going tft 
tell me how dangerous it is? I was out 
here when none of this riff-raff had ever 
heard of Uranus, and when ysa ware 
in your cradle back on Earth." 

Connor pushed through the crowd, 
Ms red face perspiring as he led another 
man up to North. 

"TBiis h Charlie T&etSem'* CBnnor 
introduced buoyantly, "Knew him 
back on Jupiter, when he was running 
a Jovopolis gambling-joint. Used to 
clean me out there after ievety vof 
didn't you, Charlie?" 
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gERDEAU lit a green rial dgarette. 
Over the glow of the atomite 

lighter, his bold black eyes insolently 
appraised North's shabby figure. 
The gambler was lean and daric, 

handsome in a faintly wolfish way. 
There was something too prominently 
predatory about t!ie dashing good looks 
of his aquiline face, the gleam of his 
white teeth. His rich black synthesilk 
suit was of finest cut, and a beautiful 
Callistan fire-opal smoldered on his 
sl«ider white hand. 

"Connor tells me you need a stake 
for a promising expedition," drawled 
Berdeau witli appafent dfrfnterest. 

North nodded curtly. "We need dou- 
ble anti-heat equipment for a twelve- 
man cruiser, and at least ten heavy in- 
sulite suits with indilfidual anti- 
heaters." 

"That's a big order of anti-heat 
equipment," Berdeau frowned. "Where 

tell me you're going there to hunt for 
levium?" 

"What's so amusing about that?" 
John North snapped. 

Berdeau chuckled. "There's never 
a month passes but some old space-rat 
comes in here to tell me how he's going 
to bunt for the mytluGal Isvima ma 
Thunder Moon. You're about the hun- 
dredth that's wanted a stake." 

"Did the others show you anything 
like this?" North demanded flatly. 

He held out the little lead-glass vial 
he had borrowed from Aline. The shin- 
ing blue grain of levium in it, pressing 
uncannily against the top of the vial, 
instantly erased thei amwmait from 
Bcrdeali's face. 

"Did that levium eome from Thun- 
der Moon?" he asked swiftly. 

"It did, and there's a lot more of it 


there, and we know where it is and how 
to reach it," North told him. 

Bcrdau's black eyes glowed with in- 
terest. "That's different I I think we 
can talk business. Gome intoi my 
office." 

"Said the spider to the fly," flipped 
Nova Smith. 

Berdeau turned angrily on the blonde 
star-girl. "You keep out of this — I've 
had enough trouble with you! Find 
Lenning and Kells and Darm and send 
&«K to me." 

North and Connor followed the inter- 
planetary gambler through the noisy, 
revelling crowd into a small office. 

Berdeau's floridly handsome face 
was eager as he asked, "Now, just 
where is the levium on Oberon? How 
do you figure to land on that h^sh 
moon without being destroyed?" 

John North laughed curtly. "You 
don't really think I'd tell you that? 
Smtris our proposition: Stake us to 
(he anti-heat equipment, and we'll sign 
a contract giving you one tenth of the 
levium we find." 

The gambler frowned. "You ^sk me 
to put up twenty thousand dollars 
worth of equipment, yet you don't trust 
me." 

North shrugged. "The secret isn't 
mine, and I can't give it away." 

"But you can at least tell me more 
about it," Berdeau persuaded. 

T^ORTH briefly narrated the tale of 
how Aline Laurel's father had 

found the levium, and of the legion of 
old-time space-men they had formed 
to go after it, and of the Company's 
opposition. 

Berdeau's eyes narrowed. "If tlie 
Company's after it, there must be some- 
thing to it," the gambler muttered 

fais lace. .fi« paeed the lUe a&cs for 
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a moment and then sppeited to come 
«i»l«BS' t» a. a«{sB>n, 

He thmtuot Ws hand. "fTortfc, you 
may not trust me, but I'm going to 
trust you. I'm going to stake you to 
the equipment you need, and I won't 
ask you for any contract — yom wemi 
is good enough for me." 

Berdeau went to the door. "We'll 
buy the anti-heat equipment and take 
it to your ship right away, before the 
Company can interfers. Wait till I 
get the money." 

"Now we're gefthig somewhwftl" 
Connor exclaimed ebulliently as the 
gambler went out. "Didn't I tell you 
I'd fix things up, Johnny?" 

But North felt a deep uneasiness. He 
hated doing business with one of the 
birds of prey who followed wealth from 
world to world. He didn't entirely 
trust the bstadmme g»mbl«r despite the 
man's apparent frankness. 

Still, North told 'himself troubledly, 
there was no way they couM last by 
the deal. He hadn't given away the 
secret of the levium's location, and 
without that, no one could double-cross 
them. 

He and Connor went out and found 
B^Kjeaa talking earnestly to his three 
men. I*nnii^ was a hulking, heavy- 
fac«d Earthman i?itti aa Mpr«s^»l(S« 
stare. X:efc«j4l^fin.wefefc8i^»lac8d 
younger itieft. 

"We're all ready I ^' Berfleto »M 
North effusively. "Leaning and the 
boys will-help you load the stuff. We've 
got a rocket-truck." 

As they started out through the 
crowd. Nova Smith caught at North's 
sleeve. The blonde star-girl's pert face 
was anxious. 

"Sailor, I want to talk to you a mo- 
ittent," she said urgently. 

"Sony, ^t we're in a Jttirry," John 
North replied Itftisquely, brushing past 
her to follow the others out the door. 


"You've made a conquest, Johnny," 
eh^sekted C«M»r, 

''A stai-girV iDatteted North con- 
temptBoasly. 

"Ah, she's a good fcid," defended the 
Irishman. "The trouble with you is 
that you've got Aline on your mind." 

The rocket-truck rattled down the 
noisy, brilliant street of Moontown to- 
ward one of the big outfitting ware- 
houses. Wandering, begging Titanians 
skipped hastily out of its way. Drunken 
.spara-sailors and prospectors barely 
avoided its wheels. Yet the uaearthiy 
flood of green light that poured down 
from Uranus' huge hanging sphere lent 
an unreal beauty to this sordid place, 

At the warehouse, Berdeau bargained 
keenly for the equipment. The main 
part of it was the eight massive anti- 
heaters for the ship. They looked like 
big silver cylinders. The outer shell 
encased powerful apparatus which, 
when fed po*«f frow cyclotrons, would 
radiate a csntinuous damping force 
that neutralized and destroyed the vi» 
brations of radiant heat. 

The ten heavy insulite suits hal 
smaller anti-heaters fastened betweeii 
the shoulders. The suits looked not un- 
like ordinary space-suits, except that 
they were of a laminated material em- 
ta^ing. the most heat-resistant mate- 
mb availaNe. Wearing one of them, 
a man couW wslk io heat that would 
otherwise destroy iujn, 

■yy HEN they h3(f the heftvy, «xpeB- 
sive equipment stowed i* tis 
rocket-truck, Berdeau ordered Lefflliifig' 
to drive to the spaceport. 

"I know you'll be wanting to get 
away as soon as possible," the gambler 
said to North. "I'll be waiting for you 
to come back with my share of that 
LeviumI" 

John North felt g certain Klaring of 
his imeasiness. It seemed that his 
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vague suspicions of Berdeau had been 
witliout foundation. 

The rockel-truck left Moontown and 
started along the short road that led 
thrau^ tJiiB juBgle to the spaceport. 
On either side of them, the weird fern- 
forest towered in grecu gloom. A big 
moon-bat swooped down into the path 
of their lights, and flashed startledly 
up again on flapping wings. 

They were near the spaceport when 
John North glimpsed a figure in the 
road ahead. He exclaimed suddenly, 
and Lenning pulled up. 

"Wta& tJift mattet?- Wljoisthst?" 
Berdeau asked sharply. He and his 
men had drawn the atom-pistols they 
all wore at their belts. 

"It's Steenie," North said worriedly, 
jumping down from the truck. ''One 
of our crew — he's space-struck, and 
shouldn't be wandering here alone." 

Steenie's vacant blue eyes were blink- 
ing against the rocket-truck's lamps 
•wbm North and the others reached Ws 
side. 

"Is that you, Johnny?", asked the 

space-struck sailor relievedly. "I'm 
glad it's you. I was going to go look 
for you, only I didn't know where to 
look." 

And Steenie gestured wonderingly 
to the solemn, buzzing fern-jungle that 
rose around them in the viridescent 
flew oi ha^ Uranus. 

"Haven't I been on this world be- 
fore, Johnny? It seems to me I was 
here once before, a long time ago." 

"Sure, you were here years ago, Stee- 
nie," North told him soothingly. 
"Don't you remember, when you were 
Wenzi's chief pilot?" 

"I was a pilot once, wasn't I?" 
Steenie said eagerly. "They said I was 
the greatest space-pilot of them all." 

"You were that," North told him. 
"Biut you shouldn't be wandering 
mmmA here alone, Steenie. Cone m 


back to the Meteor with us." 

Steenie's vacant eyes became trou- 
bled. "No, wc can't go back to the 
ship Johnny, That's why I was going 

to look tot font. The other men have 
the ship now." 

"The other men? What other menJ" 
Connor demanded alarmedly. 

Steenie made a vague gesture. "The 
other men, in gray uniforms." 

"Company men ! " The dismayed ex- 
clamation exploded from John North's 
lips. "Young Sidney and his men have 
seized the Meteor!" 

"How the devil would th^'fito ywr 
ship if your pals were on guard as you 
said?" Berdeau's hissing voice de- 
manded. 

Steenie explained with childlike sim- 
plicity. "It was just a little while ago, 
Johnny. Whitey said I could go out- 
side if I didn't go far from the ship. 
I wanted to look around. I was trying 
to remember if I hade^<t beea m ttis 
world before, back l^wt X nas S 
pilot—" 

"Yes, tat what ffld fte men in gray 
do?" North bHmght Mm back to hk 
tale. "How dil Ihey get into the 
Meteor?" 

"I saw the men in gray going toward 
our ship," Steenie said earnestly, 
"They shot things that popped around 
the ship's door. Whitey and the others 
there went to sleep. Then the »» • 
gray went into the ship. I was afraid 
to go there then. I thought I'd try to 
find you." 

"Sleep-gas I" North said fiercely. 
"Sidney and his men used sleep-gas 
pellets to take the ship." 

"VJT'E'LL soon take it back from 
them!" flamed Connor. The 
Irishman's heavy atom-pistol jumped 
into his hand, *>Onm on, Johnny — 
we'll blast the immes& Company whip- 
pfijsiaii»fs tWit Wit of our way 1 " 
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"Wait a minute!" North said ur- 
gently. "We can't do anything that 
way. There's only two of us — " 

Charles Berdeau's quick voice inter- 
rupted. The gambler's handsome face 
was wndf-teHSe m the jSwefc 
light. 

"There's six of us in this, North! 
'We'll help you recapture your ship." 

North was amazed. "You're willing 
to buck the Company?" 

Berdeau's white teeth gleamed. 
"Why not? I've got twenty thousand 
invested in your expedition, and a for- 
tune to win if you succeed. I'm not 
going to see you fail," 

"Ah, that's taJikiijgi" 6»4tBd fcoa- 
nor. "Why, the six of us can wfpc up 
this moon with them." 

"Take it easy," rapped North. "We 
don't want bloodshed. Maybe we can 
retake the Meteor without it." 

They cut off the lights of the rocket- 
truck, and started on along the road 
through the fern-jungle. At the edge 
of the spaceport, tli#y stopped Oie ve- 
tet* -tttj a;9(toctd araand the edge of 
the spaceport to reconnoiter on foot. 

Concealed by the shadow of the fern- 
jungle edge, they studied the scene a 
hundred yards away. The Meteor lay 
where they had left it, light spilling 
from its open door. But now a trio 
of gray-uniformed men armed with 
atom-pistols stood watchfully outside 
the dc)or. 

"I cm't understand Sidney's- seizing 
the ship," Korth muttered. "I was sure 
his orders would be to trail us to Ober- 

on." 

"Come on, and we'll rush 'em!" Con- 
nor said, his voice fierce. 

"We can pick them off from right 
here," Berdeau said callously. 

"Wait — we don't want unnecessary 
bloodshed," John North said rapidly. 
"If I could get into the ship secretly, 
and sunrise thetn— " 


"How the devil can you get into the 
Meteor secretly?" Connor demanded. 
"There's only one door, and they're 
standing right in it." 

North turned quickly to Berdeau. 
"Have you got a chainwrench in that 
HStket-troek? One big enough to take 
out a rocket-tube with?" 

"Hdly comets, I see your idea!" Con- 
nor exclaimed. "Maybe you could get 
into the ship that way." 

Charles Berdeau was frowtiing. "Yes, 
there's a kit of tools in the truck. But 
I don't understand — " 

"You wait here, all of you," North 
told them tensely. "I'm going to get 
Jate tl» Meteor my own way. If I suc- 
ceed & taking them by surprise, I'll sig- 
nal you to come on." 

"Is there going to be a fight, jiShh- 
ny?" Steenie asked wonderingly. 

But North was already slipping back 
through the shadow of the jungle to- 
ward the rocket-truck. He scrabbled 
in its tool-locker until he found the 
heavy chain-wrench, used for dismount- 
ing defective rocket-tubes. With it, and 
a smaller wrench, hft started <m bis mis- 
sion. 

North circled around the edge of B*i 
spaceport, keeping in the deep shadow 
of the tall fern-Jungle, until he was on 
the other side of the Meteor from the 
door. Then he bolted out across the 
level ground, through the green glow of 
great Uranus, running softly and 
swiftly until he reached the shadows at 
the tail of the looming ship. 

He crouched, listening. He could 
hear a dim murmur of voices from the 
Company men on guard at the ship 
door. But they could not see him, back 
here at the tail, The men were intently 
guarding the door that was the only 
entrance to the ship. 

T)ESIDE NORTH, there projected 
fliB big tail rsdSfit-tubes of tbe 
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craft. There were sixteen of the mas- 
sive tubes, each of them two feet in 
diameter. North rapidly fastened his 
chainwrench around the lowest tube. 
Then he paused, before commencing to 
wjserew the tube. 

This was the danger point, he knew. 
Ttie tube was bound to n»ke a, aowe 
as it bega* to unscrew. fJorth hesi- 
tated uncertainly. As he paused, he no- 
ticed that amid the low medley of jungle 
sounds there was the screeching scream 
of a moon-bat, regulariy repea.te!i, quite 
loudly. 

North timed the interval of the. 
moon-bat's rhythmic calls. He braced 
himself, griKMBg the chsin-iwwch. 
And just as the moon-bat screamed 
again, he exerted all his strength to 
twist the rocket-tube. The tube un- 
screwed a little with a sharp grating 
sound as the moon-bat called. 

North crouched tense. But there 
was no alarm from the guards at the 
door. They had not heard. Breath- 
ing more easily, he unscrewed the 
rocket-tube with infinite care. He had 
a bad inoment-^^jea it fipsJly came free. 
The weight Of the massive tube was 
mA that he had to strain every mus- 
cle to lower it to the ground without 
making a betraying thud. 

Removal of the tube had left an open- 
ing of two feet diameter in the stubby 
tail of the Meteor. North reached in- 
side it, into the flame-blackened power- 
pipe that had led to the tube. He un- 
bolted the flange of the pipe and in a 
few wondSttts had a section of it liltssd 

Droppitlg the tools, he crawled in 
through the opening. He stood in the 
dark cyc-room at the stern of the Me- 
t««f. Around him dimly loomed the 
massive cyclotrons and the labyrinthine 
maze of power-pipes, feed-lines and 
control lines. North drew his atom- 
plirtol, and started softly fotrard 


through the ship. 

He heard voices from the main cabin. 
He stepped silently along the narrow 
catwalk, and peered tautly i»tt til* 
long, lighted compartment. 

CHAPTER Vi 

DMth tn +1« "Msteor" 

T^HE first thing he saw was that 
Whitey Jones and Dorak and Han- 
sen sat oa th« floor against the wall, 
their hMidS and feet tightly bound. 
Whitey's swgle arm was lashed against 
Ms body. The massive face of the 
shock-headed blond giant was crimson 
with rage. 

Aline Laurel stood erect and un- 
bound. Her fine face was white with 
fury as she confronted Philip Sidney. 
The gray-uniformed young Company 
officer, his back toward North, was 
speaking earnestly to the girl. 

"But I really seized the ship for yow 
sake. Miss laarell" Sidne.f wss ex- 
claiming. "I couldn't see a girl tike 
you go to » horrible death on Thunder 
Moon in this Ghimerical expedition." 

"Do you expect me to believe that?" 
Aline demanded, her dark eyes flashing. 
"After all that your Company has done 
to cheat us?" 

Sidney made a helpless shrugging 
gesture. "Please believe me," he 
pleaded. "The fact is that the Com- 
pany ordered me to let you al! go on 
to Otieron, to follow you thwe Md wait 
until you had the levium befett we at- 
tacked you. But I couldn't fet yon go 
to that hellish moon." 

North stepped swiftly and softly for- 
ward and jammed his atom-pistol into 
the young officer's back. 

"Don't make a move, Sidney," he 
rasped. "Just raise your hwds and 
don't call to your men outside!" 

Sdney's arms shot ap starledly. In> 
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credulous amazement was replaced by 
sharp joy on Aline's white face. 

''John North!" she exclaimed in a 
low voice. "But how — " 

"Johnny, they were waiting here for 
you and Mike to get bark!" Whitey 
was saying excitedly. "They got us 
with sleep^gas pellets I " 

"I know," North said. "This is what 
they used to do it with." 

He had been searching Sidney's 
pockets, keeping his weapon jammed 
against the other's back. And in one 
jacket pocket he had found a stubby 
little pellet-gun with a fli^fMW of 
sleep-gas pellets. 

"i&ljoaytiatie Whitey and the others," 
John Mortfa said swiftly. "Sidney, you 
back against the wall. You take <^xe 
of Mm, ■WMtsy.** 

Philip Sidney backed against the 
wall, and turned to face North. The 
young officer's clean-cut face was 
flushed with anger, bjit he M Ml re- 
sist being tied. 

"I've got to take care of the men at 
the door," North whispered. "Wait 
here, all of you — " 

Gripping the little pellet-gun, North 
crfpt along to catwalk to the airlock 
chamber of the door. The three Com- 
pany men still stood watchfully in the 
opening, peering alertJy out iato the 
greenlit night. 

North sighted the pellet-gun and 
triggered rapidly. The almost silent 
hiss of compressed air drove the pellets 
of the weapon whizzing. The pellets 
hit the heads and shoulders of the three 
Company men, and exploded with a 
mhomh al m^c^tf expanding white 

The Company men started an 
alarmed turning movement, but never 
completed it. They crumpled and col- 
lapsed as that super-anaesthetic white 
vapor entered their nostrils. 

Nor& ^a$ffA their pKstrate tod- 


ies clear of the ship and then waved his 
arm in urgent signal. 

"Connor! Berdeaul" he called in a 
low voice. "All deatl Bril^ the Stuff 
here at oncel" 

tTE HEARD them start the rocket- 
truck. Knnning withnyt lights, it 
came rattling acres.? the greenlit space- 
port toward the Meteor. 

North went back quickly into the 
main cabin. Sidney had been tied into 
one of the space-chairs. 

"We've got to get off this moon at 
once," North rapped. "There are other 
Company officers here. They'll come 
to investigate." 

"What about the anti-heater equip- 
maytV Whitey cried. 

"It's coming now." North replied. He 
told them in a few rapid sentences of 
his deal with Charles Berdeau. "Is that 
all right, Aline? I mean, offering Ber- 
deau ten percent of the levium?" 

"Of course!" she cried joyfully. 
"That solves our biggest difficulty — ga- 
ting the anti-heat equipment." 

Philip Sidney spoke up from the 
space-chair in which he was tied* The 
young af&er addressed himsdf to 
North. 

"So now you've tied up with Charles 
Berdeau, the biggest scoundrel unhung 
in the System," the young officer said 
scathingly. His eyes snapped. "North, 
you're doing a criminal thing if you take 
this girl to Thunder Moon." 

"You're just trying to stop us so you 
can get the levium for your Company I " 
Aline charged hofly. 

"Believe me. Miss Laurel, Vm think' 
ing of your safety," Sidney said ear- 
nestly. "This whole venture to Thun- 
der IVtoon is madness. But if North and 
the others must go, they should at least 
leave you here." 

North reluctantly admitted to him- 
«^f that StAsey sincere. H« could 
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see that the young Compatiy officer had 
conceived more than a passing adnlca- 
tion for Aline Laurel. 

"He's rea% r%Jrtj Aline," North 
muUettd troublcdly, "You ought to 
stay fao-e wbile we go on to Oberon." 

"1 won't do it, and I don't want any 
argument about It," the girl declared 
with unexpected firmness. 

Connor stuck his trog-Uke face excit- 
edly into the main cabin, with Charles 
Berdeau and Steenie behind him. 

"Fine work, Johnny!" e.xulted the 
Irishman. "Ah, this is a night to make 
UH fm aU tbiw! dull, dead months on 
ftwlrT"' 

North rapidly introdttftBft fcefep. 
The gambler's black eyes IgftB^ Qse 
others but rested with unconcealed ap- 
preciation on the girl. 

"I didn't know I was to have such a 
charming business partner, Miss Lau- 
rel," he said, white teeth flashing in a 
.^mile. "If I'd known — " 

North interrupted urgently. "We've 
Is g$| that wp^ment aboard w a 
Itirry f E'pety itaittute our ship remains 
here is dangerous." 

"I'll have Lenning and the boys 
bring the stuff in," Berdeau replied 
doolly. He strode back outside. 

"Whitey, see that they put the stuff 
in the cyc-room where we can hook it 
up quickly," North sweated. "I've got 
to replace tliat rocket-tube I took out 
of the tail, Connor, you can help me." 

J^K HURRIED put. Lenning and 
Berdeati's other two men were al- 
ready beginning to carry the massive 
anti-heaters into the ship. 

North hastened back to the tail of 
the Meteor. He rapidly replaced the 
feed-pipe flange, and then he and Con- 
nor lifted the heavy rocket-tube back 
into place and started to screw it in. 

As he tightened the tube with the 
chain-wrench, N«ift heard tbea carry- 


ing the last of the heavy anti-heaters 
aboard. At that moment someone 
grabbed his arm. 

He turned in a flash, dropping the 
wrench to snatch out his atom-pistol. 
But it was not, as he had ejipected, a 
Company man who had stolen upon 
him in the shadows. It was a small, 
white figure — a girl in a scanty synthe- 
silk dress whose face was a strained 
white blur in the dark. 

"Sailor, I came here to warn you!" 
her low voice hurried. "You wouldn't 
stop to listen back there in the Pleasure 
Palace — " 

"Nova Smith 1" North was astounded, 
§m aBgi*. "Wm iflesfl do yoa 
mean foBow^iig tisT" 

The star-girl gripped his arm more 
tightly. "Sailor, listen! Berdeau's plan- 
ning to doublecross you! I heard him 
talking to Lenning and the others there 
in the Pleasure Palace. He's planning 
to jump you and your friends before 
you leave here. He doesn't mean to let 
you go without him. He wants all that 
levium for himself!" 

"The *iis ,^«Wi!stewfc.t** <taB?* 
gasped: *It ibesn't mate mmt?* 

"1 tell you, it'."! true!" Nova said 
fiercely. "You did me a big favor to- 
night and I wanted to warn you. You 
wouldn't stop to listen so I followed 
you out here — ^waited till I .saw a chance 
to speak to you out of Berdeau's hear- 
ing—" 

All John North's suppressed suspi- 
cion of Berdeau flared into flame on the 
instant. He had been puzzled all along 
by the gambler's surprisingly cooper- 
ative attitude, but had thought there 
was no chance of trickery. 

North's atom-pistol was in his hand. 
He told Connor swiftly, "Mike, come 
with me! You stay here, Nova." 

At that moment came the blasting 
crash of an atom-gun, echoing mufBedly 
from inside tte Meteor. Then a ^tarp 
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scream, a furious shout. 

"Hell, we're too late! " swore Coaaor, 
plunging wildly forward. 

l!l«til ««« fchead of him as they 
reaelaa fee *3or of the ship. They 
burst in to the main cabin, ready to 
trigger theft wiaponS. 

But North stopped, appalled. Han- 
sen lay on the floor, his breast black- 
ened by the fatal blast of an atDW-gun. 
Whitey and Dorak, tieir iaeet B«id, 
had their hands up. 

Charles Berdeau faced North from 
behind Aline. The gambler had his 
atom-pigtoi levelled at the girl's back. 

"Yoiitao, NorthI" snapped Berdeau. 
■'Drop those guns and raise your hands 
or the girl gets a blast in the backl " 

There was no possible reply to that 
threat. Slowly, trembling with fury, 
North and Connor dropped their weap- 

■^ORTH heard a sharp gasp of hor- 
ror from behind him. Nova Smith 
had followed them into the Bef« 
deau's flaring eyes glimpse€ -fc Staf- 
girli 

"So you csme to warn them, Wova?" 
imi ras^, '-Yoa'll regret that. Stand 
over tbefe begttfe them. None of you 
try anything, or you'll get what this pal 
of yours on the floor got for resisting." 

Lenning and Kells were hastily tak- 
ing the weapons of North and his 
friends. Darm. Berdeau's third man, 
stood at the end of the cabin bfc at<sn' 
plst<d reinforcing the gamMefs tmi»- 
mands. 

Connor was still stating increWously 
at Hansen's dead body on the floor. The 
Irishman was muttering frozenly. 

"They killed Hansen," Connor said, 
unbelievingly. "Hansen, that sailed be- 
side me for thirty years. Why, they 
can't do that. Why — " 

The berserk look came into Connor's 
raging eyes. Berdeau saw it and yelled 


a warning. 

"You and the giri both get it if you 
try anything!" 

No tfaMftt^to jM«5S«if <mid JJW ts«w- 
trated Cemaor's tJood-ftiadness and 
halted htai. But the threat to Aline 
stoj^d hto. 

He choked. His voice was a shaking 
whisper. "Berdeau, TH kill you for 
this." 

North saw Philip Sidney watching 
with wide, horrified eyes from the space- 
chair in which he was bound. At that, 
moment, Steenie came wandering into 
the cabin from the cyc-room. 

"Johnny, can I pilot the ship a little 
when we start?" Steenie asked eagerly. 
"You know, I used to be a good pilot—*' 

His voice trailed off into silence as 
his vacant blue eyes fastened puzzledly 
on Hansen's body. "Somebody's hurt 
Hansen," he said, childlike distress in 
his voice. "Who was it hurt Hansen?" 

With a contemptuous, brutal sweep 
of his arm. the hulking Lenning sent 
Stsenie crashing back against the wall. 

"Now listen to me, all of yon," Ber- 
deau's voice rasped. "We're going to 
Oberon after that levium. But / »m 
running the expedition now." 
' North's blood was pounding ragingly 
in his temples. But he forced himself 
to speak steadily. 

"Berdeau, the two girls can't help 
you get the levium. At least leave them 
here." 

"I'lH leaving ao one here to, srt U» 
(joa^St^ or others on my trail,* laj^jed 
the fSMbler, He glanced viciously at 
the atar-girl. "Especially Nova, whom 
I owe something for trying to wreck my 
plans." 

Nova Smith's small figure stiffened 
angrily, and there was no fear on her 
pert, painted face as she jerked her 
blonde head. 

"I'm only sorry I wasn't in tiJHe^ to 
queer the whole thing," she defied the 
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gambler. 

"As for Miss Laurel," rasped Ber- 
deau, "she's my ace card. Neither I 
nor my men can pilot a space-ship. But 
yaa men can, Nortli. And you're going 
to do it for me. You're going to do 
it, because Lenning is going to keep a 
gun on Miss Laurel every minute. And 
at the first sign of disobedience or 
mutiny from any of you, an atom-blast 

A LINE LAUREL spoke to North. 

There were tears still glimmering 
in her dark eyes but her voice was level. 

"I'm not afraid, John," she said. 
"You do what you think is best asA 
pay no attention to his threats against 
me." 

But North realized that he was check- 
mated. Bitterly as they longed to 
avenge Hansen's death, they could not 
attempt it when their first move would 
condemn Aline. 

He spoke in a low voice to Whitey 
and CrauioT and Dorak. "He's got us 
boxed, bojfs. Well have to do as he 
says." 

"Now you are showing sense," Ber- 
deau applauded ironically. The gam- 
bler laughed as his black eyes moaking- 
ly swept their livid faces. "Hard to 
take, isn't it? But you senile old-tim- 
ers ought to have known better than 
ta eome to space again. The frontiei?* 
fioo tough for you, these days." 

Then Berdeau said harshly, "Miss 
Laurel, I want the written dteeedons 
your father left for finding tite Iwium. 
Hand them over, or I'll have Leiming 
search you for them." 

Furiously, Aline thrust the scrap of 
yellowed paper at him. The gambler's 
black eyes were bright as h» ^tteed 
at the scrawled writing. 

Then he told her, "You take that 
space-chair ther«. Lenning, sit across 
from her and keep her covered every 


minute. The rest of you prepare to 
take off at once. North, you'll pilot 
the ship." 

The man Barm dragged Hansen's 
body outside, and closed the ship's door. 
Connor went back to start the eyes, 
Kells going watchfully with him. 

The gambler motioned North toward 
the control-room, and followed him 
there. As North slowly took the pilot- 
chair, Berdeau strapped into the co- 
pilot seat beside him. He held his 
atom-pistol ready for action in his 
hand. 

"Take oft for Oberon at once," he 
ssdered curtly. "I needn't warn you 
BOt to tty Sny tricks. North. You know 
tSe consequences." 

Helpless to disobey. North took the 
space-stick. His throat was dry, his 
whole body shaking with raging emo- 
tion. 

"Blasting off!" he called hoarsely 
back into the ship. 

He jammed the cyc-pedal to the floor. 

The old Meiem bcnrauM upward 
through the green ptfaHet-Hght with a 
roar of rocket-tubes. 

They slanted up over the greenlit 
jungles of Titania. The scream of spUt- 
ting air died rapidly outside as the old 
cruiser climbed to clear space. The 
huge bulk of cloudy green Utanus 
loomed on their left. 

Less than a hundred thousand miles 
i?*wrd from them marched the sullen 
rtBs&a sjAeie «sf Thunder Moon. The 
ship started blasting steadily tpward it, 
its eyes droning loud and the tail tubes 
thundering. 

North felt dazed by this wreck of all 
their hopes. This last space venture of 
himself and his aging comrades was 
ending in disaster. Peters and Hansen 
were dead. And Berdeau and his crim- 
inals conunanded their ship as they 
rushed on toward the most perilous spot 
in the System. 
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CHAPTER m 

Thunder Moon! 

TpHE outermost satellite of Uranus 
was unique among the moons of 
4e Solar System. It was not large, 
noon Qbcisn tet fa«d reived 
MM^^ mm and fame, it 

was little more than a thousand miles 
in diameter, and its small mass should 
long ago have cooled to quiescence like 
the other satellites. 

But Oberon had never cooled, never 
since the day when it and its parent 
world had been flung off by the Sun. 
Much of its mass had solidified, but 
beneath that solid crust raged un- 
quenehatde i&tKBsl &es immee W 
fey a laorgfeat i-adiactlve content of its 
cotei Flames from its fiery heart burst 
ceaselessly through rifts and craters in 
the crust, and fountained up from the 
surging moltea rock of the Flaming 
Ocean. 

Wrapped in its gloomy, smoky haze, 
the volcanic moon was an ever more 
appalling spectacle as the Meteor drew 
toward it, hour by hour. North had 
kept their speed throttled down, stretch- 
ing out the traverse as long as possible. 
His mind was still feverishly searching 
for some means of turning tte tables 
on Berdeau and his men. 

But North could think of nothing. 
The gambler, from the co-pilot seat, 
watched his every move. And the first 
sign of mutiny, North knew, would 
seal Aline Laurel's death-warrant. He 
dared attempt nothing until a better 
iqiportunity presented on the danger- 
ous moMi they were now i^proaching. 

HoTtb ^ke tautly to the man be- 
side Wm. "It's time we hooked up 
those anti-heaters. We'll need them go- 
ing every minute we're on Oberon." 

Berdeau's black eyes narrowed. "All 
ri^, North — you can call one of your 


pals to take the controls while you hook 
them up." 

Dorak came forward to relieve North. 
The stolid space-man's eyes glanced 
toward Berdeau with open hate, but he 
said nothing as he took over. 

North's gaze flew anxiously to Aline 
as he went back into the main cabin. 
She was pale, but there was a courage- 
ous lift to hm «Wb, Si^Mf, sitting 
in the space^ihai'r nejtl her, wis talking 
to her earnestly. The hulking Lea- 
ning had his atom-pistol on his knee, 
trained directly at her. And one of 
Berdeau's two other men watched alert- 
ly from the end of the cabin. 

"I'm all right, John," Aline said in 
answer to North's wordless inquiry. 

"She's not all right — she's in deadly 
danger, and it's your fault," Philip 
Sids^ 4SM bitterly to North. "You 
wotaabiihgher.'* 

"That's not so — ^I insisted on 
ing," Aline said indignantly. 

But North himself made no answer. 
He felt heavily that the young Com- 
pany officer's accusation was only too- 
justified. 

He looked around. "Where's Nova?" 

"Back in my cabin," Aline informed. 
"I lent her a jacket and slacks — she 
ewthja?* leear ttat dawerCcistujBie «f 
heirs tee." 

North motioned to Whitey. "I've 
got to go back and hook up the anti- 
heaters. We'll soon reach Oberon. I'll 
need your help." 

Lenning, watching and listening, spat 
an order to the hard-faced young man 
on guard at the ed of the cabin. "Go 
with them, Darm." 

As North shouldered ba^ eXcmg the; 
narrow catwalk to the cyc-rootn triUt 
Whitey, he muttered under his Ijreath 
to the one-armed giant. 

"If we could dig out an atom-pistol 
and blast that brute Lenning before he 
could harm AMne — " 
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"No chance, Johnny," murmured 
Whitey Jones. "Darm and Kells went 
through the whole ship for weapons. 
They've got us cold." 

"No whispering, you two!" saarled 
the Juan Daiaa, iehjnd them, 

gACK in tilt cyc-room, 
which was shuddering to the thun- 
derous droning roar of the massive 
cyclotrons, they found Connor glaring 
silently at the third criminal, Kells. 

They set to work to hook up the 
big anti-heaters to the eyes. Darm 
and Kells watched them closely. Yet 
as they stooped to fasten the power- 
ieed lines, North iound an opportunity 
to whisper to GwowT; 

"Don't start anything yet, Mikel Our 
chance will come when we reach Thun- 
der Moon." 

Connor's whisper was hoarse with 
passion. "Don't any of you kill Len- 
ning when the time comes. He's mine. 
I found out he shot Hansen ! " 

They started the big anti-heaters, 
turning tb» power into them. The 
nMMive a«;;^uign» b^w « |wlsjng 
throb. A halo of blue force burgeoned 
out frona them — a dim nimbus sur- 
rounding the flying Meteor. It was the 
damping force that could effectually 
neutralize radiant heat. 

"That ought to keep the worst of the 
heat out," North muttered. 

He started back forward. Nova 
Smtb met him m the wwtr oatwaJk, 
North stared wonderingly at the star- 
-girl.; 

The soft gray space-jactet and slacks 
had changed her appearance. Even 
more transformation had been wrought 
by the fact that she had scrubbed 
away the garish paint on her face and 
combed her yellow hair smoothly back. 

"Don't look so surprised, sailor," 
she told North a little resentfully, "You 
didn't think I tiked wearing all that 


stuff on my face, did you? But a star- 
girl has to dress the part." 

"You shouldn't have tried to warn 
me, Nova," he said gloomily. "It cmlf 
got you into trouble yourself." 

"Sailor, I've been in trouble half jny 
Efe," she replied with a gamin grin. 
"That cheap crook Berdean doera't 
scare me any." 

"Move along, you two!" snarled 
Kells warningly behind them. 

North shouldered forward through 
the cabin toward the control-room. 
Steenie touched his arm anxiously to 
delay him a moment. 

"Can I pilot the ship a little now, 
Johtttiy?" Steenie asked eagerly for the 
hundredth time. "You know, I was 
a good pilot once." 

"I know, and we'll let you pH?* Sitae 
time soon," North told him hastily. 
"You go back BOW and be quiet, 
Steenie." 

Dorak rose to yield him the pilot- 
chair. "Take over again, Johnny. 
We'll be landing soon, and my eyeg 
aren't good enough for that." 

TJiUodet M»n nm filled half the 
Sky with its crimson, haze-wrapped 
sphere. They saw its atmosphere as a 
roiling gloom of smoke, shot through 
with red lightings of bursting fires be- 
neath. 

North was wire-taut as he began to 
edge the Meteor around in a closing 
spiral, into the smoky atmosphere. He 

sflW hmM to th£fs# m Ste tgtim to 
strap Ir, as Itef ^{taBai tewarf the 
¥(dGaiiic moan. 

Fat around the curve of the moon, 
he spotted the steady red glow in the 
haze that marked the location of the 
Flaming Ocean. He slanted the ship 
in that direction. The rising, scream 
of parting atmosphere crawled at his 
nerves. He strained his eyes tensely 
to peer through the drifting smoke. 

BerdeaUj looking at the yellowed 
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paper be had taken fr(5in AlTite, spoie 
harshly. "The basalt plateau old 
Laurel mentioned must be the only safe 
landing-place. Be sure we land there, 
North — or we all die together." 

"I know," rapped John North. "I've 
no desire to kill my friends." 

His mind feverishly repeated Thein 
Laurel's written directions. 

"Levium deposit m west one of ikree 
Cfater-peaks fixing fratn Ftamtng 
Ocean. Landing possible only on basalt 
plateau near spear-shaped bay on south 
coast . . . Use stone raft to cross Ocean 
to peaXs^ tmk out for Ite FkAs." 

^^ORTH could see almost nothing 
through the roiling smoke beneath 
— nothing but occasional geysers of 
flame from volcanic rifts. The descend- 

patt of sliaft«ftig vftratioDS In the 
smoky haze. The crashes of thunder 
that had given Oberon its name were 
each few moments drowning out the 
roar of the eyes and staccato detona- 
tion of the rockets. 

A huge glow pulsed down there in the 
haze ahead. The clouds of smoke 
seemed thinner above it, due to the at- 
mospheric currents. The ship dived 

Wi lwe» Below T&y a Viasl S6a of 
Sldl^fiAJlSon lava, upon whose wave- 
less surface danced changing flames. 

They were plunging toward the 
dreaded Flaming Ocean of Thunder 
Moon. North frantically jerked the 
space-stick, cutting in keel and lateral 
rockets to swing them southward. But 
the ferocious atmospheric currents 
above this hell-sea of molten rock bat- 
teS. to Mtnr atM W& a leaf in a 
storm. 

He fought the ship's nose around 
and jammed the cyc-pedal to the floor. 
The old craft leaped with a gallant 
surge: of pimec, gtn^^^g soutliward 


over the molten expanse. Then, fat te 
Westward, North glunpsed three steep 
crater-peaks whose black pinnacles rose 
sheer from the red lava. 

"There's the three craters!" yelled 
Charles Berdeau, (teasMff-lust flaming 
in his eyes. 

No ship could land on the precipi- 
tous slopes of those towering peaks. 
North knew. He flung the lurching 
MetetSr to*ard the dfaaaf southern 
shore of the flaming sea. 

"Look for that spear-shaped 
he ordered hoarsely. 

The continent south of the Flammg 
Ocean rushed toward them. It was a 
nightmare spectacle under the fire-shot 
pall of smoke. A tumbled wilderness 
of upteisefl tpeks smoking fiercely in 
the £(^16 leat, its infemaj rivers were 
ledcbtaang streams of ftOw- 
htg &ma to the molten se* it<mt tte 
fiery springs in which they spouted to 
the surface. Farther southward, a 
range of great volcanoes were jetting 
clouds of ashes. 

North's eyes desperately searched 
the coast of the infernal continent but 
saw no indentation of spear-like shape. 
He twitched the spacer^i#fe tetofa the 
ship westward along the Shore of ffie 
molten sea. But the screaming cur- 
rents of the smoke spun the Meteor 
dizzily upward, the crash of its lateral 
rocket-tubes only serving to send it 
farther out of control. 

Hoarse, bellowing thunder in the 
smoky haze about them seemed to mock 
North's frantic efforts to right the plun- 
ging craft. At perilously low altitude, 
he got it back on something like even 
keel, and drove it west idong the burn- 
ing coast with the full blast of its tail 
tubes. 

"There's the bay!" yelled Berdeaa, 
pointing. "But wliere in hell's name 
is the basalt plateau?" 

North had glimpsed the deep, nar- 
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row indentation in the shore at the same 
moment as the gambler. 

He sent the ship plunging recklessly 
down through the roiling smoke. His 
eyes were fiercely searching the smok- 
ing shore of the bay. Then he saw 
the long, slightly upraised ledge of 
black ba»lt that lay almost a mile koai 
the molten sea. 

"There it is — but it*& twsMy smAl 
to land a ship on in these currents!" 
North exclaimed. 

'T~'HE Meteor was rushing headlong 
down toward the fiery coast. North's 
eyes, tensely estimating distances 
through the billowing smdiie, perceived 
that they would fall short of the basalt 
ledge. 

He ftanHcally kfckeit all the power 
of the eyes into the keel-tubes. The 
jerk of the downward blast kept the 
ship from losing altitude for a moment 
longer, as it plunged screaming through 
the smoke. 

Hellish clouds of rushing black vapor 
obscured the window for a terrible 
second. Bawling of thunder in tlie 
haze about them derided them. Then 
screaming currenjs tors Om Madfag 
smoke away from in ftont, 

"You've overshot iti" Berdeau 
shouted thinly over the uproar. 

The Meteor was plunging down past 
the narrow basalt ledge toward the 
river of blazing lava that flowed along 
its southward side. 

North's hands jerked the space-stick 

vitk blurtii^ sjwed and S» foot thrust 
and eased and thrust again on the cyc- 
pedal in a split-second. 

Crash! Crash-crashI The ship stood 
on its tail from the mad blast of its 
rockets, rolled back over and spun 
to the laterals, and then sagged to- 
ward the basalt ledge on the flaming 
columns of its keel-jets. A jarring 
bump, a screech of scraping metal — 


and they had landed. 

"By God, you're a pilot, Nottiii" 
swore Berdeau. 

Then the gambler gestured mean- 
ingly with his atom-pistol. "Now get 
back into the cabin with the others." 

North felt limp and shaky ftBm re- 
action as ie nnstr^5«l It ha& taken 
every ounce of his spacemanship to 
achieve that precarious landing. 

In the main cabin, the others were 
peering through the windows in fas- 
cinated awe, Berdeau's men still watch- 
ing them closely. Drifting smoke veiled 
most of the infernal scene outside. But 
the parked ship was shuddering every 
few moments to the bawling crash of 
thunder. And its interior was uncom- 
fortably warm despite the protective 
nimbus of the anti-heaters. 

"What a terrible world!" whispered 
Aline Laurel. 

"It's sure no summer resort," de- 
clared Nova. "I thought we were gon- 
ers when we started to fall toward that 
fiery ocean." 

"That was a wonderful landing, 
North," said young Philip Sittiey with 
warm .admiration. "Whoever taught 
yoa. pCoting knew his business!" 

Jfortlt answered haggardly, "lOte 
greatest pilot that ever flew ^wee 
taught me. There he is, ov«t tigfe-— 
what's left of him." 

And he nodded toward Steenie, who 
sat staring out at the smoke-veiled 
sesjj* with childish wonder in his va- 
cant blue eyes. 

Charles Berdeau aj^ared in the 
cattin doto. Connor jumped to his feet, 

and Whitey Jones' massive figure stif- 
fened. But the gambler's black eyes 
swept their hostile faces coolly. He 
spoke crisply. 

"It's time you all understood the 
situation clearly," Berdeau racped. "I 
want that levium deposit and I mean 
to have it, BuJ 1 4wt% w»0* » 
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to kill any of you, unless you make it 
necessary." 

"Big-hearted Charlie, they called him 
back on Titania," cracked Nova Smith. 

Berdeau shot the star-girl an ugly 
^ncebm sBHit'Oa .evenly. "Horn listen 
{a Teason. We've got {he atom-gans 
and there's nothing you can do. This 
world is dangerous, and the sooner we 
get off it, the safer you'll all be. Co- 
operate with us, and I'll promise to give 
you a tenth share of the levium when 
we get back." 

"^Tiat kind of 'cooperation' do you 
want from us?" North demaoded. 

'^HE gambler explained. "It^ Hot 
going to be easy to get out to those 
crater-peaks in the Ocean and get the 
levium. We'll need help. Give us 
that help without starting a fight, and 
you'll all profit by it." 

"We'll see you damned before we 
help you and your filthy killers!" 
flamed Connor. 

Whitey nodded his massive blMtd 
head in grim agreement. "If it waant 
for that gun cjjvetiag ASaej mifA be 
at your threat nm, Berdeau." 

But North had been thinking. The 
thin edge of a desperate idea had en- 
tered his mind. If he could find a 
chance for the risky strategem — 

"What's the use, boys?" North said 
heavily to his comrades. "They have 
us cold. We have no other choice than 
to do as they say." 

They stared at bim unbelievingly. 
Dorai asked incredulously, "You mean 
we siottM do what these murderers 
Bsk?" 

"What else can we do?" John Morth 
countered in a hopeless voice. 

Nova Smith's blue eyes flashed at 
North. "Sailor, don't be foolish!" ex- 
claimed the star-girl. "Can't you see 
that Berdeau will only put you ail out 
ml tha •w»y as saon as he's safe hseh 


on Titania with the levium?" 

"I've warned you before about talk- 
ing too much, Nova!" flared the gam- 
bler. "Another word out of you — " 

John North knew that tire star-giil 
had toM a« tsitlu, Be Iw* stBite 
well JJiat Berdeau would use fbem to 
help him secure the levium and jMlot 
him back to Titania, and then WOtJlrf 
dispose of them swiftly. 

But he shrugged helplessly. "We've 
got to do as they say," he repeated. 
"If we don't, it means AUne's life." 

Connor and Whitey and Dorak gave 
in> at ftat raaiadet. Tlj«ir fierce 
steice as Utef iaxsi Becdran was con- 
iessioii of defeat, 

"Now you*re being sensible," the 
gambler approved coolly. Then he gave 
his orders. "North, you and Connor 
will go out with Lenning and me in a 
preliminary reconnaissance. The first 
job is to figure out a way to get out 
across the Flaming Ocean to those 
craters." 

The ^blw sAiid, "Bann, f oa and 
X»B* ftrffl reaaJtt iSn guard here. Re- 
member to watch Miss Laurel every 
mimte," 

North's heart was beating with sup- 
pressed excitement as he got out four 
of the insulite suits. The suits were 
not unlike ordinary space-suits, except 
that their stiff black material was of far 
heavier insulation, and their helmets 
were massive, opaque ones with, only 
an eye-slit in frsnt. Kack hsd its own 
oxygenator an^ standard shorl-radius 
space-suit phone. 

Berdeau and Lenning got into the 
garments first, and then North and 
Connor. They started the individual 
anti-heaters attached to the shoulders 
of the suits. Each of them was at once 
shrouded in a blue nimbus of heat- 
neutralizing force. 

"Don't forget your moon-shoea," 
Marth warned, stooping to slip on his 
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emo hea^y, lead-soled sandals. "Sur- 
fiKe grarfty here is low." 

Berdeau and the hulking Lenning 
both carried their atom-pistols in their 
gloved hands as they opened the air- 
lock. North and Connor stepped into 
the air-lock first at Berdeau's order. 

'^Vm pm §9 3to»% North," ordered 
SerlesB, "wid you mil stay twenty 
feet in front of us at times. Uni 
derstand?" 

Ncffth and the Irishman passed out 
through the air-lock. They stepped 
onto the rough black basalt outside the 
parked ship. 

Drifting clouds of black smoke 
swirled about them. Ashes were rain- 
ing down upon them, pattering on their 
buBig- h^mtfy. And even througlii the 
keavy iustjlktion of the suit3 and the 
protective nimbus of ttats s»fi-heaters, 
penetrated suffocating heat. They had 
stepped out into a temperature of hun- 
beia oi degrefs, 

'^HE basalt lurched and shuddered 
under their feet, as distant convul- 
sions of the tortured fire-moon rocked 
Its unstable crust. Each of those con- 
vulsive tremors was accompanied by 
m ear-splitting, echoing detonation, 
like the duun-fire «f bea^.!S0l^:. 

Guuitfugs of euswt: auaiter that 
rocked and rolled and ebbed and then 
burst forth again! That hoarse hub- 
bub of colossal reverberations through 
the fire-shot gloom crushed the mind 
by its sheer volume. Added to the 
suffocating )ieat and blinding smoke, it 
almost dazed North. 

Berdeau's voice came to him on the 
space-suit phone. The gambler sounded 
asi th(nig;h he also were a little stunned. 

"God, what a world!" he was mutter- 
ing. 

He and Lenning had emerged from 
the ship. North turned toward them, 
and pgtailed thmi^ the msake. 'The 


Ocean lies this way." 

"You two lead," ordered the gambler 
watchfully. "We'll follow." 

And Berdeau and his hulking aide re- 
mained well behind North and Connor 
as they started forward Ihrou^ the 
smoky gloom. 

North dared not attempt the precari- 
ous plan he had formed, so near* the 
ship. His scheme was de^)erate to the 
Tast degree. Failure would cost not 
only their own lives, but probably 
Aline's also. 

He trudged forward with Connor on 
the heavy moon-shoes, groping a way 
through the smoke. The rocking bursts 
of thunder from distant splitting rocks 
seemed louder than ever to his ring- 
ing ears. They were soon art «rf 
df the ship in the hazy glooja. 

The heat was intense, ev^ Jftffl^t 
the nimbus of protective fafC6 tf*£ 
shrouded his insulite suit. He knew 
that without his anti-heater, the suit 
could not protect him for a minute from 
these terrific temperatures. 

Connor uttered a sharp exclamation 
of alarm and jerked North back. They 
had reached the west edge of the basalt, 
plateau. Xh^staQdaieter'yHAiahew 
a Maying rJver of molten red lava. 

North understood they had veered 
in a wrong direction in the smoke, and 
he changed their course. Greater heat 
beat through his suit, and he glimpsed 
through the smoke the pulsing crim- 
son glow of the Flaming Ocean. 

They two stood gazing petrifiedly, 
Berdeau and Lenning also gazing 
dazedly from a distance behind them. 
The 'spectacle tsras awesome. The great 
flood of molten crimson lava stretdied 
before them to the horizon. Its red 
glow glared up into the sky. No wind 
could have stirred that heavy expanse 
of liquid rock, but the tidal pull of the 
parent planet caused long, surging 


FUTURE CITy on EARTH 

Our back cover presents artist Paul's conception 
of the Earth city of the future. Here are the 
scientific facts on which his conception is based 


IN the holocaust of today s war, with giant 
bombs smashing cEties all over the earth, 
the picture of the tuture looks pretty grim. 
But in a scientific sense, all this destruction will 
lead toward a great quickening of progress toward 
the city of the future that artist Frank R. Paul 
has so brilhantly pictured on our back cover. 

It is a scientific fact that war speeds up prog- 
ress, and rebuilding of ruined cities is done with 
past errors in construction and planning firmly 
in mind. Therefore, let us picture the London 
of tomorrow; I^ndon because it is perhaps the 
most bomb-torn city in the world today. 

Already we realize that the future will be 
called the Plastic Age. Plastics are coming into 
their own with dramatic suddenness. In January, 
1942, a new, secret plastic has been developed 
that will replace aluminum in aircraft. It may 
eisily win the war for U3. Everywhere in in- 
dustry plastic materials are springing up. 

Therefore, our new city of London K not a 
city of steel and stone, of brick and mortar, of 
wood and nails — it is a city of seamless, cast 
and rolle<i plastic materials of brilliant and beauti- 
ful colors. It is a city of curves and streara- 
hnes; of sweep and rounded beauty. It is the 
■^ai was faintly suggested in the buildings of 
Teeent world's i^lxs^ 

iM teaJkUag tte Srtv, engineers will consider 
^ ^ lam sMEslE^ of aH modmi problems, 
M ^ 1^*^ wm Ebe pedestrian 

ttee the -my tiie auto. No 

loi^ ^ mMc 4^tfl)S Use sfiestre ftial 
dHideims -o«r laechankal <£<Mz&ti(>n to tiie guise 
:j&6i^(^"kffl'Kr,. worse than -war itsdf. 
M^m in &m new city will be broad, plastic- 
-^itf*^ Wlitss, hned with garden, ajreas, brilliantly 
HjnJit, aari uncrowded by tower^Bg boOdings 
"Hiese Will be no "canyon of Waft -Where 
the sun lilies only at high noon., iw^^ pedes- 
trians, clad in colors as bnlhant as- tfefc b^dMmgs 
that sweep gracefully away from the wide -waBES^ 
strolling in perfect safety beyond even the roar 
of traffic. 

Ordinary vehicular traffic, the common traffic 
of the private citizen, will be on separate levels, 
-sHghtly below the pedestrian m.a,l)s4, biit stjll in 
the "bri^^t l^t of ihy, atid a|E«^tB!^ pwfcct 


visioiij afPa%hI, wide roadway, safety TOSSES. 
There teill be no iwo-way tralhc. One-way M^ir. 
ways mil be- the rub.. Traffi.i; will be ama^ingty 
swift. Traffic lights will be a museum exhibit 
There will be no annoying stop-and-start dnvmg. 

Far down in the bowels of the city wlU be. 
the merchandise traffic tunnels. Here too thfetii 
will be brilliant, non-glare light, artificially 
produced. Here too there will be no stop-and- 
start driving. Loading areas will be created, 
reached by feeder ramps, which will solve all 
parking problems. Stili further down will be 
the fast express hners that lead from the city, 
to cross the country. They will be electric, and 
pneumatic, and there will be no smoke problem. 

Up above the city, aerial traffic will be heavy. 
It is here that traffic problems will crop up. But 
by maintaining altitude levels, traffic will move 
in single directions only. Landing ramps will 
be vast circular platforms of solid plastics, amaz- 
ingly light in weight, and tremendously strong, 
transparent, so as to cut off very little light. 

Each building will have its own aerial landing 

BuilcBngs themselves will be constructed on a 
common plan, with an eye toward beauty and 
symmetry of the whole city. They will be 
wider at their bases, tapering up so as to pro- 
vide no ugly and light -destroying shadows withm 
the di^->. 

are obviously tmiwportation ceotw. Tkt iBOSt 
spectacular feature ol these iremeruious buildm^ 
is the perpendicular space-ship launching tubes 
from which cigar-shaped vessels lunge soundlessly 
into the void. The science of this future city is 
quite advanced, in regard to sound, and noise 
IS eliminated. The tremendous roar of a rocket 
ship IS reduced to a whisper by noise baffles 
which al>sorb and reflect away the sound in 
beatus that disperse at high altitude. 

The new citv of London is a miracle of archi- 
tecture, a symphony oi beauty and color and 
grace, a ihecca of ^ssse, cjaiet a£td cimteMtorent, 
and a wonder-house of science and industry and 
mechanical coordmation. It is Man's Utopia at 


Starting next montb-^the first of a B«w «triei of back cover paintings by James B. 
Settiet featuring "Transportation on Other Warlrfs." No. 1. Th» Airship of V«nii»^ 
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tmWJRE ON THUNDER MOON 


(Continued from page 339) 
swells that broke agaiast the shore in 
fiery spray. 

Far out in the Flaming Ocean rose 
the three steep black crater-peaks. 
North's bleared, aching eyes estimated 
thiem at least three or four mUes away. 
His heart beat faster as he, lecied mi 
the westernmost of those tfiree vefattSe 
pinnacles, that held the most fabuteB 
treasure of the System. 

Berdeau's voice came, raw with treas- 
ure-lust. "The levium's in that west 
crater. By Heaven, we've got to reach 
that peak somehow! North, wouldn't 
it be possible to get there with the 
iship?" 

"Not ixi a million years!" North re- 
t«ft«d eas^iiatieaKy. "Mo pflot could 
land on these steep slopes, amid those 
hellish atmospheric currents." 

"Old Laurel said to cross out on a 
stone raft," muttered the gambler. "But 
stone woft't S«(t a»: "ftal tmAm. iama, 
will it?" 

North stcSoped and tossed a chunk of 
the black basalt out into the hissing 
ittod. U sank ttom sj^. 

"This basalt won't float but there 
laasf to li^t^ HK^* North sa^. 
"Weil toe to find sbme." 

They left the basalt ledge and moved 
over smoking focks so hot that the lead- 
soles of their moon-shoes began to 
soften and bulge. But this rock floated, 
when they cast a piece into the fiery sea. 

"Good!" exclaimed Berdeau. "We'll 
quarry a big block for a raft — " 

"Johnny, look!" came Connor's wild 
warning, "To your right ! " 

N«th pitched around, and was 
sKmned Ijy mcredulous horror. A half- 
dozen vague, crouching shapes were ap- 
proaching them through the smoke. 

They were not men, nor did they wear 
any protective suits. They were mon- 
strous creatures of the infernal moon, 
advancing to attack. 


'^HE creatures were qxiadrupeds, and 
looked something like big baboons. 
But their bodies had a queer, metallic 
appearance. And indeed, no flesh of 
ordinary organic compounds could have 
existed for more than a minute in that 
tremendous heat. 

Tha f^eg in the brutish he»& iwd 
Wly t*a features — a gaping month of 
shining metal teeth, and wide-set, un- 
changing crystal eyes. The rear feet 
were hard metallic hoofs, but the frt^t 
feet were massive, gleaming talois. 
Most terrifying of all, bursting flames, 
issued from the mouths of Bie tcreBtSW* 
at each exhalation. 

Here, North knew, was a form of 
life iniinitely far removed from the 
evoltJtlDBwy line trf ordinaq' planets. 
Here strange life that had stirred In 
metallic salts had developed to a semi- 
intelligent form. He guessed that the 
creatures dug raw mineral elements for 
their nutriment. That their bodies 
could consume such elements was evi- 
denced by the fact that the chemical 
process of their tissues was one of con- 
tinuous combustion. 

Connor was shouting wildly, ''They 
mm. be fl»e Wsmki tlM old Lajrd 
waftied abotit!" 

North spun aroimd toward Berdeau 
and LennSng, standing rooted lit 
amazed horror some yards behind. 

"Use your atom-guns!" North 
yelled. "Those things are going to 
attack! Mike, get back!" 

Berdeau woke from his daze. He 
and Lennhig IweUetl Uwr heavy stotn- 
pistols at the advancing Fieries and 
triggered hastily. 

The crashing streaks of atomic flame 
hit the foremost Fieries — and splashed 
harmlessly off them. The concentrated 
blasts could no more than scorch those 
metallic bodies whose very life-process 
was one of fire. 

"My God, atom-guns are ad- good 
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against theml" came Lenning's hoarse, 
horrified cry. 
"Back to the shipl" North shouted 

to the others. •Tfiey'II tear as to Ktsf" 

The men turned and pitched through 
the smoke in the direction of the Me- 
teor. But they could not sprint in the 
heavy moon-shoes which alone made it 
possible to walk normally in this weak 
gravity. The Fieries came after them, 
running with shambling swiftness on 
iom feet, 

(Norfli ieart a yell of horror from 
Lenning.) He glanced back and saw 
that Lenning had stared too long in his 
petrified amazement, before starting to 
run. (The Fieries had caught up to 
him.) Their metallic bodies bore the 
hulking criminal to the ground. 

But Connor too had been slow to 
retreat. Two of the grotesque crea- 
tures were gaining rapidly on the Irish- 
man, North saw in his backward glance. 

"Mike, loot otrt!" North yelled fran- 
tically to the other, and started back. 

The two Fieries overtook Connor as 
be shouted warning, Hey leaped upon 
his back. The powerful talons of one 
caught in the heavy insuhte of his suit 
and ripped it. 

Connor staggered as from sudden 
agony. "God — " choked his voice. 

North had snatched up a loose chunk 
of basalt as he ran back ta aid his 
con«:ade. Gonnor was off his feet, the 
two Fieries on him. 

■^ORTH hammered madly with his 
chunk of stone at the two crea- 
tures. They recoiled from the furious 
blows, which apparently could hurt 
them where the atom-pistols had not. 

He seized the opportunity to grab 
Connor by the belt and stumbled away 
with him through the smoke. Over on 
his left, North glimpsed the other loar 
of the creatures clustered around tan- 
ning's prone form, tearing his suit to 


ribbons. Lenning's body was already 
scorched and blackened by the tecrtBc 
heat. 

Berdeati was disappearinf in tfie 
smoke ahead. North followed with 
frenzied haste, dragging and half-car- 
rying Connor's limp form. The two 
Fieries had started to pursue him, then 
had darted to join the others who were 
tearing at Lenning's suit. 

The massive bulk of the Meteor 
loomed out of the smote. A louder 
crash of thunder from the distant vol- 
!»nae9 $bQ(ik, atow bma. iAi 
feet. But he gsuned the airlock, and 
then collapsed on the floor as he got 
through it into the ship. 

Berdeau was already stripping off his 
suit in there, Kells and Darm running 
alarmedly toward him with atom-guns 
ready for action. 

"They got lenning," Berdeau was 
saying, his white face beaded with 
sweat, his voice hoarse. "They tore 
his suit to bitsr-" 

Whitey and Dorak were running for- 
ward to North. "Johnny, are you all 
right?" cried the one-armed giant. 

North gasped for breath as he got 
the helmet off his head. "Help — 
Mike!" he panted. "They punctured 
his suit — the heat got through — " 

Dorat and Philip Sidney were al- 
ready getting oS Connor's helmet and 
suit.. The Irishman Jay, his battered 
face Bushed dull, unnatural red, his 
breath coming in choking gurgles. 

Nova Smith's small figure came fly- 
ing to North's side. "Sailor, here's the 
medicine kitl His back is burned — " 

Connor's back was more than burned 
— ^it was crisped black by the terrific 
heat that had entered through his punc- 
tured suit. North's heart stood still as 
be saw. The Irisbman groaned a little 
under their touch. 

Connor's eyes opened, moved with an 
effort over the white faces of those gath- 
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ered over him. Words dribbled huskily 
from his mouth. 

"No use, Johnny," he whispered. "I'm 
— done for. Getting cold — " 

His eyes half-closed. "I'd — like a 
drink — " 

It was Nova Smith who flew for the 
br9n# tatle, and steadied it at his lips. 
Cowwl's BaaH dropped to the star-girl's 
shouMer. The gtat oi Us, old gr» 
hovered for a moment tm fife lace. 

"Way I always wWited t© die," he 
whispered. "Holding a pretty girl and 
a bottle—" 

The last word was a trailing sigh, as 
his mouth went slack and his eyes closed 
and Ms head rolled back. 

^LINE L.\L'RKL burst into sobs. 

Philip Sidney soothed her, his own 
face white and strained. 

Nova looked at John Nffltl, 'wtlftftt| 
back the tears in her blue eyes. "I know 
how you must feel, sailor — " 

But North said nothing, only looking 
sickly at Whitey and Dorak and at 
Steenie who was watching with puzzled 
wonder from a little distance. 

Scrabble of something against the 
outpr hull of the ship broke the silence. 
A tertified cry came from Aline as they 
s» outside the windows the grotesque 
gray forms ol a score of Merles who 
were clawing at the ship with their 
talons in brutish wonder. 

The man Kelis exclaimed hoarsely, 
"Good God, they're devils!" 

Berdeau's sharp voice silenced him. 
"They're only the Fieries that old 
Laurel warned of. They're immune 
to atOTi-guns, but we've got to get rid 
»f them somehoss" 

"If I turned on the cyca mi ^me 
them a blast out of the lateral rocket- 
tubes — ," Philip Sidney suggsrtid. 

The gambler nodded. "Do thai. 
Kells, go along with him," 

la a few moments, came the staccato 


crash of the rockjst* JJe brief ^mt 
of flame from th« side tubes of the 
ship sent the scrabbling Fieries re- 
coiling hastily. They beat a hasty re- 
treat through the smoke. 

In dead silence. North and Whitey 
and Dorak wrapped Connor's body. 
Wearing the insulite suits, they took 
it outside for burial. Kells and Darm 
went aloi^ with their atom-guns grimly 
ready. 

They raised a cairn sf rasks; iK*r 
their dead comrade, soroelitfle dlslajJCe 
from the ship. Then in unbroken silence 
they plodded back through the smoke 
to the Meteor. 

Steenie looked at North puzzledly as 
he took off his helmet. "Isn't Mike 
coming back, Johnny?" asked the 
space-struck pilot. 

"S% ■itmm,'" SorrtS said dully, 
•'VikMlssn coming back'* 

AUne broke into tear& "l.tt's get 
away from this terrible W«ltl Jsefore 
others die I " she sobbed. "It took my 
father's life — it's taken scores of 
others — " 

"We don't leave here until we get 
that leviuml" 

Charles Berdeau's voice rang like 
steel, his atom-pistol cradled grimly in 
bis hmi as he stosd sweepmg them 
with mastef fill Mack eyes, 

"There's a billion dolte Btrntb of 
levium over in that crater in t}» fUm- 
ing Ocean," the gambler tat oilt, "I'm 
not quitting when a pot like that is 
within my reach," 

North said in a slow, bitter voice, 
"Connor wouldn't have been killed if 
you hadn't had him coae out with us, 
Berdoau,'' 

"He was «t t» ai^te JsasMe— I 
iftin't dare leave him her* in tfe tid^" 
rapped Berdeau, his face taut "liaell 
be no more trouble, unless ymi- tiy to 
'fea^ my orders." 
Whitey's massiv? form was stiff with 
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rage, his face flaring. But again North 
wained the one-sirmed giant with a 
glance to wait. Three atom-pistols 

would scythe down not only them but 
the two girls, if they brought things 
to a head here. North still fiercely 
clung to his precarious scheme. 

"We're going after that levium 
now!" Berdeau was snapping. "We're 
ait going — all except the girls and that 
space-struck idiot. I'm leaving no oqe 
here who could take the ship and blast 
off and leave me marooned on tbis 
damned world." 

"But if something happens to all of 
us out there, the girls will be unable 
to leave — will face slow death here!" 
protested Philip Sidney. 

"That," rasped Berdeau, "will make 
you careful to see that nothing does 
happen. Get into your suits. We'll 
kSls^ picks, bars and cables. We 
should be strong enough to beat back 
the Fieties if they attack again." 

■^ORTH slowly started to put his in- 

suite suit and helmet back on, 
and Sidney and Whitey Jones and Do- 
rak followed his example. 

"I want to go with you, sailor," an- 
nounced Nova unexpectedly, to North. 
Her pert face was pale and anxious. 
"I could help you — " 

North shook his head. "You've got 
to stf^ here with Aline and Steenie, 
Nova. We'll be back. Don't yon 
natty ^imd that." 

They sdl had their suits on. Berdeau 
motiiMied them grimly to the airlock. 
Be and his two criminals kept them 
covered, forcing them to lead the way 
outside. 

Out there in the thunder-riven 
smoke, North looked swiftly around. 
There was no sign of the Fieries who 
had att^ed them befpre. But he and 
his two old comrades and Sidney 
gripped their steelite picks more tightly 


as they started forward a good dis- 
tance ahead of Berdeau's group. 

The basalt plateau shuddered be- 
neath their feet with each crashing de- 
tonation that Reverberated through the 
smoke. Clouds of ashes continued to 
rattle oft their helmets. They moved 
obliquely toward the right, leaving the 
basalt ledge as they approached the 
shore of the molten lava sea. 

Berdeau, standing guard with hisinro 
men at a little distance, inificatjed a 
great flat mass of the lighter black rock 
at die shore of the lava ocean. 

"That will float on the lava and it'll 
make a big enough raft to hold all of 
us," the iron-willed gambler declared. 
"North, you and Jones and Dorak start 
cutting it loose. Sidney, you cut some 
stone paddles." 

They bent to the work, splitting the 
fiat mass of rock away with their picks 
and bars, and then slowly prying it 
toward the crimsoq, hissing flood of 
lava a few feet away. Only the lower 
gravity of the moon made the task pos- 
sible, and even so they had to strain 
every muscle. 

"Fieries coming!" yelled KeBsi' voice 
suddenly, hoarse with panic. 

A full dozen of the crouching, fire- 
breathing quadrupeds were shambling 
tiiward tbm from the east. 

"Some of you drive them back with 
your pidts!" Berdeau yelled. "The 
rest lauiich that raft!" 

North and Dorak and Whitey met 
the rush ol the charging Fieries with 
flailing picks and bars. North's pick 
shattered the crystal eyes or sense- 
organs of one of the creatures that 
charged him. The creature groped 
blindly for him with furious talons. 

Whitey had almost decapitated an- 
other of the metallic'-bodied monsters 
with a whirling blow from hjs heavy 
bar. The Fieries recoiled from 4e 
fierce defense, for the moment. 


"Oata fte raft!" shouted Berdeau. 
"Quick, before they rush again ! " 

Sidney and the crijijinal Kells had 
got the massive slab of black rock 
launched on the molten lava. Berdeau 
already stood on it, as it floated on the 
hissing flood, his pistol commanding 
the situation. 

North and his two comrades leaped 
out alter the others, landing on the 
rocking raft of stone. The man Darm 
leaped wildly after them. 

"Paddle — <juick!" Berdeau was yell- 
ing. 

The Fieries were rushing toward the 
shore. The ponderous floating mass of 
stone slowly forged out onto the lava 
flood as North and bis friends seized 
the stone paddles Sidney had cut, and 
worked them Imiously. 

The balked creatures bunched on the 
shore, glaring after them with the sau- 
cer-like crystalline eyes. Berdeau, 
standing with Darm and Keils on the 
front of the strange raft, pointed north- 
ward across the flaming sea. 

"Keep her headed toward those three 
cratti'peaks!" 

■^ORTH almost admired the indom- 
itable resolution of the gambler in 
thftt BJOBieSt, TMr situation was peril- 
ous Iti the extreme. A sliding current 
of the thick lava had seized the raft 
and threatened to carry it westward. 

The heat that glared up from the 
crimson-glowing lava was almost over- 
powering, . even through the protective 
nimbus of their anti-heaters and their 
thick suits. Each stroke of the stone 
paddles sent up slMeis si <Sery spray 
behind them. 

Yet the rude stone raft forged on 
northward over the flaming sea. The 
three .steep crater-peaks loomed larger 
ahead. But they seemed only creeping 
across that two-mile expanse. 

Ashes continued to rattle down upon 


them from the range of volcanoes spout- 
ing tempests of fire in the far south. 
Clouds of smoke whirled down and en- 
veloped them in a lurid darkness for 
moments. Around them and over them, 
threatening sometimes to tear them 
from the raft, screamed the ferocious 
atmospheric currents that rushed above 
the fiery sea, 

"Thisr -is hell itself," choked Philip 
Sidney, laboring with his paddle beside 
North. "We'll never get back with the 
levium over this!" 

Fierce storms of changing flames 
danced here and there on the surface 
of the lava flood. One such typhoon 
of fire glided toward them. 

"Paddle to the west!" North yelled 
warningly. "Get out of the way of 
that fire-stotsBl" 

They hastily veered their course. And 
the tempest of bursting flames roared 
but a few dozen yards from them, pass- 
ing southward. 

Long, grinding detonations of di- 
astrophism deep within the volcanic 
moon were followed by heaving waves 
of lava on which the raft rocked pre- 
cariously. Yet they were getting closer 
tJaST to the three ciftteja. 

North dug his stone paddle a^», 
and again, and again, bending his head 
to the task . When he once more looked 
up, the westernmost of the three craters 
loomed full ahead. 

It was not an active volcano, though 
it looked as though it had been so not 
long ago. It was a jagged black conical 
peak, rising sheer from the Flaming 
Ocean without ai^ ledge or shelf along 
its base tng enough for a space-ship to 
land. But there *as one narrow shelf 
toward which they directed the stone 
raft, upon which men might leap ashore. 

The stone raft bumped the shore. 
Berdeau and his two criminals were 
first' ashore on the ledge, at once mov- 
ing a safe distance of thirty feet away 
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to cover the activities of the others with 
their •weapons. 

"Bring those picks and bars and 
cables vStb yonl" Berdeaa,was ordering 
harshly. •%eH moor the raft here with 
one of the cables." 

Whitey and Sidney and Dorali 
stepped ashore with the tools. But 
North, as he stepped across the rude 
rock raft, stooped as though he had 
stumbled. His hands surreptitiously 
loosened the fastenings of his moon- 
■sfaaesi 

The tiwie to essay his desperate stra- 
tagem had come. He knew he would 
he given but one chance. 

He straightened, as though to shufRe 
on off the raft. But mstead, his feet 
kicked off his leaden moon-shoes. And 
he bunched and sprang for Berdeau 
and the other two criminals. 

The three were thirty feet away. But 
thirty feet through the air like a human 
projectile shot John North's figure, now 
that he had rid himself of the moon- 
^<5eg that had hekJ him down agauist 
tJ» weak gravity. 

He heard Berdeau's gating shout. 
♦•Yot fool—" 

The crashing blast of the gambler's 
atom-pistol streaked toward North at 
the same instant. But he was moving 
too fast for the aim to be accurate. It 
grazed past his helmet the moment be- 
fore he struck Berdeau. 

He bore the gambler to the ground, 
fiercely gripping his gunhand and at the 
same time thrusting his legs to trip 
Kells and Darm. 

"Dorak! Sidney! Jtimp them— 
now!" he yelled. 

CHAPTER IX 

In the Crater 

■^OKTK heard fee atash of an atom- 
gun clo» by as he struggled fierce- 


ly with Berdeau. Yells and a gasping 
gurgle of agony came to him on the 
space-suit phone but he could not turn 
now to see who was hit. 

Berdeau was fighting Uk-e a demon. 
North had twisted his awn antH he 
dropped the atoffl-jastol, h«st the pa- 
bier was struggling to scrabble it up 
again and he Was on the point of suc- 
ceeding. 

North desperately put all his strength 
into a convulsive effort that sent Ber- 
deau staggering backward. In the mo- 
ment that followed, North snatched up 
Uw fallen atom-pistol and levelled it at 
the ga&bler. 

"Stand hack and ieep your hands 
up or I'll blast you, Berdeau!" he 
cried. 

The fight upon the narrow ledge was 
over. But that fierce, brief explosion 
of conflict had taken its toll. 

The criminal Darm lay prone and un- 
moving, the glassite eye-sht of his hel- 
met smashed and his face withering 
Mack from the heat. Whitey's giant 
fwm «8S straightening from the dead 
man. 

Sidney had got Keils' pistol and Was 
covering the other wtipinal. But Jan 
Dorak lay behind tHSfc, grfppmg his 
leg and gasping in agony. 

"Darm got Dorak before I Mllei 
him," panted Whitey to North. 

North let the other two cover Ber- 
deau and Kells, while he stooped to 
Dorak's side. The stolid space-man's 
leg had been hit by the crashing atom- 
blast, and his insulite suit had been 
lorn through. 

His face was contorted with agony 
inside his helmet, and he spoke to 
North through pain-clenched teeth. 

"My leg— burning up," he gaspBtl. 
"But I'm not hurt bad — " 

North cut a square of insulite from 
the suit of the dead Darm and bound 
it tightly aronnd Dorak's leg. It would 
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keep the terrific heat from entering Do- 
rak's suit for the time being. 

Then they cut lengths from one of 
the steelite cables and bound the hands 
and feet of Berdeau and Kells. The 
gambler's eyes raged at North from in- 
side his helmet's eye-slit as they fin- 

Sorth Jannd himself bhaking from re- 
BCfteh. Be liad hardly dared hope tiwtf 
Ms sttatsgem of attack would actually 
succeed. 

"I didn't dare try that stunt before," 
he said hoarsely to Whitey and Sidney. 
"For always before, Berdeau had some- 
one covering Aline and the first sign of 
attack would have meant her death." 

"It was good work, Johnny," Whitey 
snid waimly, "I was beginnSng to 
think yot'd aewr act" 

Hoith loAad ^p tk& fiteep Stepe of 
the crater-psak at whose bale tiiey 
stood. The towering cone-shaped pin- 
nacle was crusted over with solidified 
lava from past eruptions. There was 
a practicable path up its side that 
North's searching eyes traced out swift- 

ly. 

"Now for the levium," he said tautly, 
"Then We can bssdi Jto MeHor 
and get away ffom this litBish moon." 

He turned to Dotak, who fey hsA 
against the side of the ledge '^ratchfetg 
them with pain-narrowed eyes. 

"Go ahead, fellows," muttered 
Dorak. "I can watch Berdeau and 
Kells while you're gone." 

North gave him one of the atom- 
pistols. "Blast them if tii»y tef. to 
move, Jan," he said. 

Sot there seamed small possibility of 
Berdeau <a Kelh attempting escape, 
shice they lay bound hand and foot 
upon the narrow ledge. Berdeau had 
not uttered a word since this sudden 
reversal of fortune. The gambler was 
taking it with the cool imperturbability 
that characterized him. 


'"pSEy mmtei tfc* mm& raft to the 
^ ledge wift one of tJie cables. And 
then, carrying the rest of .tie' tsMiS 
and most of the picks and bars, they 
started up the side of the towering cone. 

North led the way, seeking to follow 
the tentative path his eyes had marked 
out up the lava ledges and cracks of 
the mighty crater. But it was a nar- 
row,, dangerous trail — made more pre- 
carious Tjy the continual rumbling con- 
vulsions of Thundw Mmm ■tMth shosk 
the whole crater-peak. 

Black clouds of smoke swooped 
down on them like giant bats, to shroud 
them in momentary darkness. The 
screaming atmospheric currents seemed 
stronger up here than below, and threat- 
ened to tear them bodily from their 
precarious footholds. Hundreds of feet 
heaeatji tfcw stwddered the crfesson, 
tiiatten expanse of the Flaming Ocean. 

North's mind had concentrated 
fiercely upon the levium. That half- 
legendary deposit of the most mysteri- 
ous of elements must be found, or all 
that they had paid in pain and hard- 
ship and lives would have been for 
nothing. If old Thorn Laurel, years 
ago, had actually come this dreadful 
way and found the tevium, it must 
slill be li.ere-. 

They reatled tBe truncated summft 
of the peak, and crouched flat for a few 
moments lest the ferocious currents 
that raged up here should tear them off 
the rock. They found themselves cling- 
ing to the jagged rim of the crater it- 
self. 

"Do we have to go down into that?" 
Philip Sidney was asking a little daz- 
edly, having raised his head to peer 
down into tha crater. 

"laanel's dJrtctlons said the. Jfviihti 
was in this crater," North answered. 
"He must have found a way down into 
it." 

The crater pit a roughly vertical 
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shaft more than a hundred feet across, 
dropping into black, lightless depths. 
The walls of this volcanic tube, like the 
slapes of the peak outside, were crusted 
with ledges and ridges of frozen lava, 
and red Uving lava glowed at its bottom. 

^'l see a Way Sam the northern wall 
of the pit," Whitey exclaimed. "But it 
looks risky," 

"It must be the way Laurel went 
down, for it's the only possible one," 
North said. "Come on." 

They went around to the north side 
of the crater, crouching low against the 
screaming currents of smoke. Once 
they had started down into the crater- 
labej tiigy ffic^d the jnaln force o£ 
the atmospheric currents. But the shud- 
dering of the crater to each rumbling 
cra^ of thunder was more dangerous 
here. 

For this trail down into the interior 
of the crater was more precarious even 
than the one outside. They had to 
grope their way from ledge to ledge, 
conscious that a slip would mean a 
tumble into the Bving lava that glowed 
redly «t the far bottom of the shaft. 

Then Jdhn North glimpsed a little 
below them a faint glow al &i5»« 
from an ajierture in the crater wall. His 
heart bounded. 

"I think we've found itl" he esr- 
claimed hoarsely. "Come on!" 

' ^ 'HEY dropped onto a shelving ledge, 
from the side of which the aperture 
opened into the crater's mass. The 
opening mm man-high. 

Nbith rateted it, passing into a small 
cavern that was one of the many bub- 
ble-like spaces honeycombing the cra- 
ter. But this little space inside the 
roefe glowed with a weird, frosty blue 
brilliance. The light came from the 
roof of the cave. They all three looked 
upward, 

"It's the levium!" Whitey yelled. 


"But Johnny, look at the size of it — " 
Sidney's voice was quivering. ''It 
can't be real. There can't be that much 
levium anywhere." 

North's heart was pounding with ex- 
excitement that was WB^i mi& a 
strange feeling of awe as & looked tif> 
at that wonder of the fiery moon. 

Seemingly su^nded just under the 
vaulted rock roof of the little cave, hung 
an irregular ovoid of dense, stony mat- 
ter that glowed from every atom with 
that pure, frosty blue brilliance. Its 
mass was almost seven feet along its 
greatest length, and neatly that wide 
and thick, 

ing there at the caseha loof . But 1 
was not really hanging there, North 

knew. That stupendous mass of levium 
was really pressing upward against the 
roof, seeking vainly to escape from this 
pocket in which it had long been 
trapped. 

North could guess the geologic his- 
tory of this levium mass. Caught in- 
side the fiery mass of Oberon when the 
moon began to solidify, tiie levium had 
tlirough the ages pressed upward and 
upward, seeking to fly off into space 
with all the peculiar reversed gravita- 
tion that it alone possessed, yet trapped 
here in this cave for perhaps many ages. 

"Now we know why Thorn Laurel 
brought back only a scrap of the levi- 
um," North said hoarsely. "No one 
man could handle this mass." 

Sidney reached upward with his steel- 
ite bar and chipped a small fr.igment 
of the shinitlg levium loose. He grasped 
it in his hand and pulled it down. 

It struggled in the young Company 
officer's hand, to fall upwaiC 
when he released it, it shrt and 
smacked against the roof, 

"Unbelievable," he muttered, dazed- 
ly, "No wonder the stuff is so super- 
valuable. It alone among the elements 
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can defy gravitation." 

"Johnny, how are we going to get 
the stuff out of here?" Whitey asked 
teutly. "We can't simply carry it — it 
would tend to fall upward every min- 
ate We c«uMb'I Wd it," 

"Thfre** only one poSsMe way tv 
get it out," North sweated. ''We'll 
have to lash it to a mass of ordinary 
rock heavy enough to counterbalance 
the levium's minus weight." 

They found such a mass of rock in 
one corner of the little cave — a great 
chunk that had been shaken from the 
wall by the continuous rumbling convul- 
sions of Thunder Moon. 

Staiiding upon it, tbey pskA at ttie 
banging levium mass with their steelite 
bars, seeking to get the cables around 
it and draw it down. But as they 
started to haul the levium downward, 
chunks of rock began falling from the 
cavern roof against which it had been 
pressing. 

"Johnny, the whole roof may come 
down on usl" Whitey exclajnwi. 

North realized the peril. The «ass 
of fejjinai. pi»swg .npwSrt tat Ages,, 
had stealnei! aad split the cavefn roof. 
If they removed the levium now, the 
one support of the roof would be gone, 
and the continuous quakes of Thunder 
Moon would soon shAeflosstt thpwhole 
cave upon them. 

"We've got to get the stuff out of 
here quickly!" North declared. "Hurry 
aad laab it to the rock." 

TT 1!00K Ihe sttei^th .(If sa toee of 
fhem to haul the feviuiB do*n from 
the roof by the cables they had passed 
around it. As they hastily lashed it to 
the mass of black rock, more chunks 
fell from above. 

Lashed to the rock, the reversed 
weight of the levium was more than 
counterbalanced. The whole bound 


only a few pounds of positive weight. 

"The next strong quake will bring 
the whole cave down now!" North 
cried warningly. "Hurry and get out 
of herel" 

"gl*t. yetJ" rasped a lamillsr, Itstsh 
■wfee. 

They spun around. Charles Bie!!- 
deau's tall, iasulite-clad figure stood ill 
the entrance of the cave, with an atom- 
pistol levelled upon them. 

Berdeau came swiftly into the little 
cavern, and they could glimpse the 
figure of Kells on the ledge outside. 
Aad Berdeau's black eyes were flaring 
with triumph inside his helmet as he 
coswed tte petci$ei t|r8«. 

"I stffl lioM a hand ia tMs ptrsK," 
North!" the gambler snapped. "You 
didn't stop to think that your friend 
Dorak might pass out from pain and 
give Kells and me a chance to work 
free, did you?" 

North knew that Berdeau was going 
to kill them and that neither he nor 
Sidncgr EoiiW out their own weapons 
ia tim« ta ptw^eal it, 

Bat fer })»t a. sMtoefilj. Berdeati's 
fingers lingered on the trigger as the 
gambler glanced exultantly at the in- 
credible, shining mass of levium. 

"The treasure of Thunder MoonI" 
he whispered, trembling with avidity. 
"The biggest pot of all — " 

Rumbling reverberation of another 
shuddering quake shook them at that 
moswBt. Aad ittm, the »^ rmi fell 
a shomet of Boofcy Elwnks that stnaAed 
icma on Berdeau's oHtstretcIied arm 
and pfetol and sent the gambler reeling 
wildly back. 

"The whole cave is coming down!" 
Whitey Jones yelled wildly. "Out of 
here!" 

They grabbed the big bound mass of 
levium and rock and dragged it furi- 
ously toward the entrance of the cave. 
The unariBed OBWiaal Kells wha had 
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been on the ledge outside had fled. 

Berdeau had got to his feet, was 
trying drunltenly to find his atom-gun, 
as North and Sidney struggled con- 
^Fulsively to drag the levium mass 
through the narrovr opening. But with 
a clashing roar, the -whfte roof irf 0« 
cave gave way and poured datm an 
the gambler in a stony shower. 

The archway of the aperture was 
settling, the opening collapsing upon 
North and Sidney. But Whitey sprang 
into that closing opening, his giant form 
bracing with herculean effort to hold up 
the settling rock, masses with bis great 
back and shoul^rs> 

It gave North and Sidney the mo- 
ment in which to thnist the levlum-and- 
rock mass outside, onto the ledge. But 
when North turned, Whitey's giant 
shoulders were buckUng under the 
weight of collapsing rock, and his voice 
came to them as a gasping groan. 

"Johnny — " 

North would never forget the love 
and despair that shone in Whitey's eyes 
as his ^eat head bowed beoeaih the 
crushing weight. 

Eveh as North sprang wildly back 
to haul the giant clear, he was shaken 
from his feet by the ultimate crash of 
collapsing rock as the whole cave crum- 
pled in upon itself. 

He staggered up on his knees and 
there was no more cave or opening, 
and there was only a great mass of 
new-fallen Kxk sWa wJie*e Whitey 
had stood. He beat with clenched fists 
on the rock, and his voice was strangled, 

"Whitey! Whitey!" 

But he knew that Whitey was dead, 
and buried like Berdeau benealii ions 
of rock that he had held back for that 
last moment of theft escape. 

CIDNEY'S shaking, urgent voice pene- 
.trated through North's agony of 
gtiet. The ^oii^ afflcei was dinging 


to the levium mass as they crouched on 
the shuddering ledge of fte crater-pt 
wall. 

"Kells got awayl" Sidney iwi^i ^wal- 
ing. "He fled back up the: trail^he 
didn't have any vreapon but he'll use 
«ir tatt to escape ff we don't stop Wm. 

North felt dazed and unreal, yet even 
so he routed himself to action. 

"You bring the levium!" he said 
hoarsely to Sidney. "I'll go after him." 

He clawed his way back up to the 
crater-shaft's summit, and every mo- 
ment of the way there was only one 
thought ringing in his stunned mind. 
Whitey was dead — Whitey was dead. 

When he came out onto the summit 
of the crater, North saw Kells* in- 
sulite-suited figure scrambling franti- 
cally down the slope of the peak. He 
flung himself fiercely in pursuit, heed- 
less now of all risks. 

But Kells, looking fearfully back at 
him, increased his frenzied speed. The 
criminal had already reached the ledge 
on the shore of the Flaming Ocean,and 
was untying the stone raft there sad 
sbiwing it convulsively out onto the 
burning lava flood. 

North drew his atom-gun and shot, 
but Kells dodged fearfully back and 
escaped the crashing bolt. The stone 
raft was floating further out onto the 
flaming sea. Desperately, Kells ran 
and leaped for it — 

He leaped short, in his heavy moon- 
shoes. North saw the criminal hit the 
molten lava and he;u:d a ghastly scream 
mercifully choked off in his space-suit 
phone. When he sickly looked again, 
there was no sign of Kells in the lava 
flood. The dark stone raft was floating 
serenely away. 

North went back to the summit, and 
helped Sidney drag the unwieldy mass 
of levium and stone down to the ledge 
at the crater's base. Then they bent 
over Dorak's still foim. 
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Dorak lay stil! unconscious, but he 
was breathing. 

"He'll live if we can get him osut of 
here," Sidney said. "But how, Morth? 
The raft's gone — " 

Dully, North roused himself again. 
"We may be able to cut another raft 
{rgil tmit mi the «i8*ei," ie mut- 
tsfrf. '«'Bul I'm afrsd Ws tmlmyy 
a stone to float." 

They made a trial, chipping loose a 
block of the basic rock of the crater and 
tossing it into the flaming sea. It sank 
slowly under the hissing crimson flood. 

"'I thought so," North said heavily. 
"We're marooned here. We can't pos- 
sibly get away, for that's the mly kind 
of rock there is here," 

Sidney cried out. "Bttt even if ve 
are finished, what about Aline, atitJ 
Nova, and Steenie? They're over there 
in the ship — they won't be able to get 
away from this moon either. The girls 
aren't pilots. And if they tried by 
themselves to make another stone raft 
and come out for us. the Fieries ■weuld 
surely overwhelm them." 

North thought. ■'They%e mi^ 
one chance to get away," he said finals- 
ly. "That"? Steenie. If he ceuld pilot 
the ship off this moon — " 

' But he's s[)iice-struck!" Sidney ex- 
claimed. "My God, North, a man like 
that can't pilot a ship ! " 

"He used to be a great pilot, years 
ago," North muttered. "His mind, 
dimmed as it is, may remember a little. 
It's their only chance to get away." 

North spent some minutes attaching 
Sidney's space-suit phone battety to 
his own instrument. The redoubled 
power might enable the short-radius in- 
strument to reach the Meteor, 

He spoke urgently. "John l&rth 
calling the Meteor!" 

'T~'HERE came no answer. He called, 
met and over again. "They'll 


surely think to listen for possible mes- 
sages when we don't GOBIB l»cfc,'* he 
said desperately. 

But it was almost an hour before 
a wildly excited girl's voice rang sud- 
denly in his ears. 

"Sailor, is that you? This is Noval 
I was worried and tried turning on the 
audiophone, and — ^ 

"Nfl»aj,,iisit«B4 We'iste;^ fci 'J^sn 
"bat we C9M% wmy ttma Iwe." 

North told her rapidly what had hap- 
pened. "You have got to get away 
from this moon in the ship, and get to 
Titania for help. It's the only way yoa 
can get us out of this." 

"But we can't do that!" Nova cried. 
"You can't hve out there for the days 
it would take im !to gfli i^d icome 
back with help!* 

"Of course we can live here that 
long," North lied. "We found a cache 
of supplies here that old Thorn Laurel 
left — oxygen tanks, food, water and 
a portable heat-tight shelter. When 
you come back with help, you'll find 
us here with the levium." 

Nova finally agreed. "If you're 
sure that's the best way we can help 
you, sailor, we'll do it. Only— how 
can we get away to Titania? Neither 
Aline nor I can pilot a ship." 

"I know, but Steenie maybe can," 
North said. "I want you to let me 
talk to Steenie." 

He waited while Nova went for the 
space-struck man. And he saw PMCip 
Sidney smihng strangely at him. 

"That was a good lie jtou told, 
North," Sidney said in a Icwvotce. "IJ 
you hadn't told that, they'd never have 
agreed to leave." 

North nodded. "They'll come back 
with help, if they get safely away. We'll 
be dead — but the levium will be here, to 
be used as we planned." 

He broke oft as he heard the click of 
the audiophone in the Meteor bring 
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tamed on agaitt. Then came Steenie's 
iioiiWul yaicet 

'^teenle, Sstett — this is Johnny * 
North said, speaking slowly and clearly 
to reach that dimmed mind. "Steenie, 
you want to pilot the ship, don't you?" 

"Yes, Johnny!" came the eager an- 
swer. "Will you let me pilot it now?" 

"Do you think you can, Steenie?" 
North asked tensely. "It's been years 
since you were at the controls of any 
ship, you know. Do you think you 

*1 tMftlt I wilj retaember ft all when 
I get my hands on the space-stick, 
Johnny!" 

"Then listen, Steenie," sweated 
North. "Here's what you must do. 
You must take the ship straight up 
away from this moon. You must head 
for Titania, and land at the spaceport 
©f Moontown." 

Steenie's voice came in a puzzled, 
haltiiigtpifistiaii. "But what ^boJit yw 
and &e others, Johnny? You're not 
going to stay on this place, are you? 
It isn't a good place to stay." 

"I know, but we've got to stay here," 
North explained. "We can't get away 
from this peak. You have to go for 
Mp." 

"But I can come out for you in the 
dijp!" Steenie proposed eagerly. "I 
•lean come and get yon and then well 
all go away from here together." 

"No, Steenie!" North's voice rang 
urgently. "You mustn't try thatl 
There's no pimm tee *here tie: sSffi 
can land." 

"But I could make a suspension- 
landing long enough to let you get in 
the ship," the space-stnick pilot Asf- 
clared in his clear, chiltBsh vmee, 

**Xo« RSBSn't tiy ft, Stwrtel Tim 
atmospheric currents are hetlish here — 
no pilot could make a suspension-land- 
ing here without crashing! You've got 
to do as I say and take off from this 


"M'dRiS iMftS tat ttetp w»M w 

answer. He yelled fraatically into 
the transmitterfa his heimet. "Steenie, 
listen to me! Don't try that or you'll 
kill yourself and the girls too — " 

"North, look!" Philip Sidney's stab- 
bing cry maite North raise his eyes 
swiftly. 

Out there to the south across the 
flaming lava sea, something was rising 
tjirot^h the smoke. It was the big, long 
bulk of the Meteor, ascending on the 
fiery blast of its keel tubes. 

Its tail tubes jetted and it came rush- 
ing out low above the surging molten 
lava, toward them. Its low altitude and 
high speed seemed carrying it toward 
a headlong crash against the crater. 

"Steenie, go back!" North screamed 
vainly into his transmitter. 

It was too late. The massive bulk 
of the batfcesBd Mtt.eef sras rushing 
down toward the narrow ledge on -which 
they crouched. 

Staccato thunder of its roaring 
rocket-tubes drowned out even the 
rumbling roar of the quaking moon. 
The ship was dropping beside them, 
dropping to dtstntction in the flaming 
lava — ■ 

Its k»el-ttbe». .^tt«4 KteSng 
of fire downward, Jets that spumed the 
lava beneath to fiery spray. And, 
poised precariously upon those flaming 
columns and lurching and rocking to 
the wild currents that screamed about 
them, the ship hovered in the suspen- 
sion-landing. 

"This way. North!" Sidney was 
yetttag, wildly. 

Ktlxk i3aor oi the hoverinf 
ship was but a lew feet in front of 
thdm. ftey phnged toward if, tlrag- 
ging the ponderous levium and rock 
mass and thrusting it into the ship. 

It seemed madness to think that any 
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pilot in the universe could hold a sus- 
pension-landing, most superhumanly 

difficult of all piloting feats, for these 
precious seconds in the screaming 
smoke-currents. But Steenie was hold- 
ing it there! Playing the keel and 
lateral tubes like an organ of fire, hold- 
ing and balancing the ship — 

North found himself in the airlock 
with Sidney and fee IfivlHH! was. He 
clavred the outer door shut, tore open 
the inner door and yelled hoarsely, 

"Up, Steenie — up.'" 

He was flung headlong as the Meteor 
roared upward through the raging 
smoke as though flung by a giant cata- 
pult. Up and up, out through the 
swirling smoke and ashes of Thunder 
MooDt ^ tmrard aleap ^lam aa# the 
friendly Stars. 

Nova and Aline were beside North, 
helping him up, sobbing from relief 
and emotion. But he went past them, 
he staggered to the control-room where 
Steenie crouched with the space-stick 
held far back. 

Steenie's face was blazing, trans- 
figured, for this brief moment — all the 
flaming genius of his great past living 

iBott as he s«iit;lite JM*r toariiigtMrt 
and out into the void. 

."^nd then the ship was droning 
through clear space under the great, 
mild green eye of Uranus, and Thun- 
der Moon was a sullen crimson sphere 
falling astern, and Steenie's face be- 
came mild and childhke as always. 

He lookied anxiously up at North. 
'■0id I do it all right, Johnny?" he 
asked anxiously. "Did I?" 

North's hand was shaking as he laid 
it on the other's shoulder. "You did 
what no other pilot in the Sy^ettl €Ould 
have done, Steenie." 

Steenie smiled, the pleas?d iniSle of 
a happy child. 

**! was a good pilot, ami," W said. 


CHAPTER X 

The Monument 

^REARING in every beam as though 
tired from its long journey, the 
Metmr sank toward the night side of 
Earth. Upon the moonlit convexity be- 
low, the lights of New York were a 
brilliant blaze. Arottitd blassk Wot 
of the spaceport glowed the friendly 
red and green beacons. 

North brought the ship down slowly. 
And when it had landed, and the drone 
of the eyes was replaced by a new 
silence that seemed very heavy, he sat 
for a moment motionless in the pilot- 
chair before he imstrapped. Then, 
sMIdecs sagging) he -mmi. Mtk tte 
cSMii. 

Sidney had opened the door, and the 
men who had been waiting with a 
stretcher and rocket-car had come in. 
They were putting Dorak on the 
stretcher. The space-man's leg had been 
treated at Titania, and hospital care 
would save it for him though he would 
be crippled for life. 

Dorak looked up at North past the 
pthers, and his pallid face was queerly 
tttent. "Johnny—" 

"We'll talk later, Jan," North said 
quietly. "You go along with them now 
and rest. And Steenie, I want you to 
go too — to help take care of Jan." 

Steenie brightened. "I'll take care of 
him. But you'll come later, Johnny?" 

"I'll come later." 

They went out, and Mine's fine eyes 
dimmed as she looked after them. Mer 
voice was husky as she turned to North. 

"They, and all the other old space- 
men like them— they'll never want for 
anything again," she said huskily. 
"Half the levium goes to them as we 
planned. And it isn't enough." 

Sidney told North earnestly, "I didn't 
have a chance to talk to you on the 
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way in, North. But I wanted to tell you 
— there'll be no trouble with tteCn^" 
pany. I'm resigning there, and PE testi- 
fy that Aline had actua% botij^t tMs, 
ship. Theyll hstve no oas« st A" 

lS«th iwdded his thwks. "What 
aboat-the ievium? Have you made any 
arrangements?" 

Aline nodded eagerly. "Philip sent 
a message from Titania. Men will be 
here to take the Ievium to safekeeping. 
I think they're here now." 

It was indeed the armed guards and 
armored rocket-truck that had come for 
the treasure. With curiouB lack of emo- 
tion, North watched them load if into 
the truck. 

Sidney came back to him as he stood- 
there in the moonlight outside the ship. 
The young olScer's clean-cut face was 
uncertain. 

"North, there's something else I 
didn't have a chance to tell you. Aline 
■mi. Ic—" 

Iforth smiled faintly and nodded. 
"I know, Sidney. It was dear enough 
all the way back that you two love 
each other.'' 

Sidney seemed distressed. "I guess 
I was afraid to tell you. I thought 
maybe you and Aline — maybe you — " 

North shook his head tiredly. "It 
wasn't ever like that, Sidney. Aline 
is fine and dear, and she gave us the 
chance to go to space again and do 
something for our old comrades. And 
I think she's fond of nke as one of her 
father's old friends. Btit that's afl there 
ever was to it." 

Sidney's face showed his earnest re- 
lief, as he turned. Aline and Nova 
Smith had come up. 

The small blonde star-girl held out 
het hand to North. Her voice was 
Hght. "Goodbye, sailor— and thanks 
for the lift back to Eajrth." 

"Why, Nova, we all iSugM ta te 
thanking you," North told her. "If 


it hadn't been for you — " 
"Oh, forget it," she replied with a 

ihmg, "A stwgbi's aiw^ ratjning 
into irwiMe, 1 was Just ttying to get 
otrt of it ajwll*' 

She ttirned almost brusquely away 
before North ^uld say more. Aline 
was speaking eagerly. "Philip and I 
— all of us — we're going to go together. 
Come on." 

gUT John North hung back. "You 
go on ahead. There's something 
I've got to do here — about the ship — '' 

Dotibtfally, they turned away. And 
North was left standing alone in the 
moonUght by the battered side of the 
silent Meteor. 

He started walking slowly across the 
spaceport, toward the soaring moon- 
lit shaft of the Monument to the Space 
Pioneers. A strong wind was blowing 
gustily through the night, and it 
brought him the sounds of a Veans 
liner being readied for take-oft, and the 
music and laui^sii^ wices of the i»as- 
sengers holding Bon voyage celebration 
in the nearby Spaceport Cafe. 

But North only half heard these 
things as he walked with dragging steps 
toward the monument. He did not 
know why he had come here, as he stood 
looking up at the soaring shaft. He 
felt only a dim ache somehow to feel 
]«s alone. 

He remenftered th? day they had 
landed here on tbm, tetum with Cares; 
from the second i^oyage. He retoerti- 
bered the cheering crowds, the bright 
sunlight, Mike Connor grinning and 
joking, Whitey's tall young figure over 
them all — 

North bent forward and tried to read 
the names lettered in bronze on the 
pedestal, the names of those who had 

«*ite4 wift. Johttsm and Cfoss a«d 
Wenzi. His own name was Uiere but 
he was not seeking that. He was look- 
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UraM the kmoiAsi mums of the 
fpesHt leators, and aame after name in 

those lists brou^ |)J«itt«tis to stand 
beside him in the wtady alght. 
Jason Peters ... 

" — ain't nobody goin' to keep me 
jrom goin' to space again once more!" 
Michael Connor . . . 
" — always wanted to die this way, 

Harley Steen ... 
"/ was a good pilot, ims^i I f " 
Whiteman Jones . . . 
"Johnny — " 

He could read no more. His throat 
was an aching tightness, and something 
blurred his eyes. They were singing 
now over in the Spaceport Cafe but the 
sound seemed to aim from a great dis- 
tance. 

4 sort Iwi lewi^-l^ Mmms^- 
«§aii«*r" 

He looked down at Nova's face, white 
and strained in the moonlight. 

"Sailor, I couldn't leave you — I knew 
you'd be coming here," she was say- 
ing huskily. 

'npHE wind brought the distant song 
clear to their ears. It was the old 
song that had lived on to become the 
ji^ite" crfeain of these days.of other- 


"We'll tofld a stairway to the 

stars—" 

North gestured toward the gleaitt- 
ing names upon the pedestal, and his 
voice was choking. 

"They built a stairway to the stars, 
Nova. And now they're gone — they're 
gone and forgotten — " 

"Sailor, don'tl" Nova was crying, 
clinging to him. "I know how you 
feel, bfit you're not atone. YouH al- 
ways have me, sailor, if you want me — 
if you just want me — " 

"Why, Nova — ." He looked down 
at her tear-stained face, wonderingly. 

"I know I'm only a star-girl — ," she 
began. 

"You're the bravest, finest girl I ever 
met," he told her. "Anjr man would 
want you. But I'm old — " 

Sht buried her head against his shoul- 
der, without replying. And North felt 
grange warmth melt that frozen tight- 
ness in his chest. 

He held her so, in the moonlight. 
Held her, while the Venus liner rose 
with ponderous thunder of rockets. 
Streaking a towering column of fire 
toward the zenith, dwarfing the stone 
shaft beside him by the fiery splendor 
of its greater and more enduring monu- 
ment. 


SKIRTS - CIGARS - BUTTER 
BUSINESS BAROMETERS 


THE guys that keep track of thofie things in 
Washington have {(iund some new crazy rela- 
tionships in the woi^d of facts and figures. 
Economists in the Department of Agriculture 
have recently discovered that the rate we con- 
sume butter, cigars, ice cream, and skirt material 
ha* a lot to do with how fjood business is. 

Queerly enough, during the last depression the 
consumption of ice cream went so !ow it almost 
fell of! the chart. Now it's so high it has almost 
run off the top of the chart. When business is 
bad the consumption of butter decreases. Now 
better is cajoling its h.^~day> 
Tbia more ^gke tlutt pours from iw^aty 


chimneys is an indicatiioD of how much' tnnoke 
poiiEis ftom human chimney. We s^sfes; 
and cigarettes in direct proportion to the: amOBEt 
of smoke coming from factories. 

tn the case of women's ^drts it has been fotmd 
that during prosperous years they are very slu>rt 
and during deprcMion years they are quite long. 
Some recall how short women's skirts were during 
the roaring twenties, and how long they became 
during the midst of the depression thirties. Now 
look at 'em ! TTiey're reaching the danger zone ; 
and if business keeps getting better and bettM", 
the. skirt manuf^turers %tU hftve to stett r^^ 
toolii^ foir the £t^»^rscan^-^^rt yettr tti 1943 ! 


= Landscapes of other Worlds = 

MARS-Planet of War 

by WILLY LEY 

Hew do the planets really look? Here is a scientific 
and aiitliorltative pliEinre of the landiecape of Mors 

ITO. 1 


WHILE three-fourths of the 
Earth's surface is cov- 
ered by water and only one- 
quarter of it is dry land, the propor- 
tion is the almost exact rffl^^ 
Stars, this ^atetHBat asSuBeS, of 
course, that (4e Jask spots we see in 
our telescopes aehiEtlly are seas. It 
may be that even some of the dark ter- 
ritories are only lowlands and many 
astronomers agree that only the Mare 
Australe (Southern Ocean) is really 
water, but only a few inches deep. 

Thus Mars is a world where deserts 
play an important r6Ie but while the 
teM -yaaeEl" on Earth suggests heat, 
ttese Jtlariian deserts are coM, their 
normal tempernture being' somewhere 
between zero Fahrenheit attd zero Cen- 
trigrade. The highest temperature ever 
measured, during Martian summer, is 
about equal to a cool day in spring on 
Earth. 

Due to the thin air, the sky of Mars 
is always dark, and there is reason to 
believe that its color contains more 
pwi tea Wm. The two moons are 
so tiny that they, although close to the 
planet, can be distinguished from other 
stars only by very sharp eyes. 

One of the mysteries of Mars is why 
ancient astrologers selected the fourth 
planet of oiu: solar system to be the 


symbol of Mars, God of War. At first 
glance it seems fairly obvious, the red- 
dish color of the planet may have been 
reminiscent of burning villages and 
Uwi— af istetWMJttfiafflste driv* 
to from fheir homes. 

But that reddish glow might just as 
easily have been interpreted as the 
flame of a gigantic shining ruby or other 
red stone or, if fire it must be, as the 
warming benevolent flame over which 
food is prepared. And if Mars had 
been "explained" as a red jewel in the 
heavens the planet might well have be- 
come the lover's star, or, to use a myth- 
ological naoi%;te,stH .fti..4{WMte.«c 
Venus. 

Anyway, Mars did receive the name 
of the god of war. And whoever talked 
about that planet took pains to cling 
to this reputation. Babylonian priests 
said that it was Mars who judged the 
dead, the Romans were afraid of the 
Plague if Mars was very bright. And 
among the Arabian tribes there e}dsted 
a special sect that worshipped the refl 
T^aoeU Theii priests met for sacrifice 
on a Tuesday, which is the day of Mars 
(In French Tuesday is called mardi, 
from Latin Martis Dies, translated; 
Day of Mars), draped with blood-spat- 
tered garments and carrying blood- 
stained weapons. The victim was a red- 


MARS AS THE EXPERT DRAWS IT 
The above drawing was made by ©. F. Morrall, F.R.A.S.. F.R.G.S,, 
and ii reproduced by eour^eiy of the /ffi/rfrated Bonden Newf. 


haired man who was drowned in oil 
and it was believed that the corpse 
would be able to foretell &m futare one 
year after death. 

Mm*. ioA mttm^ a baJ *{|a*attl«in 
wWfih was obeyed — ^although of course 
ml seriously — as late as 1877 when 
Asaph Hall discovered the two small 
moons of Mars and named them Phobos 
and Deimos, Fear and Terror, Uie ean- 
stant companions of war. 

TT IS not as widely known as it de- 
SETvis to be that Mats wa? the first 


planet of wMe!» * pBBiJtteft swp mm 
drawn. 

Galileo Galilei, eagerly exploring the 
heavens with his newly built telescope, 
had naturally looked at Mars too. But 
there was nothing of interest for Mm 
to see, "m mm^a^. on the- msxiam 
of Mats" he lad reported. 

But soon after Galilei's compatriot, 
Fontana, thought that he did see sotne^ 
thing, and in 1636, he drew a picture 
of Mars showing a dark spot in the 
center surrounded by a shaded ring. 
This, ol course, was only an optical II- 
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laA» is has been proved by moieriL 
astronomers in using telescopes of tl»at 
time that are preserved in mtiseums. 

But even before Fontana surprised 
the astronomical world with his draw- 
ing, the red planet had rendered in- 
valuable servJes to gslMsaaty ln an- 
other form. 

Tycho Brahe, that somewhat ribald, 
but at the same time so sensitive Dan- 
hk nobleman whs fjetwjie lh« for emost 
astronomer oi his time — which did not 
prevent friends and enemies from con- 
tinuously making all kinds of low qual- 
ity jokes about the piece of silver that 
served as bone in his nose — had clearly 
realized what was lacking in astronom- 
ical observation in his time. So many 
more or less confused ideas could be 
presented and so many evidently faulty 
calculations could be made because 
these was 9«sh a lack of acaacaSe oh" 
servations. 

Telescopes did not th^O sdSt tat 
Tycho Brahe (who, of course, hsi no 
idea that such an instrument was pos- 
sible at all ) had huge quadrants built. 
They permitted him to measure the po- 
sition of stars with a higher degree of 
accuracy than a present day college stu- 
dent coald manage even with a good 
small telescope. A great deal of such 
sefcttate <la^ ««gjJ8Uj»te4 im Tycho 
Bidtes drawers, waiting for somebody 
who coald make good use of them. 

Tycho Brahe finally found a man of 
the necessary abilities and patience, Jo- 
hannes Kepler. Years and years Kep- 
ler worked, trying to fit Tycho Brahe's 
observations into a few general equa- 
tions. Finally he found two of them, 
those we now know as Kepler's first and 

They reji: ti«.]^^ts move around 
the stm in elJiAal OfMts, the sun be- 
ing in one of twa iocttl poistts. <if 
the ellipse. Anif; mSm vwtitr — 
the line between sun and {jlanet— cov- 


ers equal areas in equal tInaSk 

Both these laws (Kj^w's thW law 
was not {hen fbnnd') were piASfsMd in 
1609 in a heavy tome entitled: Oe Mb- 
tibus Stellae Martis ("On the Move- 
ments of the Star Mars" . . . Kepler 
knew, of course, that Mars was a 
planet; the term Stella was used loose- 
ly), one of the fUBiteneBt*! worls ef 
astronomy. 

ASTROXOMERS after Kepler, 
equipped with mi always 

bigger telescopes, succeeded adftiirafely 
in determining all the astronomical data 
of the planet. They found that the day 
on Mars is equal to 24 hours 37 min- 
utes and 22.5 seconds Earth time, that 
the years are equal to 668 Mars days 
or 687 Earth days, that its mass is 
0.108 that of Earth and its density 0.72 
that of Earth. They measured its di- 
ameter (42 W miles) and the tilt of ftS 

diameter from pole te pole is l/200th 
less than that between two opposite 
points on the equator. They found 
that the famous factor g is about 13 
feet per second per second (instead of 
our 32 feet per second per second) 
they found the velocity of liberation 
to be 4.97 kilometers per second (in- 
stead of our 11.2 kilometers or alx«tt 
6 miles per second). They found thst 
a thouaaad ounces wwM mlf 
370 nances and fhaf the two moons 
need 7 hours 39 minutes (Phobosj and 
30 hours 18 minutes (Deimos) to cir- 
cle their planet. This makes Phobos 
race across the sky like a rocket and 
Deimos move about as slowly as a hand 
on a watch. 

But all this was not really what the 
puWic WMted to know. Mars pre- 
seated JWtect blinding-white polar ice 
cast that rnrited sway cojnpJetely in 
saKtaW- and csme baci: fa fall fe bst 
unta next spring. There was certainly 


MARS— PLANET OF WAR 


air on Mars, even though thin and 
there were large darker and lighter 
patches, suggesting water and land, the 
ratio between water and land being just 
about the reverse of their ratio on Earth. 
In short, there was land and water, sun- 
shine and air . . . what about life? 

At first astronomers were reluctant to 
answer, but then a report came from 
Mikno in Italy that caused more ex- 
citement than a declaration of war. The 
director of the Milan observatory, Gi- 
ovanni Schiaparelli, informed the world 
in 1877 that he had observed straight 
lines on Mars. These straight lines 
became darker whenever a polar ice 
cap melted away and faded out as the 
Martian seasons progressed. Schiapa- 
relli, being Italian, calW tteft lines 
ctmH, *waj means fn traBSatfon 
"grooves" or "channels," but every- 
where in the world people understood 
canali to mean canals. That meant, 
therefore, that there was not only life 
on Mars but even intelligent life. 

Mars, it was said, was a drying, dy- 
ing world, therefore the intelligent in- 
habitants had created an irrigation sys- 
tem for the whole planet. That these 
lines had to be 30 or more wiles wide, 
did not matter, what we saw were evi- 
dently not the canals but the lines of 
vegetation along those cstaals. That 
they were seen double ioB (SCtSsion 
proved that there were parallel Banals 
for especially wet years. 

pNTHUSIASM prevailed every- 
where and it is surprising that the 
number of novels about the Martians 
did not grow five times as large as it 
actually did. The public would have 
been grateful. But even very many 
serious scientists — at times possibly 
even a slight majority — were convinced 
that intelligent beings lived on Mars 
and thought of ways and means to com- 
muslsste with (hem. It is a fact that 


the first serious space ship designs were 
made during that period of enthusiasm, 
by the Russian, Konstantin E. Ziol- 
kovsky and (independently and a few 
years earlier) by the German, Hermann 
Ganswindt. 

But then the pendulum swung back. 
The great Swedish scientist Svante Ar- 
rhenius termed Mars "a doubtlessly 
dead world" and while Percival Lowell 
was doing what he could to uphold 
the theory of intelligent Martians, other 
astronomers were much more pessi- 
mistic even though only a few of them 
arrived at Arrhesius' negaflve condu- 
sion. 

Giovanni Schiaparelli himself did not 
belong to those that defended the Mar- 
tkm& at *ll etiStSi On Wth,. IBiA, 
Ik wrete a Me* ts a fttenfl (tte tm 
letter he wrote) in which he confessed 
that "I did not yet succeed to arrive 
at a sensible picture of the phenomena 
on Mars that seem to be more compli- 
cated than Signor Arrhenius believes. 
. . . But I agree with him that the 
lines on Mars — the word canali should 
better be avoided- might be explained 
by the action of physical forces alone. 
I think, however, that cettrta periodi- 
cal changes of color are caused by vege- 
tation. . . ." 

Sad to say, there is not much that 
can be added to the words in Schiapa- 
relli's last letter. I do not think that 
there are any scientists left who still 
believe in intelligent Martians, unless 
in extinct Martians. And there are 
only a very few that deny the probabil- 
ity of plant life. Modern instruments 
that permit measuring the tmperature 
on Mars have shown that summer near 
the equator is at best like a cool day in 
early spring on Earth. And the tem- 
peratures quoted for the rest of the 
year are reminiscent Of Finlfttid aSd 
Siberia in winter. 

But that does n«t exclude the {losst- 
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bilityof lifeofsraneisort. Neither dora 
the thin air. Occadonally somebody 
tries to show that there is no oxygen 
at all in Mars' atmosphere. And usually 
somebody else claims a year or so later 
that there is oxygen in the air. That 
the white polar caps consist of real snow 
and not of carbon dioxide snow (dry 
ice) is now undisputed. That they are 
only a few inches thick (or less) is also 
generally conceded. Water is rare on 
Mars. But life can manage with vwcy 
little if it has to do so. And that oxy- 
gen is rare docs not even mean that 
there is only plant life and that the 
possible animal life (if it exists) is not 
mobile. 

The fish in our own waters show that 
an organism can do with much less oxy- 
gen than we inhale habitually from our 


ridi atmo^here. There might be an 
adaptation of Kfe that, per cubic inch 
of volume and per pound of Martian 
weight, can do with as little oxygen in 
air as fish do in water and be just as 
speedy. 

The great philosopher, Immanuel 
Kant, said several times that every sci- 
ence is really exact only as far as the 
mathematics it contains will go. If we 
stiU had to learn that lesson, we would 
only have to look at Mars. Most of 
the things that can be expressed in 
figures are known. But as soon as it 
comes to questions where mathematics 
will not serve so easily, our step begins 
to falter. And after a thousand hopes 
and theories and considerations we ar- 
rive at the conclusion: "There seems to 
be vegetation in certain areas." 


« ITALVS ACE IN THE HOLE » 


WITH the Nazis daily robbing 
their '"ally," Italy, of almost 
everything that isn't nailed 
down, doddering II Duce has had more 
and more reason to be glad that his en- 
gineers showed a little foresight before 
he dragged his opera-loving, gesticulat- 
ing people into war. 

These engineers knew that Italy was 
short on both coal and oil reserves, pos- 
sessing neither of these natural re- 
sources. But they also knew that they 
had a plentiful supply of power at their 
disposal, if they'd go to the trouble of 
tapping it. Th^ had volcanoes. 

Tucked away in the hills between 
Florence and Pisa lie a group of natural 
steam wells created by underground 
burpings of this volcanic region. Called 
the Valleys of Hell, this area in the hills 
Tu5®ay im been, ocatterted Ipta a 


Martian adrenaiia gknd for Italy's war 
effort. 

It now supplies valuable Jiotsepower 
to sagging Italian industries mantifac- 
tucing death dealing devilment for their 
hated pals, the Nazis. 

Over an area of some twenty square 
miles, the earth has been tapped in 500 
places with shafts gouging 1,000 to 
1,500 feet into the guts of the soil. Pul- 
sating steam coursing up these shafts 
drives twelve gigantic turbines and gen- 
erates over 32,800,000 kilowatt h'aurs 
of electricity each month — almost as 
much as Wilsoii Dam. 

Latest information discloses that six 
additional turbines have been added and 
are in operation with more in the draw- 
ing board stage. But maybe British 
bombs will have something to say about 


« ICE TQ ORDER 

Th»r«% a strange' sfary of' setees ImM># tee* 
Here' are tome curions facts Mot wWi yni 
a new picture of the amazing story beliind a 
very ordinary, everyday phenomenon; frozen 

ao 


OF THE millions of spectators 
who aBima;% watch their favor- 
ite hockey teams battle for vic- 
i&ry on hundreds of artificially created 
rinks throughout the country, at least 
half of them are mystified by the ice 
that is used — at least that is what al- 
most any ice hockey promoter will tell 
you, if you care to ask him. He'll also 
M ^m '&OA ti .^MMM$ '«3(> sit 
in a Won! at ftJ degrees fahrenlieS 
while ice at 32 degrees fahrenheit re- 
mains hard in the same room. Well, 
here are a few facts that'll help clear up 
this "mystery of the hockey rink"; 

To get an idea of the amount of ice 
required to make a hockey pond, con- 
sider the size of an area one hundred 
aad eighty feet long and eighty feet 
wide, over fourteen thousand square 
feet. Put an inch of ice on that^ and 
you've well over a thousand cubic feet 
of ice. enough to keep you in ice cubes 
the rest of your life. 

But how does it get on the concrete 
floor in a warmly heated building, like, 
say, Madison Square Garden ? First of 
all, under the concrete floor, not on top 
of it, an immense griddle or waffle iron 
of pipes is laid — ^almost thirteen miles 
of them under the two-inch-thick floor. 
When ice is needed compressors begin 
to pump freezing brine through this 
maze of pipes. This cools the concrete 
surface of the floor and water is sprin- 
kled in thin layers on this cold surface. 
This cools in layer after layer, freezing 
into a one inch layer-cake of ice— this 
ttakes the best jkiQd f { for statii^. 


Early attempts to make artificial ice 
resulted in so much mush that gave way 

and ruined many a pair of twenty-dollar 
hockey skates. But workmen got out 
their pneumatic hammers, dug up the 
floor, put in more brine pipes, slapped 
on a new layer of concrete, and, presto, 
this time the ice stayed hard. 

The griddle of pipes at Madison 
Square Garden cost in the neighborhood 
of one hundred thousand dollars, but 
what's that in an age of science and bil- 
lions. These pipes do double time 
duty; they both freeze the water into ice 
and melt the ice back into water — they 
are the quick change artists that make it 
possible for Cab Calloway to "Hidee- 
hoe" on one night and for the Black 
Hawks to pla^ the Rangers the next. 
When this takes place the griddle 
courses with warm water instead of 
frigid brine. The concrete floor be- 
comes Vftmih ice mushy. Then 
plows bite intO' the ice, break it off in 
big chunks; sweepers and scrapers fol- 
low pushing the ice into neat little piles 
all over the floor. Then strategically 
placed manholes are opened and the re- 
maining ice is pushed through these 
where it subsequently drains oft jnta the 
city's sewage system. 'The floor is then 
squeegeed of excess wate with rubber 
squeegees and the floor is ready for a 
swing band or a rodeo. 

At Madison Square Garden ice can 
be frozen in three hours, ready for 
play; and removed in less than a half 
an hour — just another one of the won- 
ders of soieiice right under our mm. 



THE LOST RACE OF ILLINOIS 


If Wmm MOORE WILLIAMS 
Here, rtgM In our own country, is o lost eivilizafien, 
more mysterious than any other whose relics hove been 
left seotfvred over the e«rth for exeovoferi to lineorth 


THE pyramids of Egypt are usually con- 
sidered to be one of the wonders of the 
world, and rightly so, but what moEt peo- 
ple do not know is that there exists in the heart 
of the United States a group of pyramids rivaling, 
and in some respects surpassing, those of Egypt. 

Located on a flood plain just across the Mis- 
sissippi River from St. Louis, Mo., Is a group of 
mounds. No doubt many a tourist, whizzing by 
them on U.S. Highway No. 40 thinks be is passing 
through a range of rather unusual bills. These 
piles of earth are so large they do resemble hills 
but they were not put there by nature. They 
were constructed by a lost race, the Mound Build- 
ers of Illinois. Where this people came from, what 
happened to them, and why tiiey built mounds, 
are three myatcfrles pnbab^ iotevet qji^olvable. 
One fact atone, is li>disputftble. Tbey built mounds. 
Tlie mounds ace ^en todays 

Kiunvti m. ihe Cih<ikki Groan there were, ac- 
oordiog to one author, at least dgihty-five mounds 
in an area approximately Uiree thousand ecr^. 
Many of these however, were small, and ^nce they 
Iiave been under intaisive cultivation for tte 
past hundred years, have been destroyed by the 
plow. At present only zhovA twraty of the larger 
mounds are not under cultivation. 'Mxny of them 
are s& large that houses have been built on top 
of them. 

Of these, the largest— and inddaitally tMs is 
probably the largest earthen mound in the Western 
Hemisphere — is now known as the Cafaokia 
Mound, but was orginally known as tSae Monk's 
Mound, taking Hs name from a group of Tkapi^t 
monks who made their hoB» on or near this 
earthen pile about ISIO. 

This mound is a truni:atc:d, rectangular pyramid, 
the base covering sixieen acres. The base of the 
Grand Pyramid of Ghizeh, the largest of ali the 
Egyptian pyramids, covers only thirteen acres. 

This mound is about 1,000 feet long and 720 
feet wide. A football field is 300 feet long and 


150 feet wide. The mound, tbereiore, is as big 
as sixteen football fields laid out side by side. 

The Cabokia Mound rises one hundred feet 
into the air. As a figure, one hundred feet does 
not sound like much, but when you remember 
that ih'S is the height of a seven or eight story 
building, you get a better impression of the size of 
this structure. It is immense. When you think of 
covering sixteen football fields with clay, piling 
that clay a.s high as an eight stor> building, you 
realize tMt the labor which went into this mound 
was prod^ious. EvKy pound of ihi;; day, so far 
as evidence indicates, was dug not with steam 
shovels but with — clam shells. Flint spades. The 
pits where it was dug are still visible. It was 
carried from the pits to the mounds on human 
backs. 

The race that built these mounds — and the 
Cahokia Mound is only the largest of many — was 
not afraid of woik. 

TJERODOTUS tells us that the Grand Pyramid 

with thtte ntonUui' icbys of 100^ bwd at the 
pukk ^9 no Hoodotus to tdl vs bff« lAifg 
Mound was in the l^utldlsg but c^r- 
Wtiiy e^usands of men labored here for mt^ 
years. PosstUy w|tQte tribes, including women 
and children, woriicjed for g^imtifms on th»e 
immense earthm hlUs. 

Who built these hilts of clay> 

Along about here things begin to get creepy. 
You be^ to get the impresaon that somebody 
is standing right behind you, but when you turn 
around, no one is there. 

You gel the same feeling when you ask who 
built the mounds. A race capable of such enor- 
mous architectural f^ts should have itfi its im- 
print on history. We should have heard of such 
a people. Geologists who have examined the site 
say the mounds were built somewhere between 450 
and 900 years ago. HistoricaUy, that makes them 
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only yesterday. But — there L'; no information, no 
knowledge, of the race that built the mounds. 
They came trum nowhere and they vanished into 
nowhere. The ontv evidence we have that they 
ever existed consists of the mounds thev left be- 
hind them. The first explorers of this regioQ, find- 
ing tiiesc aitifiidal. hills, qii^tioBed the Indianw 
then living here. And the- Indians didn't know 
built the moundsl 

Eat even m<>re iascM^ #01 Sti^lie^ 
themselves is speculation abuut why tl^ were/ 
built. What, kept this race ftt the hardest kind 
of bebor, year alter year piling one bmket of day 
top. of aitotherj until they had erected mouh^ 
tbat today look like hills? What compelliij^ m^%e 
drove them to such stupendous feats? 

Defense against enemies is one suggested r^SM. 
It is unfijllestionably true that VVamots on top of 
these mounds would be at a big advantage over 
an attacking enemy. However, it is also true that 
9 determined memy, attacking in suffideot niun- 
bets. to hope to overcome the Me>und Buildup, 
would have been very foolish to attempt to fight 
his way up the sidts of the=ie hills. An enemy 
with any intelligence would merely withdraw out 
»f arrow range and sit down and wait. Hunger 
and thirst would soon drive the defenders down 
la him. 

Also, if mounds were primarify defensive a 
lot oi work was done for nothing. Within two or 
three miles is a range of hills, any of which could 
be better adapted to defense with far less effort 
tlian it took tn build these artifirial piles of dirt. 
Why v.urk tor i^er.era'ions ljuilding a hill for 
drii:ine ivhtii you can move a few miles and find 
such a hill ready made by nature? It doesn't 
make sense, leading to the conclusion that the 
builders had some reason other than defense for 
erecting these mounds. 

DUT what reason? Well, .superstition might be 
a good reason. Perhaps the building of 
mounds was an essential part of the religious 
beliefs of this vanished people. Superstition in 
the form of a belief that the body must be pre- 
served if the soul was to survive in the aller-lile 
compelled the kings of Egypt to etset pyiamids. 
Perhaps some similar belief fn^sdled ammtg the 
Mtound BuUdeis, but noi^t% Is ddinttdly known, 
asd i/sbih banafe- are found io the mounds, it is 
^^tttt^ ihisst Wh of earth were not con- 
slnvfed primiaiily as butytng grounds. 

llien why vreiKthey tuiilt? There is no answer 
id that ques^Bi 

much iSt, Iti&omt^ s&iSB^iiS^em, "^e^sem 4Sd 
and <«}0 ye^xs ago there lived an the easto^ bank 
of the Misasappi Rim across from what is now 
Ixmis ft face of peo[de who built mou^> 
"Ehis much is seK-evident. The origin of tWa 
people is a mystery. And if no one knows where 
they came Irom neither does anyone know what 
happened to them. The Jt^cal rmons for Uiar 
<K3afjpeataneB— -attack by strong aiemy tribes, 
pl^ue-^e not in^Kis&ifcde or tvm improba^let 


These thmgs might have happened. They would 
serve to explain their disappearance but they 
do not explain why the mounds were built in the 
first place. 

Supposing, as has olten been hinted in. science- 
ficbon, earth has been visited m the past by in- 
ItabHiuits Ol Sitftb^ i^anet. Suppose the space 
Ship bvi^hiK tbew pH^e from another world 
vqc wrecked hi landing. Suisse another ship 
was coming. What would the casrawi^ aif ei»^ 
thesiB circumstances? 

What do sailors do when they are <^pmedwidl 
on li Atsett island? They tie their shirt» to th« 
tap ^iftli of the highest tree and prepare a boafiw 
to light when they sight a passing ship. 

Could this have happaied hen? Could cast- 
aways from another planet, scekmg to construct 
a signal that would be visible from the dty, have 
forced the simple primitive inhabitants ffit this 
region to erect a gigantic mound that would stick 
out likt; a sore tfaund) <Ht Oie flat plains of Illinois? 
Did a space sidp come then, and take the cast- 
aways back home? After the gods bad gone 
back to the sky did the Mound fiuilcters, thini^ 
they had received a divine commiMid ai thiit 
matter, continue building mounds? 

'T^HIS explanation is pure fantasy. There Is not 
a shred of e\'idence to back it up. But — in 
Illinois on a plain as flat as the top of a table 
there is a gigantic mound. Surrounding it are 
smaller mounds. The idea of piling dirt up toward 
the sky had to come from somewhere. Could it 
have come from the desperate attempt of a 
group of castaways from another planet to rawe 
a tower to ihe sky that a rescue expedition could 
not fail to see ? 

Fantastic as this suggestion is, the true history of 
the mounds, if it were known, would probably 
be no less fantastic. There are other artificial hills 
in this area notably in Ohio, the Cahokia Mound 
being the larger. They occur elsewhere on the 
clobe. For that matter, what was the Tower of 
Babel but a gigantic mound? It was built of 
brick, the pyramids were built of llm^cotei bttt 
the Cahokia Group was built of the material 
readiest at hand — dirt. 

Why should the human race, in places widely 
separated both m time and space, with httie pos- 
sibility of communication between the peoples 
involved, have struck on the conunon idea of 
lifting towers tu the sky? What is it we seek 
that hes above us? 

There is no answer. Sometbmg hidden deep 
in fht! mind of a man seems to drive bim to seek 
fa^ places. Stf desperate is Uie need he 
performs prod^Mnu feate of labor, driving turn- 
self as no dsvfe Wa$ ever dttvffi, ttyiOK to inadA 
a ladd^ to t&!s 

Out on the flat plates at Utimns a lost race 
labored mightily buUi^ug mounds; The race has 
gone. Perhaps it found what it sought- Perhaps 
it did not. Today only the mounds remain, an 
enigma as puzzling as the peafde who built them. 



ROBERT W. GLUECKSTEIN 

I' WAS bffBi, see! Much to the later regret of 
a lot of people — probably a lot of you readers 
after you read this and I insist you do! 
The faUfu! date was May 20th, I9l7, making 
me, at this writing, 24 years extant. Everyone 
^ms^ T euix^ nSmea 9191^ 

^16ten cixAy isSk beaming stoille— X never 

cried! (An astounding fact noted by the scien- 
tists of that day with great awe and trembling.) 
■ And was therefore doted and feted by maw, paw, 
aunts and grandmaw to the point where I became 
an insufferable stinker — a characteristic which 
stinks — ^whoops— sticks to me to the present day. 
Ai fim^M 1^^^ years, and some montbs 
Td ratber not recall, I awoke vidth a terrible 
bu^pver — (you know how it 15 when you've 
^(^ed too much with the herrings down the 
blodE) — my beloved and twisted mentality gave 
bb& to ^ ^ms^M M I &usiM besiege 
ed^Q^ iS^ I ^n^^ bumorous 
setMte itis;t to confU^ tbem. 

!^I»:avity ted tne deeper and deeper 
into the realm of rejection slips and I found mj self 
in dark places and holes in walls writing jokes. 
A few of them were sold to Colliers and the 
Saturday Evening Post by several cartoonists 

vfbom $ s^agued ^with my gaffi, Sei^ these 
said slu^ ifbe cartoonistj) r^ag in all tbe 
etot^ It^ tbe aroused jaeree^;^ ifaturc 
is me. I decided to leara to diaw myself and 


line my own pocVet with 100% of the take. So 
I done it. Since I was my own teacher, and 
skipped a lot of a:boo], I ^11^ as a ix^soomst 
for ma&y years (four to be exact) atfd maybe 
you still think 1 can't draw, huh? Well, it's still 
a free country and you're entitled to your opinions. 

Furthermore, the editor asked for Ihfe auto- 
biography— &o shuddup! Anyhow I am saUing 
along peaceably making nice dough and so on 
when I am suddenly doing cartoons for Editor 
"Rap'^ for hit AnuMcii^s ^aiisa Mx^ Wiom^t Ad- 
ventures, lliis leads me to believe I b&ve reached 
a pinnacle of some sort. 

Like all cartoomsis I am a character who is 
trustwoitby, loyal, brave, kind and cheerful. 1 
keep myself mentally awake, pby^caliy fit aad 
morally straight and outside of that am stubborn, 
nasty-tempered, irritable, irascible, and really 
quite a card. In fact I occa^onally make an 
awful ace of myself at parties of whicb I am 
the life of which. 

I think I ougbta insert somewhere along here 
that I was born, raised, and reside in Milwaukee — 
a facfe iMi m^ee m:^- ^WBtiSio 
don't mention ft to anyone. The town would 
rather be famous for its beer than for such a dis- 
tinguished, accomplished, intelligent sun--. 

Outside of taking a trip to Mars each summer 
in search of proper ideas for this magazine, 1 do 
little else with my time but eat and sleep and 
make Hild^arde meny. She is my wife so it's 
all right. 

Cartooning, I find, is fun. You're your own^tss, 
yuh sit at home, all 4s(S cmatpeA tsd^tntoM^ over 

alier tbe rejection sUfs vrba^ pour ui unui eadi 
mail. Make good resolves to do bettn* next time. 
Do about 20 to 30 new gag ideas between eating 
and sleeping; draw up the few acceptances every 
now and then, ca^ the cfaecks (you hope), and 
outside of tlut theie ls nothing to it— hcMcE^ play 
really. 

My only ambitions are to be the greatest car- 
toonist and humorous writer in the country, to 
make a comfortably cool million a year, and to 
keep on my -w'tfei M^be. X have smoker 
ambition, biit these will do for fh# jtftisent Tm 
sure. 

1 hope you all simi^y love ms too terribly 
and write Mr. "Rap" of this magazine and tdl 
him he ^pig must buy more at my stuff. 


m 
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A MAtiNO Stosobs wBI publish In each issue a selection of letters from readers. 

Everybody is wdcome to contribute. Bouquets and brickbats will have 
as equal chance; ^ter-readez correspondence and controversy vriU be encaur< 
ag^ thj^ufl^ tMi deputemt in witia &k9 gvag 9^ have y<m m- 


SOra 1927 1 

Sirs: 

I have been a reader of Amazing Stokies ever 
since the first issue was published back in April, 
1927, and have enjoyed thoroughly every issue 
that I have ever bought. 

My favorite author who recently aj^eared in 
the magazine is Edgar Rice Burroughs and I 
wish that you could ha'S^* pM irf hia atoriw la^erjr 
month. But you are doing sWeH md li«e6^s Ml:^ 
1942 will be another banner year. 

If you will be so kind as to insert in Amazing 
Stories and the companion magazine Fafttastk 
Adventures that I am interested in purchasing 
books by Edgar Rice Burroughs, I wiU appre- 
ciate it very much. I am trying to complete a col- 
lection by thb author and I stilt lack quite a 
number. Every reader that has some of bis 
books and wishes to sj^ tliem^I would li^ to get 
in touch with me by card or letter stating the 
titles, the concUtion of the bookj and the price 
desired, 

G*aHOKi,...B. Weyrich, 
met ^ien Road, 
Parknllej Maryland. 
We are sure our readers who Aotie books to 
amplete your collection wUl write to you. Other 
might be secured ij you write directly to Mr. 
Burroughs at kis home in Tarzana, Calijomia. — 

m. 

PELLUCIDAR IMPOSSIBLE 

Sirs: 

I am not prone to writing to magazine editors, 
hut your latest Edgar . Rice Burroughs opus 
"The Return to Pellucidar" brings up an interest- 
ing idea. Sir Isaac Newton proved that there 
would be no effective puJl of gravity inside a 
hollow placet. For the proof, which states that 
a man or similar body would float freely in such 
a hollow space, see pages 656 and 657 of the 
first American edition of Lancelot Hogben's 
Science fvr the Citizen. 

The proof does not involve Burroughs' cen- 
tral sun, but the presence of sudi a body would 
only attract particles toward tteeif In a manner 
unaffected by the surrounding earth shdl. 
The^or^ air would be more dense toward tlie 
suii wad a balloon would "rise^' away from the 
tun or into the earth shdl. Any un-anchored 


hMy <m the iitMe ol tfafe Ml ^ 
into the central sun. 

Aside from this lack of sdortifie e^ractitude, Mr- 
Burroughs' storj' is excelletft. Vour toagarihe 
in its class, excellent. 

Jack Sharp, 
1219 N. Tejon, 
Colorado Sptings, Colorado. 
We don't bdieve BurroUght has mO^ his 
central sun as large as you pres'tt^m. P&f^ps 
there is gfound for argument here. Stao about 
it, rtfiderif Af^ vU0u/rs Bmrroug'kit «nd Xstph 
ifUne Parley f TI^s is your fight, tool— Od. 

WE ARB HONOBED 

Sirs: 

This is to inform you that your magazines 
Amazing Stories and Fantastic Adventifres, have 
been chosen by the SUPPORTERS of SCIENCE 
FICTION in AMERICA to be two of the maga- 
zines on the list of six sf mags which are most 
popular among the members of our club, We 
even think of ourselves at times as the GaJIi^ 
poll of science fiction. So what is true among 
us is probably true throughout the U. S. 

The SSFA is a group of enthusiastic sf fans 
composed of 74 regular members, 19 off and 
onners, 33 honorary membets in New York City, 4 
others in New England, 3 in Milwaukee and 4 
others in I^ndon, England, A grand total of 
127. We send copies to the London branch of 
magazines they cannot get. 

Our aims are lo support the sf field, send help- 
ful suggestions to editors willing to accept them, 
and defend sf as a group even if it doesn't e.\actly 
come up to the standards of Darwin's Theory of 
the Species, as some critics thinli it should. 

We hope you will print this letter so that other 
readers can get the slant of 74 to 127 people each 
monih. We earnestly hope that you will give it 
thought. Perhaps the accumulated and condensed 
opinions of so many people will really benefit you. 
We do not mean to be egotistic when we say 
thisc for od< thet whole in the p&jit you have 
only fdnted 'letters ivain individtnls and now 
you hkve the novel chance (or so -we think) ot 
priDting ilw oiHiiicnu. (Mf over 4 score pei^ con- 
densed hi one letter. 

Tfae SSPA (Aify considers magazines for oux 
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*'laiH>rJ*«*' 1st which have individuality, initiative, 
informality to some extravt, and educational value. 
As well as real enjo>rmmt, 

We have not written before because we have 
been only partly in touch with eastern members 
and only recently with Londoners which is really 
an exciting story. Now, though, wc are well 
organized. To sum up this letter here is a condensed 
opinion of our club regarding your two maga- 
zines, AS and FA, One good thing about us, 
we are easy to pJease, so your mags have come 
through with flying colors. One of your strongest 
points, outside of superb stories, is your back 
cover on AS. Whatever you do do not stop that. 
When the dty series are over have Paul and any- 
one else working on that dig up some new ideas. 
The reason we members want that is that it is 
very individualistic, 29 members collect the covers 
of AS and FA. Also if you have not committed 
yourselves too far into the future with contracts 
for the back cover of FA, see if you can start a 
series of covers on it too. Take a hint when I 
tell you that out of all the members it was the 
covers, the back especially being unique, which 
induced 43 members to buy AS for the first time, 

Also you may get more new readers if you do 
for FA as you did for AS. 

Here's hoping you get more bouquets than 
:fe:^^^tSin the future. 

George V. Fair, 
1029 E. Gutierrez St,, 


for yditr very mtefesdng letter — 
LIKES GIANT ISSUES 

Sirs : 

Keep up the good work on Amazing Stories. 
It would not hurt to have them all giant editions, 
but I doubt if you could keep up with the ex- 
pense of selling 240 pages of good reading ma- 
terial and for a quarter, too. The stories, covers, 
illustrations, arUcies and the cartoons {they 
shouldn't be forgotten) were all very good. The 
January cover was better than the Feb. cover but 
both were good. 

Suicide Ship to Earth, Robot Al-76 Goes 
Astray, and The Man Who Changed History, 
rated first, second, and third. Mr. Wisel's Secret 
was last. Scientific Mysteries, A City on Gany- 
mede, and Scientific Oddities were good articles. 
The front cover and Fuqua's illustrations were 
'the best pictures. The cartoons are fitting to 
the magazine and humorous; ke«p printing them. 

Fantastic Adventures would rate first if it 
weren't for Amazing Stories. It's more fantastic 
than Amazing but still good. It hasn't near as 

JORis F. Martin, 
271S W. Yale Ave., 

Bermti Coi«, 
t&U mH a« ka^ Z7& ^agey hicbtSng 
c^iiers thh moittii. ffaw ysu Me tkmt We 


The Sold let traSm 
for his service — 
are YOU training 
for YOURS? 

^"EARLY two million men are training in 
^ ' our armed servieea— develooine their abil- 
ity to serve our nation bettor. Millions more of 
UB have juat as great a duty to tram for our 
part in civilian service — to develop our taleota 
in office and store and faetory-— so that wa 
may back that soldier l)0ttB«.'<fe*^Maa B»eda 
our utmost cspaetty, the toli-'igSaii.we esta ba 
and do. 

That tra|fiiREHius£l)9<tl!lftlt;^ Illorough, prac- 
tical— you cfMiaot m'ait on, Blow 5ay by Any: 
expenence — you lnuat liav6 that, and rtaum 
more. 

Fortunately, for 33 years LaSallo has been 
developing spare time training that fits this 
crisis exactly. It condenses the best experience 
of successful men ; it gives you the boiled down 
nileH and pnneiplea and teaches you to usa 
theiB efEectivelv; what you study at home 
night, vou can use on the job tomorrow. It fii 
home study, so you lose no time from your 
daily work. It ia moderate ia cost and easy 
payment terms are available. It means better 
service, new and larger litetinie sucoesa for you. 

If you are serving— t)C wish to aervL — m ona 
of the fiek^ iratea behjw, a&k fat the facts 
about that &ild smd &we fspsoQ Uam mSmntg 
for it. 



LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
A Correspondence Instituticn 

D«p». 37S-R, CHICAGO 

Please send me your free 4S-pftge booklet about tfie 
opportunities aud requirenientf in tfae field I 
checked bdow; also full detaik ftbout your trftiBuijE 
in that field— all without obligation tome. 

□ Accountlnft D Business English 

□ Industrial Manage- □ Foremaashlp 

meat O Salesmanship 

D tVafflc^Mttnagement □ Law 

□ BuBl£[«» Gor^Mfiton'd- □ Business Law 

emre □ Effective Spanking 
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rORBMEHj SVPERINTENDEMTS 
PRODUCTION MEN 

""-*]- 

INDUSTRIAL MANAGEMENT 

Jsmorepi . 

Uiem. TbBt Bpclla real opportimlty for you II you are 
SinbitlouB. You can »tep up to a better job. Your present 
experience end abUitr may need only s f uDer knowledEC 
ol production and nuttageiBent pdiidplee and metbods. 
t-^alle tnlnlasis tndiatrtat Sianafertunt will help you 
It U latenMiiis^ wndeaeedT practical— planned 
o Uke yon. Vim cm Mu^l t la your spare time at 
'e coet. n you want to get abead. 
' tonlndiutrlBlManaseinaut 
Ja ad or write today. 

USAUE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
A CamspoiNleiice f nstf tirtian 




Wills tor free Inspiring bot^M out- 
littlDS pra&t shmag Dlui. Bmarb- 
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Asthma Agony 
Curbed First Day 

For Thousands of Sufferers 

Choking, gasping, wheezing Broncbial Asthma at- 
tacks poison your fiystem, rQla your bealtit and put a 
load on your heart. Thousands quickly and Mflily pal- 
liate ntcorclns choking, gasping Broochlal Asthma 
symptoms with a dotrtor's pre&cf tptlon called Meadaco, 
now distributed thru drug stores, to help nature re- 
move thick strangling excess mueua and promote wel- 
come restful sleep. Mondaoo is not a smoke, dope or 
Injection. Jost pleasant tasteless tablets. Printed 
xUBxaidee with each paclULge— money back unless it 
^^^^iMi;:4|# ^N!W dMMl^ aCeBdaso today tot 


FALSE TEETH 


ns^ 90 mm im- 

Ul^fjEXAMIIIB THEM' 

S^^^lfoNl^'BACiraOAllANTEE. CiUtoOl 

iS^Bwda report SATlSffACTlON but jpu be four own TODOa 

SKNW nil MUnti BOOELBT «>iil HATBBIAL. 

CLEVELAND DENTAL SUPPLY CO 

0^. $0-C2, fort it. Louti, llltads 


[^^^IMNlS''B*SiraflAfcXliTrErCiUt^«l in tJnltedStilai 

^^^a report SATia " 

I NO MONEY BOOELBT 
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Tika first itep to protect tow rM«ilion--»itIi- 
DUt obligetioo. Get Me» '^Bocord of InvfUtlon" 
(ocn and 48-pBsa BmA. "Pttrnt Golda tor toe 
iDveotor." Time counts 1 Write today. 
CLARENCE A. 0'BRI8N 
R«ctuarei] Patent Attorney 
2S-C Adam BulMiBi WMhlagtMi. 0. C. 


really have a giant issue this month. Let us k/now 
what you think about it. As for Fantastic Adven- 
t-ures, we are pleased to note that you like it. We 
have made the April issue a giant issue also, with 
240 pages. Better get it, on February 20th. — Ed. 

Wmm MANILA BAYt 

Sirs: 

Have been reading your stories loV If&e. dottie 
time now and finally decided to send yeu xny 
opinion of your magazine. 

Personally I think your stories are exceptional 
in good reading material and I get a kick out 
of some of the shorts that your writers put out. 

My job on this ship is radioman and the only 
thing I have to do in my spare time is read and 
its quite a relief when a fellow has a magazine 
with some spark in it to read. 

I haven't any general comments or should I say 
criticisms, but as a whole the stories are of the 
higher type. I can't say as much as some of your 
more intdlectual readers, but gome of the com- 
ments don't seem to jibe with my ideas. Well, 
everyone is entitled to their opinions. 

You say some of the young women read yoUt 
stories and yet I haven't seen, very mmy com- 
ments or letters from any of tbe &inr sex. 
Maybe tbcy dont like to fait the lieadHneSi As 
for myself, I like to (vgue fiome of the poioftt 
out, but not too <^f£a, or much. I aift 
figure some of tibe women out» but fbey wSl 
afta a time voice tbcir of^ons. I'm not tiyiag 
to make any false accusations, but most qC the 
fairer sex usually have plenty t& s^. 

Well until later I tbink 111 btick by and see 
what happeitSt 11iai)k$ Lflf^ for jrattr tnaga^w 
and you c^ ieount on my suport. 

R. ¥.. EuLUND. Radioman, 
USAT llueh L. icott, 
ti. Mason, Cahiornia. 

P.S. Pardon my mailir^ thU from Manila, but I 
guess Ibis U as good a place as any. Will be 
bai^ in the. States soon. 

I%nr litftsr mu tuaSed to vs on November 14th, 
and arrived on Janmry 5th, from Manila. There's 
quite a ga# of titne there, and what a gap in 
history I We hope are still safe, Mr. Edlund, 
and that the USAT Hugh L. Scott is just one of 
the many ships giving the Japs hdl right novt-^ 
Ed. 

ROSES FOR PARLEY 

Sirs: 

Congratulations on your February issue. Boy, 
it was great. "The Immortality of Alan Whidden" 
was the strangest, and the best, time-travel story 
I ever read. I will defend this against all comers. 

Here fe my personal rating for this gi^tic 
issue. . . ■ 

1. THE IMMORTALITY Ot ALAN WlBr 

DEN. Delightful ! 

2. THE RETURX OF MAN. AdosesQi^W]. 
Really something different. 


AMAZING STORIES 


269 


3. THE MAN WHO CHANGED HISTORY. 
I like all time stories, and this good. 

4. VOYAGE INTO THE LIGHTNING. 
Good, well written, but not quite up to the stan- 
(teJa ef fee jBi^. three. Maybe it was just a 
littie bit tm jMefeiiawatic. 

5. RCffiOT ^ ?fr GOES ASTRAY. Fine 
^mt^ hat -wmldn't 4Qm Jbt a novelette. 

6. KIDNAPED INTO THfe FUTURE. Welt 
written, but on the sehhb old 'tk&tm of "km^ 
pecked husband makes goM.'* in a futiinStk and 
science-fiction setting. 

7. THE RETURN TO PELLUCIDAR. Maybe 
it is revolutionary placing the old master this 
low, but I never cared for Burrough's under-world 
stories. A!i his others are tops. 

8. THE FIEND OF NEW LONDON. Just 
didn't appeal to me. It opened too slowly. 

ft raslte^ %W k I I»ke a ^«ry with 

IB, THE <^KIC PUNCH OF LEFTY 
O'ROURKE. Costello comes through with a 
great story in Fantastic Adventures this month, 
but this one was terrible. 

It. SUICIDE SHIP TO EARTH. Fams- 
worth ditto. 

All in all, a swell editfen, bat fbere a*© a l&w 
things rd like to say. 

Please— I' m on my knees when I ask you, but 
please give us trimmed edges! I hereby organize 
the SISFPITE, or Society for the Improvement of 
Science-Fiction Pubhcations by the Introduction 
of Trimmed Edges. Let's show 'em. gang! 

I'm glad I don't see any more Oscar stories. He 
as^^ul,, ^«iam Link was getting pretty 

Gene Hunter, 
526 E. Capitol Ave., 
Jefferson City, Mo. 
We're afraid you'll have a lot of readers up in 
arttts when you talk against their two favorite 
characters. But here's an Adam Link for you 
that ought to make you change your mind! — Ed. 

i feaW' always gotten a big kick out of your 
tmMtig iMigazine, but I have never written to 
teS.'j^. a^Kiut it although I should have. I work 
B«t.teKf la the Power House which can get prtity 
ioixwi^i so I sur£ look forward to the stories 
in your ma^sSne aiul would like to bear from 
i^hei-s iiE«£ttsted Si the mm^^.. 

Hew is wJEaetM:^ "seliicft awilfeer rejtdee 
be abte to ^ ipe ^t^^i^^ i^s^. Kr l» a. 

amasSUig st-c^ w^dh hss 'feem m my 
amid for -a. coujrte ef laeuttts kit 1 can't find 
mt any more abeut it. 

T5is happened tn a fri^ of and be 

swears it is true. He says he was drivii^ along 
the street in Salt Late City late al nigWr 
dally he saw a young gii^ standing ait a stteeS 



Learn To Wrest ' 
The Utmost From Life! 

DON'T HOLD BACK— life i.s yours 
to live and enjoy each conscious 
moment. Not in a sheltered, routine 
living, but only in a tempest of life's 
forces — which challenges every Element 
of your nature— will you r«e^^ 
inspiration, those ideas, whiefer-wi^' W^ 
you perjKinal supremacy aiwJ'hapjniseKr. 
Lice b^l^.i$d %«(tefa|#— 'leaaa to ui^« 
lize nature** laws to the fullest eirtent, 

A FREE Book of Facts 

Let the Roaicrucians (not a reliiiious organi' 
latioit) ahow you how to direct lillU-^nown 
lawa of life and mind— used by the a ago for 
centuries. Write for the free book, "The fiecr«t 
Heritage" today. Address Scribe; H. U. W. 

The ROSICBUCIANS (amorc) 


CHILDLESS 
Wives 

WHO WISH 

BABIESI 

Doctor's Iniormatloi 
SENT FREEI 

Coacernln^ simple way Tollowed si home by 
\rhich the female organs in relievable ftmo- 
tional sterility may be assisted bo that 
motberliood may then so often be easily poi- 
sibU>!V0UANDY0URHUSBANDMAYLATER 
THANK THE DAYYOU SENT FOR THIS FREE 
INFORIHATIQN. Women from over the Nation 
viit« w of tneir Joy in becoming mothers at 
last t FOR FREE COPY write to WameT Co., 
m TT. £aJw St., aOnnespoUs. IHanMsM. 
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LAW 

lEARM AT HOME 

Are you adult, alert, ambitious, willing 
to study? Investigate LAWI We guide 
you step by step — furnish all tocU. in- 
cluding 14-volume Law Library. Train- 
ing prepared by leading law professora 
and given by members of bar. D«ree of 
LL.B. conferred. Low cost, easy terms. 

NOWM Free, 48^page "La# 
Trammg for L^dership." 

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERStTY 



TOMBSTONES 


DIRECT TO YOU 

• Genuine beautiful ROCK- „ 
DAL£ Monuments. Mark- y^'S^. 
ers. Satisfaction or Money 
Back. Free lettering. Freecatalog. 
Freight paid. Compare our prices. 

ROCKDALE MONUMENT CO. 

Dept. 548 Jolist, 1)1. 

SONG POEM 

^ WRITERS: 


I Send us your orlniiial pD«m. Mother, Home, Lore. I 

Sacted, Patriotic. Comic or an; lubjact, for our H 

vim and PRKB fihjmas Dlctlonarr 4t once. ■ 

RICHARD BBOTHXiBS I 

27 Woods Bnildins CUcafo, lU. ■ 

ASTHNA 

>nd BRONCHinS Medicine. Write to- 
d»y ior FREE INFORMATION and 
SPECIAL MONEY BACK OFFER. 
W. K. STERLINE 
850 Poplor St.. SIDNEY. OHIO 


MATCHED 



"lonii with trousers matched expertly , 
..omovttrlDO.OOOpattema. Panta are band- . 
tailored to your meaaore. Gaannteed to flt, . 
Bend a piece ot cloth or veit TODAY for FREE 
BAMPLe of the best match obtalnabla. WHte I. 
AMERICAN MATCH PANTS COMPANY 
20 W. JACKSON BLVD., DIPT ZSfi, CHICAQO, ILL. 



SSO^TllADEJNl^il 

Write lor FREE Catalog Showing 
1941 R«rH»,)ta<Go-Phoi»i,H(>m« 
JtBcorden . . . up to li Tubw. 




High School Course 

at Home I 


I Mimy FiBish In 2 Years 

IGoMrepldlraSTOwrtlme anfl aWIttles permit Courao 
equivalent toj^dent school work — preparea loreoilega 
& 


I entrance exama. Standard H. 3. texts n. 


1. Diploma. 


comer trying to hitch a ride. He offered her a 
ride and she got in the back seat. He took her 
to the address she gave him and when he got 
there she had disappeared. He couldn t under- 
stand this and went to the door and rang the 
doorbell. An old ladv answered the door. My- 
inend totd her what had happened. She ^aid gliat 
the gir! he had picked U[> was datt!!liE.er and 
that she had died a ve^r aise SHf MJl^-Jii 
an lutomobile ac^Mept ax-icth' at fito tX^S^ ^ 
picked bet up.... 
Xcw f tfe^^ m A«& iUst a ^W^^-W- 

the IlKli iS-Ttfk m^i^ &Ito>iV 333^ a^8t 

the iAm& storr bwt siM timt h tet h^pm^ 
in Lo3 Angela He evm gaw 8«f t^^ Wet 
street addpes;, 

1 have asked o.ther people about lE but I don't 
get to speak, to maiiv people out here. So I 
wonder u ol the reatlej's ot biscQSsitjns have^ 
htaid this sttjuv. li thjg "Wpuid ti*U Kje tthai 
thc\ ^ -m^ ^ ^mKl ' 

\ear, t sbould ti8 vefv rmch <M.%&& betstaa f 
would liie to tmee it dawn: 
Eugene Haftkey, 

c/o Los Aneeles Bureau of Power and Light, 

.Boulder City, Nevada. 
How about it, readers? If you've heard 
version of this same ^tory. ivhy not drop US'-. 
Hankey a line? — Ed. 

DISAPPOINTED 

Sirs : 

I was disappointed in youf Jpymmy i^uc 
Here's how I rate them. 

1. The Return To Pellucidar (I am S But- 
TOUghs Fan.) 

The Immortality Of Alan Whidden. 

2. The Return Of Man. 
Kidnaped Into The Future. 

3. Voyage Into The Lightmng. 
The Man Who Changed Hi^;^. 

4. The Fiend Of New Londm 
Suicide Ship To Earth. 
Robot k\ 76 Goe.s AmrW-'-- 

The Cosmic Punch Of Leftv O'Rourfce. 
Mr. Wisel's Secret. 

Your FE.ATURES are ver>' good, but I njiss the 
Science Quiz. Paul's back cover was also ¥ei^ 
good but the tront cover could be bel3aa^... .K^^ 
pimt more space stories like Ih^- MmMiS* CM 
Of Space by M. Jameson and along stl^ 
stories put soBje Space Theory: on p&pet. 

P S. I a%ait ymj «&3ct issue wltb t^titDWa.. 

\] e don't get what ytm inmit by puitkcg "s^i-c 
theory" on paperl B'O -fm msan tt« article en 
actual methods prapm^ /ar ibe mt't£etiim af 
space, Qt articles on possibh types pf 'iJiips, or 
what ? tet's Aeor frtm you {mth&Ti—B4. 

TOP STOKtES 

Sirs: 

On a fateful day in August, this year, I walked 
into my favorite magazine store and picked up 
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a copy of Amazing Stories and have been read- 
ing it ance then. 

Beginning with the September issue I am going 
to give you what I call the top stories. 
September : 

1, Enchantress of Lemuria. 

2. The Throne of Vaihaiia. 
October : 

1. Mystery ol the Martian Pendulum. Tops!!! 

2. The World of Miracles. Different! 
November : 

1, Convoy to Atlantis. Swell!! 

2. The Stevedore of Jupiter. 
December : 

Every story was swell except : 

1. The Odds On Sargeant Shane. 

2. The Planet of Lost Men. 
January : 

1. The Jan. ish was swell or perhaps it's 
better to say SUPER!! 
February : 

The Feb. ish was SUPER, also. I vote for an 
enlarged issue every month. How about it?? 

Oh yes! If you know of any one who is in- 
terested in joining a s.f- ciub let them join ours, 
2f & S^em:mJ&i:tSm Club Of New York. 

■ FHSidentially yours, 
David Grab, 
7S-G7 J8S: Street, 
Hushing, N. Y. 
We hope everybody m New York joins your 
club, Mf. Grab. And we arc glad you liked our 
stories. We. select them ham hundreds of mana- 
scripts, and you can be- sute. that wksn we get a 
good one, it is really t!^ m^am <}f the &tam of 
the cropl-^Ed. 

MKE A COMIC BOOK 

Siis: 

I have been a constant reader of Amazing 
Stosies for over ten years and have seen its ^e, 
cover and il^tmtiona go through a series of 

{iifiOges. M texmt issues, the December one in 
■paaticidai', fihe Go-straifs also seem to lae changing — 
ior {Jie worse, I am sorry to say. 

More and more, our 'mag' is getting to look 
and read hke a glorified comic book. The stories 
are mostly pure adventure with a rocket ship 
thrown in, and as for the illustrations; they 
would be more fitted to 'Buck Rogers'. 

The editors would d« themselv^ a ^ood turn 
if they would veier badfe the iss/am of 1929, 
1930 and I'J^l to find out what good science fic- 
tion looks like. 

However, I stiU have hopes, so have no fear of 
losing this reader, at least for llie time being, 
A. Frank Radden, 
1541 Sth Street, 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 

No tdittfr tva^ refm hack Iq pist kmes when 
ke is camidermg nu^erkU ior fuUm hsues. We are 
sswe tkat if we ocfttaffiy (Sti ivHAt ye% advise, you 
iBoiM be the Mst io evdtiim. in ^s^mvat. Our 



World's Greatest Collection of 
Strange & Secret Photographs 


n tnTSt Toond tha nor' 


tbew &ve snut \-oluEaeg of Tbg I 


i daring; advao- 
-.BirdMl Mnn l — 


600 LARGE PAGES 

Kare f> tlis world'! Greateit Coliectlw) of Strange sn-S BoCTBt Pbo- 
togtanha. Here are Eiotlo I'hoioa from Kiiropo, Prlmimo Pboioc 
from Atrle*. Tmtiire photo* Irom AaU, Pemsla Photos Irnm OcwnU 
•nd AmsFicit, and hundreds (rf others. Tfiere aia almost 600 LARGE 
l>AGE5 of Stranga & SeCTtt Phatograptlt, each page 61 square 
inchM la alz9. 

1.000 REVEAUNSraOTOS 

Son Ma actual eaurtablp practlcwl 
la •veiT qlurter cl ttis W(irl<L Voa 
aaa maelc and Tnyflt«ry In queer 
lands whsra tha foot of a wbit« man 
haa Tar«Ir trod. Tou see Orlenlal 
nodea o( maiTlitgo and female slavery 
In China, Japan, India, etc. Throiii^ 
the Intimacy at the cameras you wit. 
nees the axotle bablta of «T«ry con- 
ttpcnL and th« Btrang:eEt cuicorna of 
lltv and love |q AiTun-lfa, Europe, ct^. 
Ion are bewildered hy these Isrsa 
nasH of ONE TMoUS9|iD PtiOTo. 
bRAf>HC. inniudine i3n rujl-para 
pbotoB, and tBrllledby the hundreda 
of atioit atoiies t&at describe them. 


GMtHtsufS-VabmwSM 


Tht 8»erflt AtBum of Europe 

VOLUMES 
The Secret Album of Ada 

VOLUME* 
The Sftcrst Album of Amerlu 

VOLUMES 
ThB Secret Album of Oceania 


5 PICTURE-P flCKEP VOLUMES 


Dims * Uiidimi Bound 

?S^(BjaSaOT^.ftxiletlBB 
" — ■ ■ — t Crlm f 1 aU 


KINB c^tPlits of five plect" 
WIumeB (aolMly hoiui'l (ocel 
^^^^'T; rouung). Dip J. 


QREATEST COLLECTION Of 
STRANQE AND SBCHCT fHOTO- 
SRAPHS, contaitiInK aveiytbtiw from 
~ :le Beauty Roand tha World to 
' HyateiiouB Cults and Coa- 
— 1 •-i^g hundred* 
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I METRO PUBLICATIONS, TO Fifth Ava.. Oapb 1933. New VoHi \ 
Z Send ma "Ths Setrat Muneum of Mankind" [0 ffreat voU " 
■ umea bounil torethcr). I will pay pastmaii St, 03, plua poetae* > 
I on arrival. If not dcllAted, I wUl ratuni book In ft dayi for ■ 
I full refund of f 1.98. J 

J Namo I 

I Addfvia t 

I City stale... ! 
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Myitlc mlnrl mMKle, pslmlabry, 
di«>m iDtsrpreutloiit, fortuna tatting, a 


P. ASTURO, 34 East 2i St., H«w York, N. V. 


EARN TO tl6 WEEKLY taking aniens In fiaSi*.-* ^. 

for $3. -'9 Just oae of Ufl ■RoSfiartlil *afii^^SCo mm^ 
ment. (JIvk age, size, ^a^fSB tSOSSSj.. Bi^-^ti,. 

C'incinnuti, 0. 


I<OS£I.Til !'*e BRINGfl PEN-PAL BULLETIN with 100 
Bkmee & Addresses. Stox &450, Metropolitan Station, Los 



( of ipuer 

LORD, 104-2 South Ave., 


WIIHAM W. LORD 

nlernatlonal ^iychic. Hi( fr-Hie- 
■flti Te«ri Hsve ^rovta asVo Correct 

3^ QUESTIONS 

Rochester, N. Y. 


memories of the past always outlive the xtories 
themselves. Actually, rereading them you'd find 
them interior to today's fiction. — Ed. 

A MERE WOMAN 

Sirs: 

I don't know if a mere woman has a chance in 
your discussions, but afUr reading "Mr. Wuel'a 
Secret" in the February issue, T have to demand 
an explanation. After spending five frantic minutes 
learching lor the rest of the story, I had to 
come to the condusion "That's all thetc is''. 
What's the ufea leaving me ami Mr. Wisel up 
hx tht air? I want some more of the ittaty. 

Mrs. Robert Co^WEli, 

RR9 No. 630 

D^toni Ohio. 
Mr. Wis^ wu a MartioMy secreUy scouting Earth 
for some myslmmts reasem K^e &i 'K^ik Gsnml 
know, until U happens. And ht has ^cev^red that 
if he tails hims^f a Martian, m oAfi twH ^flieve 
him, and he can scout ht ^/s^^-^^i- 


TOl'KO MEN Ni;EDBD to nerve on U. 9. mercbant 
flhips, Afe 18-33. Free Lraitiirn,-- Pay wh'lo leaini 
lo be a deck man. radio operalor. ."Icwfird or eiifCii,. 
Tree tratieporlation. cJolhlrij:, food und QuartprH. Ji- 
nA higrh waew a-raUable after traiDina:. Serrp. yo 
country in the merchant marine. AsH lor inlortiimi 
St any Statfl employment ofliw, or write tin; Untl 
States WdTitlme Convtiisaloo, WaelimeK:<ii, D. C, 



uld he? C«ulJ Lancelot Bipg*, 
ill hli knowJiidie of lolrnM, 
a grnvilational «rip thausaniil 
(rt tiifiM grester lhan Jupiter'sT 


STORiES BIG MAY ISSUE 
ON SALE AT MEWStTAHDS EVERYWHERE MARCH tt 
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CORRESPONDENCE CORNER 


WiM S. M. Ritter of New York, who wrote to 
Mre. Dolores Lapi, 42-4Vth Street, Weekhawken, 
N. J., please send her a postal bearing his return 
address? She will be happy to answer his letter 
then ... To highest bidder! Brand new copy of 
"Wenbaum Memorial" never opened, autographed 
by Raymond A. Palmer. Write Thomas Hoguet, 
. 3671 Broadway, New York City . . . N. E. 
Ooring, Fredericksburg,Va., has an UIca Camera, 
in good condition that he will sell cheap . . . 
Charles E. Rigdon 1040^ Leishman Ave., New 
Kensington, Pa., age 27, 6 ft. 2 in. tall brown hair 
and eyes, desires to correspond with the male sex 
between the ages of 21--30— soldiers or sailors and 
readers of science fiction . . . Betty Mystrom 209 
West 21st Street, Cheyene, Wyoming, would like 
to buy a copy of "The Mysterious Mr. Quinn" by 
Agatha Christie, She is 19 years old and would 
ako like to correspond with people around her 
own age or older. Her hobbies are photography, 
horseback ndin§ and reading . . . Any fan who 
believes he can wnte stones or SF articles for a 
fan magazine get in touch with Tom Ludowitz, 
2310 Virginia, Everett, Wash. . . . Ruth Gay 
IWHs, n Howard Parkway, New RocheUe, N. Y., 
-miiM like to hear from others who enjoy reading 
Sie wcmM like to correspond with anyone 
«ta , . . ^e^^tt^ Jacobs, 936 East 15 Street, 
Bi^aW;^* M« U isAixcm ol contacting both 
Hiialfc ^ts^ i^^tej ^ iS, avitag in the foUowii^ 

iJemtiEjioii, CtQwn Colony, sU. TE&s Sa^K-^ts 
Ke in the fields of science axd eth^ 5cfes» ia ^ass 
blowing . . . Shelley Frerid, t4m l^A Street, 
Detroit, Mich , 20 years of would Bee to 
ajrresp.ond. with giria from i?*22 i .- . Rit^rd 
Geneyi 2IS £letchar Hail, Ann Arbor, Miehigaa is 
forced to dispose of a large cdl«;tloji of sdence- 
fialCHl and fantasy magazaw^ at is^S0?siWb 
^m. The collecbon intldteS Mmsm 4(i 
back as 1926, every issue of Fantastic Ad- 
ventures, and many others. All are in good 
condition . . . Arthur Young, 1710 Montgomery 
Avenue, New York, N. Y., wants to correspond 
with young people, 18 and over (anyone under 
80) and make personal friends with residents of 
New York City. He would like to organize a 
splendid social and cultural movement interested 
in the future. He is not interested in hearing 
from persons who are in any way connected with 
communist, nazi or fascist organizations. He'll 
answer all letters promptly . . . Hal Velardi, Sub 
Base Box 19, Coco Solo, Canal Zone, a sailor 
twenty-two years old, five-feet-seven, likes all 
sorts of sport, has brown hair and eyes, would 
like to hear from girls aU over the world. Others 
are welcome to write also . , . S. David, 12 
William Street, Maritzburg, Natal, South Africa, 
has for exchange cigarette, post and other view 



BUY 

UNITED 
STATES 
SAVINGS! 
BONDS 
AND STAMPS 


AMERICA ON GUAIM 

Above is a r^roduction of the 
Treasury D^artment's Defense 
Savings Poeter, showing* an exact 
duplication of Uie original "Minute 
Man" statue by famed sculptor 
Daniel Chester French. Defense 
Bonds and Stamps, on sale at your 
baaik, or post ofiios, are a vital j 


WHAT CAUSES EPILEPSY? 

A booklflt containing fha opkiditt ef famcnil 
doctori on this interesting ttifajact witi be »nt 
FREE, while they last, to any raj^dM VreiMRg to 
th» EduMtttjoiU Plyiaiw. ^ Av** M*w 


fiit*^ charms. take in eicha:^ m^^^ 
books on Occultism preferably, and aov^^ffl. 
Please send yours . . . Geoi^e Foust, 169 litife 
Albany St., New Brunswick, N. J., 21 years o| 
age, would like female correspondents as pen pals 
about 18 or 19 years old. He is interested in pals 
from nearby cities . . . Don Eastman, 236 Law- 
ton Terrace, Council Bluffs, Iowa, would like 
to trade the book "Tenar of Pellucidar" for "Gods 
of Mars" or "Back to the Stone Age" or "Pel- 
lucidar," all by Burroughs ; would also like to buy 
science fiction books, please send list . . . Charles 
W. Wolfe, 214 Grand Ave., Las Vegas, New 
Mexico, would like to hear from anyone who has 
for sale a copy of Whitman Pub. Co. book No. 
4056, "Tarzan and the Tarzan Twins With Jad- 
Bal-Ja, The Golden Lion," a Big-Big hook copy- 
right 1936 . . . S. M. Ritter, 1160 Simpson St., 
New York City, has 45 sci-fic mags to trade for 
others. Will also swap Vol. 1, No. Is and Esquirei 
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World's Largest Dental Plate Makers 

FALSE TEETH 


MADE-TO-MEASURE f Ull|| 
DENTAL PLATES Q/ 

Direct from our Laboratory to you 

Wemake to measure foryou INDIVIDUALLY 
. . . BY MAIL Dental Plates for men and women 
&om an impreesicm of your mouth taken by you 
at your b(»ne. llioiisuids all over the country 
vearteeUi ve inadef<ff than— byi&aai 

SEND NO MONEY! 


•—BEFORE- 


^r ros35 

■ mail 
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At Rock-Bottom Prices 


IISIE BOLAND or NORTON KANSAS, 

wi'es "Enclosed Cnd 
twopictorcs Onenho^s 
1 ftl '-it - U 



Harry Wlllouithby. 

received my teeth 
and am proud of them." 
# The f <»egoltitf are a fewOl thonfarda c£ ansO' 
llclted testimowBls Id our files. fVe don't Imply 
th8tyoawiU^t«tntliesBmereouIt3. . .V^at la 
IMPORTANT TO YOU It VfB GUARANTEE 
SonrUONBYBACElfytmareDOtiOO^wtiofied. 


If you find out what Others have paid for theirs, you -will be as- 
tounded when you see how little ours will cost you. By read- 
ing our catalog you will learn how to save HALF or MORE on 
D^tal Plates for yourself . . . Monthly Payments Possiblel 

An CA nave'Tnall UAKB US PROVE EVERY WORD 
Un OU Uay S I nai Z WS say— Wew our teeth oa tml fbr 

thaoi%aEY^m NOT COST YOU A miT. Well tain your mrit 

MONEY-BACK GUARANTCE of SmSfmm 

Wfl take this risk. We (ra»rMH , _^ ' ^^rTS^T^**?*^*^* 

t«ethatUyoaarenDtfiiU7i»t- ! CDCE B-^KN^XL^D^lit 'S>1>, 

Isfied with the teeth wa tnalca I | IICC ixi . 

for yoo. then, any Ume within I " """^ . 

60 days w« nil] elsdiy refund | Send jriUlMt flhUgMm FBBB.fe 
everycentyoutAidiisfortbeiii. ■ nutenu^eatwii 

A DENTIST SUPERVISES | 
THE MAKING OF EACH |l 
DENTAI.FLAm 


FREE 


ImpresBtonmaterld— I ADDRESS. 


CfttaloiE with oar New 
LOW Prices. «nd laformafLon. 
Don't pat this oGt. Dofttodsjl 


I CITY , HTAT F! 

U.S.D»Htdl Co., iSSS MHiwiuka«Av- Depfc3'A3, Chicago 



•iQHTTEmit 


GRACE YOUR FACE with 


GOOD-LOOKING GLASSES . . , Seiect for 
yourself from tho many Btylea In oar catalog 
the one thst looks beat on yon. GetyoDrson a 


16 DAYS' TRIAL' 

On Trial ASI^NGAS 


) peptW(wicmanBhlp.Alloiir 

lenses are BenoineToriE — tho 
frames ore niKde of dainf7 en- 
graved Rhodium or finest 1/10- 
12 Karat frotd filled. Expertop- 
la makeotif sfitaamator yoa. 


SewD... 
No Money 

I rDE|r<'.S.E;e-Gtat>«Ci>.,DairLMl, 

j rntl> 1557MJII>ai*ee«n, ChkmU. 
I Send wlthaatobUgatloOt your FBE&catalv 
I Bnd IniomstloiiK 


i IfiKG AS 16 DAYS irltb a 

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 

OrjMTISFACTIONI 'nno.Uronarasot 
300% mMMvith fftesaM««nwcafoT you. 
wc^rlD refund ovsiy c«nt yoD paid ua for tbeoi. 

ll,S.l^»ein(mea..lS5;iMMtodln,«ipL»i*.m«at«,in. 


IADDSt 



